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SIR WALTEE SCOTT

CHAPTER XVI

DETDEN. — CRITICAL PIECES. — EDITION OP SLINGSBT's

MEMOIRS, ETC. — MAKMION BEGUN. — VISIT TO LON-
DON. — ELLIS. — ROSE. — CANNING. — MISS SEWAED.
— SCOTT SECEETAET TO THE COMMISSION ON SCOTCH
JUEISPEITDENCE. — LETTEES TO SOUTHET, ETC. —
PUBLICATION OF MAEMION. — ANECDOTES. — THE
EDINBUEGH EEVIEW ON MAEMION

1806-1808

DUEING the whole of 1806 and 1807, Dryden continued

to occupy the greater share of Scott's literary hours ; but

in the course of the former year he found time and (not-

withstanding all these political bickerings) inclination to

draw up three papers for the Edinburgh Eeview ; namely,

one on the poems and translations of the Hon. William

Herbert; a second, more valuable and elaborate, in which

he compared the Specimens of Early English Eomances

by Ellis, with the Selection of Ancient English Metrical

Eomances by Eitson ; and, lastly, that exquisite piece of

humor, his article on the Miseries of Human Life, to

which Mr. Jeffrey added some, if not all, of the Smiew-
ers' Groans with which it concludes. It was in Septem-

ber, 1806, too, that Messrs. Longman put forth, in a

separate volume, those of his own Ballads which, having

been included in the Minstrelsy, were already their pro-

perty, together with a collection of his Lyrical Pieces;

for which he received ^100. This publication, obviously

suggested by the continued popularity of the Lay, was
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highly successful, seven thousand cdpies having been dis-

posed of before the first collective edition of his poetical

works appeared. He had also proposed to include the

House of Aspen in the same volume, but, on reflection,

once more laid his prose tragedy aside. About the same

time he issued, though without his name, a miscellaneous

volume entitled Original Memoirs written during the

Great Civil Wars; being the Life of Sir Henry Slingsby,

and Memoirs of Captain Hodgson, with Notes, etc.

Scott's preface consists of a brief but elegant and inter-

esting biography of the gallant cavalier Slingsby; his

notes are few and unimportant. This volume (by which

he gained nothing as editor) was put forth in October by

Messrs. Constable; and in November, 1806, he began

Marmion, the publication of which was the first impor-

tant business of his in which that enterprising firm had

a primary part.

He was at this time in frequent communication with

several leading booksellers, each of whom would willingly

have engrossed his labors; but from the moment that his

literary undertakings began to be serious, he seems to

have resolved against forming so strict a connection with

any one publisher, as might at all interfere with the free-

dom of his transactions. I think it not improbable that

his interests as the partner of Ballantyne may have had

some influence in this part of his conduct; at all events,

there can be little doubt that the hope of sharing more
and more in the profits of Scott's original works induced

the competing booksellers to continue and extend their

patronage of the Edinburgh printer, who had been intro-

duced to their notice as the personal friend of the most
rising author of the day. But, nevertheless, I can have
no doubt that Scott was mainly guided by his love of

independence. It was always his maxim, that no author

should ever let any one house fancy that they had ob-

tained a right of monopoly over his works— or, as he

expressed it, in the language of the Scotch feudalists,
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"that they had completely thirled him to their mill;"

and through life, as we shall see, the instant he perceived

the least trace of this feeling, he asserted his freedom,

not by word, but by some decided deed, on whatever

considerations of pecuniary convenience the step might

make it necessary for him to trample. Of the conduct

of Messrs. Longman, who had been principally concerned

in the publication of the Minstrelsy, the Lay, Sir Tris-

trem, and the Ballads, he certainly could have had no

reason to complain; on the contrary, he has in various

places attested that it was liberal and handsome beyond

his expectation; but, nevertheless, a negotiation which

they now opened proved fruitless, and ultimately they

had no share whatever in the second of his original

works.

Constable offered a thousand guineas for the poem

very shortly after it was begun, and without having seen

one line of it; and Scott, without hesitation, accepted

this proposal. It may be gathered from the Introduction

of 1830, that private circumstances of a delicate nature

rendered it highly desirable for him to obtain the imme-

diate command of such a sum; the price was actually

paid long before the poem was published; and it suits

very well with Constable's character to suppose that his

readiness to advance the money may have outstripped

the calculations of more established dealers, and thus

cast the balance in his favor. He was not, however, so

unwise as to keep the whole adventure to himself. His

bargain being fairly concluded, he tendered one fourth

of the copyright to Mr. Miller of Albemarle Street, and

another to Mr. Murray, then of Fleet Street, London;

and both these booksellers appear to have embraced his

proposition with eagerness. "I am," Murray wrote to

Constable on the 6th February, 1807, "truly sensible of

the kind remembrance of me in your liberal purchase.

You have rendered Mr. Miller no less happy by your

admission of him; and we both view it as honorable.
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profitable, and glorious to be concerned in the publica-

tion of a new poem by Walter Scott." The news that a

thousand guineas had been paid for an unseen and unfin-

ished MS. appeared in those days portentous; and it

must be allowed that the writer who received such a sum

for a performance in embryo, had made a great step in

the hazards, as well as in the honors, of authorship.

The private circumstances which he alludes to as hav-

ing precipitated his reappearance as a poet were con-

nected with his brother Thomas's final withdrawal from

the profession of a Writer to the Signet, which arrange-

ment seems to have become quite necessary towards the

end of 1806 ; but it is extremely improbable that, in the

absence of any such occurrence, a young, energetic, and

ambitious man would have long resisted the cheering

stimulus of such success as had attended The Lay of the

Last Minstrel.

" I had formed," he says, " the prudent resolution to bestow

a little more labor than I had yet done on my productions, and
to be in no hurry again to announce myself as a candidate for

literary fame. Accordingly, particular passages of a poem
which was finally called ' Marmion ' were labored with a good
deal of care by one by whom much care was seldom bestowed.

Whether the work was worth the labor or not, I am no compe-
tent judge ; but I may be permitted to say that the period of

its composition was a very happy one in my life ; so much so,

that I remember with pleasure at this moment (1830) some of

the spots in which particular passages were composed. It is

probably owing to this that the introductions to the several

cantos assumed the form of familiar epistles to my intimate

friends, in which I alluded, perhaps more than was necessary
or graceful, to my domestic occupations and amusements— a
loquacity which, may be excused by those who remember that I
was still young, light-headed, and happy, and that out of the
abundance of the heart the mouth speaketh." ^

The first four of the Introductory Epistles are dated

^ Introduction to Marmion, 1830.
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Ashestiel, and they point out very distinctly some of the

"spots" which, after the lapse of so many years, he re-

membered with pleasure for their connection with par-

ticular passages of Marmion. There is a knoll with some
tall old ashes on the adjoining farm of the Peel, where
he was very fond of sitting by himseK, and it still bears

the name of the Sheriff's Knowe. Another favorite seat

was beneath a huge oak hard by the Tweed, at the ex-

tremity of the haugh, of Ashestiel. It was here, that

while meditating his verses, he used

" to stray,

And waste the solitary day
In plucking fiom yon fen the reed,

And watch it floating down the Tweed

;

Or idly list the shrilling lay

With which the milkmaid cheers her way,

Marking its cadence rise and fail,

As from the field, beneath her pail,

She trips it down the uneven dale."

He frequently wandered far from home, however, at-

tended only by his dog, and would return late in the

evening, having let hours after hours slip away among
the soft and melancholy wildernesses where Yarrow

creeps from her fountains. The lines,

" Oft in my mind such thoughts awake,

By lone Saint Mary's silent lake," etc.,

paint a scene not less impressive than what Byron found

amidst the gigantic pines of the forest of Eavenna ; and

how completely does he set himself before us in the mo-
ment of his gentler and more solemn inspiration, by the

closing couplet,—
" Tonr horse's hoof-tread sounds too rude,

So stilly is the solitude."

But when the theme was of a more stirring order, he en-

joyed pursuing it over brake and fell at the full speed of

his Lieutenant. I well remember his saying, as I rode

with him across the hills from Ashestiel to Newark one

day in his declining years, "Oh, man, I had many a
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grand gallop among these braes when I was thinking of

Marmion, but a trotting canny pony must serve me now."

His friend, Mr. Skene, however, informs me that many

of the more energetic descriptions, and particularly that

of the battle of Flodden, were struck out while he was in

quarters again with his cavalry, in the autumn of 1807.

"In the intervals of drilling," he says, "Scott used to

delight in walking his powerful black steed up and down

by himself upon the Portobello sands, within the beating

of the surge; and now and then you would see him plunge

in his spurs, and go off as if at the charge, with the spray

dashing about him. As we rode back to Musselburgh,

he often came and placed himself beside me, to repeat

the verses that he had been composing during these

pauses of our exercise."

He seems to have communicated fragments of the poem

very freely during the whole of its progress. As early

as the 22d February, 1807, I find Mrs. Hayman acknow-

ledging, in the name of the Princess of Wales, the re-

ceipt of a copy of the Introduction to Canto III., in

which occurs the tribute to Her Eoyal Highness's heroic

father, mortally wounded the year before at Jena— a

tribute so grateful to her feelings that she herself shortly

after sent the poet an elegant silver vase as a memorial

of her thankfulness. And about the same time, the

Marchioness of Abercorn expresses the delight with

which both she and her lord had read the generous verses

on Pitt and Fox in another of those epistles. ^ But his

connection with this noble family was no new one; for

his father, and afterwards his brother Thomas, had been

the auditors of their Scotch rental.

In March, his researches concerning Dryden carried

him again to the south. During several weeks he gave

^ [The Marcbioness of Abercorn was Anne Jane, daughter of the second
Earl of Arran. For many years she was one of Scott's most constant and
confidential correspondents. Selections from the long series of letters to
this friend were first published in Familiar Letters. Lady Abercorn died
m May, 1827.]
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his day pretty regularly to the pamphlets and MSS. of

the British Museum, and the evening to the brilliant

societies that now courted him whenever he came within

their sphere. His recent political demonstrations during

the brief reign of the Whigs seem to have procured for

him on this occasion a welcome of redoubled warmth
among the leaders of his own now once more victorious

party. "As I had," he writes to his brother-in-law, in

India, "contrary to many who avowed the same opinions

in sunshine, held fast my integrity during the Foxites'

interval of power, I found myself of course very well

with the new administration." But he uniformly re-

served his Saturday and Sunday either for Mr. Ellis, at

Sunning Hill, or Lord and Lady Abercorn, at their beau-

tiful villa, near Stanmore; and the press copy of Cantos

I. and II. of Marmion attests that most of it reached

Ballantyne in sheets, franked by the Marquis, or his son-

in-law. Lord Aberdeen, during April, 1807.

Before he turned homeward he made a short visit to

his friend William Stewart Eose, at his cottage of Gundi-

more, in Hampshire, and enjoyed in his company various

long rides in the New Forest, a day in the dockyard of

Portsmouth, and two or three more in the Isle of Wight.

^

1 I am sure I shall gratify every reader by extracting some lines allud-

ing to Scott's visit at Mr. Rose's Marine Villa, from an unpublished poem,

entitled Gundimare, kindly placed at my disposal by his host.

" Here Walter Scott has woo'd the northern muse

;

Here he with me has joyed to walk or cruise ;

And hence has pricked through Tten's holt, where we
Have called to mind how under greenwood tree,

Pierced by the partner of his ' woodland craft,'

King Bufus fell by Tyrrell's random shaft.

Hence have we ranged by Celtic camps and barrows.

Or climbed the expectant bark, to thread the Narrows

Of Hurst, bound westward to the gloomy bower

Where Charles was prisoned in yon island tower

;

Or from a longer flight alighted where

Our navies to recruit their strength repair

—

And there have seen the ready shot and gun ;

Seen in red steam the molten copper run
;

And massive anchor forged, whose iron teeth

Should hold the three-decked ship when billows seethe

;

And when the arsenal's dark stithy rang
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Several sheets of the MS., and corrected proofs of Canto

III., are also under covers franked from Gundimore by-

Mr. Eose; and I think I must quote the note which

accompanied one of these detachments, as showing the

good-natured buoyancy of mind and temper with which

the Poet received in every stage of his progress the hints

and suggestions of his watchful friends, Erskine and

Ballantyne. The latter having animadverted on the

first draft of the song " Where shall the lover rest,"

and sketched what he thought would be a better arrange-

ment of the stanza— Scott answers as follows :
—

Dear James, — I am much obliged to you for the

rhymes. I presume it can make no difference as to the

air if the first three lines rhyme; and I wish to know,

with your leisure, if it is absolutely necessary that the

fourth should be out of poetic rhythm, as "the deserted

fair one" certainly is. — For example, would this do?

" Should my heart from thee falter,

To another love alter

With the loud hammerfl of the Cyclop-gang,

Swallowing the darkness up, have seen with wonder,
The flashing fire, and heard fast-following thunder.

Here, witched from summer sea and softer reignj

FoBcolo courted Muse of milder strain.

On these ribhed sands was Coleridge pleased to pace,
While ebbing seas have hummed a rolling base

To his rapt talk ! Alas ! all these are gone,
' And I and other creeping things live on.'

The flask no more, dear Walter, shall I quaff
With thee, no more enjoy thy hearty laugh I

No more shalt thou to me extend thy hand,
A welcome pilgrim to my father's land I

" Alone, such friends and comrades I deplore,

And peopled but with phantoms is the shore

:

Hence have I fled my hatmted beach
; yet so

Would not alike a sylvan home forego.

Though wakening fond regrets, its sere and yellow
IJeaves, and sweet inland murmur, serve to mellow
And soothe the sobered sorrow they recall,

When mantled in the faded garb of fall ; —
But wind and wave— imlike the sighing sedge
And murmuring leaf— give grief a coarser edge

:

And in each howling blast my fancy hears
' The voices of the dead, and songs of other years.'

"
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(For the rhyme we '11 say Walter)

Deserting my lover."

There is here the same number of syllables, but arranged

in cadence. I return the proof and send more copy.

There will be six Cantos. Yours truly, W. S.

In the first week of May we find him at Lichfield,

having diverged from the great road to Scotland for the

purpose of visiting Miss Seward. Her account of her

old correspondent, whom till now she had never seen,

was addressed to Mr. Gary, the translator of Dante ; and
it may interest the reader to compare it with other simi-

lar sketches of earlier and later date.

" On Friday last," she says, " the poetically great Walter

Scott came 'like a sunbeam to my dwelling.' This proudest

boast of the Caledonian muse is tall, and rather robust than

slender, but lame in the same manner as Mr. Hayley, and in a

greater measure. Neither the contour of his face nor yet his

features are elegant ; his complexion healthy, and somewhat

fair, without bloom. "We find the singularity of brown hair

and eyelashes, with flaxen eyebrows ; and a countenance open,

ingenuous, and, benevolent. When seriously conversing or ear-

nestly attentive, though his eyes are rather of a lightish gray,

deep thought is on their lids ; he contracts his brow, and the

rays of genius gleam aslant from the orbs beneath them. An
upper hp too long prevents his mouth from being decidedly

handsome, but the sweetest emanations of temper and heart

play about it when he talks cheerfully or smiles— and in com-

pany he is much oftener gay than contemplative— his con-

versation an overflowing fountain of brilliant wit, apposite

allusion, and playful archness— while on serious themes it is

nervous and eloquent ; the accent decidedly Scotch, yet by no

means broad. On the whole, no expectation is disappointed

which his poetry must excite in all who feel the power and

graces of human inspiration. . . . Not less astonishing than

was Johnson's memory is that of Mr. Scott ; like Johnson,

also, his recitation is too monotonous and violent to do justice

either to his own writings or those of others. The stranger
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guest delighted us aU by the unaffected charms of his mind

and manners. Such visits are among the most high-pnzed

honors which my writings have procured for me."

Miss Seward adds that she showed him the passage in

Gary's Dante where Michael Scott occurs, and that

though he admired the spirit and skill of the version, he

confessed his inability to find pleasure in the Divina

Commedia. "The plan," he said, "appeared to him un-

happy; the personal malignity and strange mode of re-

venge presumptuous and uninteresting."

By the 12th of May he was at Edinburgh for the com-

mencement of the summer session, and the printing of

Marmion seems thenceforth to have gone on at times

with great rapidity, at others slowly and irregularly; the

latter Cantos having no doubt been merely blocked out

when the first went to press, and his professional avoca-

tions, but above all, his Dryden, occasioning frequent

interruptions.

Mr. Guthrie Wright, a relation and intimate friend

of William Erskine, who was among the familiar asso-

ciates of the Troop, has furnished me with some details

which throw light on the construction of Marmion. This

gentleman, I may observe, had, through Scott's good

offices, succeeded his brother Thomas in the charge of

the Abercorn business :
—

" In the summer of 1807," he says, " I had the pleasure of

making a trip with Sir Walter to Dumfries, for the purpose of

meeting the late Lord Abercorn on his way with his family to

Ireland. His Lordship did not arrive for two or three days

after we reached Dumfries, and we employed the interval in

visiting Sweetheart Abbey, Caerlaverock Castle, and some

other ancient buildings in the neighborhood. I need hardly

say how much I enjoyed the journey. Every one who had the

pleasure of his acquaintance knows the inexhaustible store of

anecdote and good-humor he possessed. He recited poetry and
old legends from morn till night, and in short it is impossible

that anything could be more delightful than his society ; but
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what I particularly allude to is the ciromnstance, that at that
time he was writing Marmion, the three or four first cantos
of which he had with him, and which he was so good as to read
to me. It is unnecessary to say how much I was enchanted
with them ; but as he good-naturedly asked me to state any
observations that occurred to me, I said in joke that it appeared
to me he had brought his hero by a very strange route into

Scotland. ' Why,' says I, ' did ever mortal coming from Eng-
land to Edinburgh go by Gi£ford, Crichton Castle, Borthwick
Castle, and over the top of Blackford Hill ? Not only is it a
circuitous d6tour, but there never was a road that way since

the world was created !
'

' That is a most irrelevant objection,'

said Sir Walter ;
' it was my good pleasure to bring Marmion

by that route, for the purpose of describing the places you have
mentioned, and the view from Blackford HiU— it was his

business to find his road and pick his steps the best way he

could. But, pray, how would you have me bring him ? Not
by the post-road, surely, as if he had been travelling in a mail-

coach ? ' ' No,' I replied ; ' there were neither post-roads nor

mail-coaches in those days ; but I think you might have brought

him with a less chance of getting into a swamp, by allowing him
to travel the natural route by Dunbar and the seacoast ; and

then he might have tarried for a space with the famous Earl

of Angus, surnamed Bell-the-Cat, at his favorite residence of

TantaUon Castle, by which means you would have had not

only that fortress with all his feudal followers, but the Castle

of Dunbar, the Bass, and aU the beautiful scenery of the Forth,

to describe.' This observation seemed to strike him much, and

after a pause he exclaimed, ' By Jove, you are right ! I ought

to have brought him that way ; ' and he added, ' but before he

and I part, depend upon it he shall visit TantaUon.' He then

asked me if I had ever been there, and upon saying I had fre-

quently, he desired me to describe it, which I did ; and I verily

believe it is from what I then said, that the accurate description

contained in the fifth canto was given— at least I never heard

him say he had afterwards gone to visit the castle ; and when

the poem was published, I remember he laughed, and asked me
how I liked TantaUon." ^

1 Mr. Guthrie Wright, in his letter to me (Edinhurgh, April 5, 1837),

adds :
" Ton have said a good deal about Sir Walter's military career.
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Just a year had elapsed from his beginning the poem,

when he penned the Epistle for Canto IV. at Ashestiel;

and who, that considers how busily his various pursuits

and labors had been crowding the interval, can wonder

to be told that

" Even now, it scarcely seems a day
Since first I tuned tliis idle lay—
A task so often laid aside

When leisure graver cares denied—
That now November's dreary gale,

Whose voice inspired my opening tale,

That same November gale once more
Whirls the dry leaves on Yarrow shore."

The fifth Introduction was written in Edinburgh in

the month following; that to the last Canto, during the

Christraas festivities of Mertoun-house, where, from the

first days of his ballad-rhyming, down to the close of his

life, he, like his bearded ancestor, usually spent that sea-

son with the immediate head of the race. The bulky

and truly stated how much he was the life and soul of the corps, and that

at quarters he used * to set the table in a roar.' Numberless anecdotes of

him might be given about that time. I shall only mention one. Our Ad-
jutant, Jack Adams, was a jolly fat old fellow, a great favorite, who died

one day, and was buried with military honors. We were all very sorrow-

ful on the occasion — had marched to the Greyfriars Churchyard to the

Dead March in Saul, and other solemn music, and after having fired over

the grave, were coming away— but there seemed to be a moment's pause

as to the tune which should be played by the band, when Scott said, ' If I

might venture an opinion, it should be, I hae laid a herrin' in saut,' and we
marched off in quick time to that tune accordingly.
" As an instance of the fun and good-humor that prevailed among us, as

well as of Sir Walter's ready wit, I may likewise mention an anecdote per-

sonal to myself. My rear-rank man rode a great brute of a carriage horse,

over which he had not sufficient control, and which therefore not unfre-

quently, at a charge, broke through the front rank, and he could not pull

him up till he had got several yards ahead of the troop. One day as we
were standing at ease after this had occurred, I was rather grumbling, I sup-

pose, at one of my legs being carried off in this unceremonious way, to the
no small danger of my being unhorsed, when Scott said, ' Why, Sir, I
think you are most properly placed in your present position, as you know
it is your especial business to check overcharges,' alluding to my official duty,
as Auditor of the Court of Session, to check overcharges in bills of costs."— (1839.)
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appendix of notes, including a mass of curious antiquarian

quotations, must have moved somewhat slowly through

the printer's hands; but Marmion was at length ready

for publication by the middle of February, 1808.

Among the "graver cares " which he alludes to as

having interrupted his progress in the poem, the chief

were, as has been already hinted, those arising from the

altered circumstances of his brother. These are men-
tioned in a letter to Miss Seward, dated in August, 1807.

The lady had, among other things, announced her plea-

sure in the prospect of a visit from the author of Madoc,

expressed her admiration of "Master Betty, the Young
Koscius," and lamented the father's design of placing

that "miraculous boy" for three years under a certain

"schoolmaster of eminence at Shrewsbury."^ Scott says

in answer :
—

"Since I was favored with your letter, my dear Miss

Seward, I have brought the unpleasant transactions to

which my last letter alluded, pretty near to a conclusion,

much more fortunate than I had ventured to hope. Of
my brother's creditors, those connected with him by

blood or friendship showed all the kindness which those

ties are in Scotland peculiarly calculated to produce;

and, what is here much mbre uncommon, those who had

no personal connection with him, or his family, showed a

liberality which would not have misbecome the generosity

of the English. Upon the whole, his affairs are put in

a course of management which I hope will enable him to

begin life anew with renovated hopes, and not entirely

destitute of the means of recommencing business.

"I am very happy— although a little jealous withal—
that you are to have the satisfaction of Southey's per-

sonal acquaintance. I am certain you will like the Epic

bard exceedingly. Although he does not deign to enter

into the mere trifling intercourse of society, yet when a

sympathetic spirit calls him forth, no man talks with

1 See Miss Seward's Letters, vol. vi. p. 364.
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more animation on literary topics; and perhaps no man in

England has read and studied so much, with the same

powers of making use of the information which he is so

indefatigable in acquiring. I despair of reconciling you

to my little friend Jeffrey, although I think I could trust

to his making some impression on your prepossession,

were you to converse with him. I think Southey does

himself injustice in supposing the Edinburgh Review, or

any other, could have sunk Madoc, even for a time.

But the size and price of the work, joined to the frivolity

of an age which must be treated as nurses humor chil-

dren, are sufficient reasons why a poem, on so chaste

a model, should not have taken immediately. We know

the similar fate of Milton's immortal work, in the witty

age of Charles II., at a time when poetry was much

more fashionable than at present. As to the division of

the profits, I only think that Southey does not understand

the gentlemen of the trade, emphatically so called, as well

as I do. Without any greater degree oifourherie than they

conceive the long practice of their brethren has rendered

matter of prescriptive right, they contrive to clip the

author's proportion of profits down to a mere trifle. It

is the tale of the fox that went a-hunting with the lion,

upon condition of equal division of the spoil; and yet I

do not quite blame the booksellers, when I consider the

very singular nature of their mystery. A butcher gener-

ally understands something of black cattle, and woe betide

the jockey who should presume to exercise his profession

without a competent knowledge of horse-flesh. But who
ever heard of a bookseller pretending to understand the

commodity in which he dealt? They are the only trades-

men in the world who professedly, and by choice, deal in

what is called ' a pig in a poke.' When you consider

the abominable trash which, by their sheer ignorance, is

published every year, you will readily excuse them for

the indemnification which they must necessarily obtain at

the expense of authors of some value. In fact, though
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the account between an individual bookseller and such a

man as Southey may be iniquitous enough, yet I appre-

hend, that upon the whole the account between the trade

and the authors of Britain at large is pretty fairly bal-

anced ; and what these gentlemen gain at the expense of

one class of writers is lavished, in many cases, in bring-

ing forward other works of little value. I do not know
but this, upon the whole, is favorable to the cause of

literature. A bookseller publishes twenty books, in

hopes of hitting upon one good speculation, as a person

buys a parcel of shares in a lottery, in hopes of gaining

a prize. Thus the road is open to all, and if the success-

ful candidate is a little fleeced, in order to form petty

prizes to console the losing adventurers, still the cause of

literature is benefited, since none is excluded from the

privilege of competition. This does not apologize for

Southey's carelessness about his interest— for

' his name is up, and may go
From Toledo to Madrid.'

"Pray, don't trust Southey too long with Mr. White.

He is even more determined in his admiration of old

ruins than I am. You see I am glad to pick a hole in

his jacket, being more jealous of his personal favor in

Miss Seward's eyes than of his poetical reputation.

"I quite agree with you about the plan of young

Betty's education, and am no great idolater of the learned

languages, excepting for what they contain. We spend

in youth that time in admiring the wards of the key,

which we should employ in opening the cabinet and ex-

amining its treasures. A prudent and accomplished

friend, who would make instruction acceptable to him

for the sake of the amusement it conveys would be worth

an hundred schools. How can so wonderfully premature

a genius, accustomed to excite interest in thousands, be

made a member of a class with other boys!

"

To return to Scott's own "graver cares" while Mar-

mion was in progress. Among them were those of pre-
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paring himself for an office to which he was formally

appointed soon afterwards, namely, that of Secretary to

a Parliamentary Commission for the improvement of Scot-

tish Jurisprudence. This Commission, at the head of

which was Sir Islay Campbell, Lord President of the

Court of Session, continued in operation for two or three

years. Scott's salary, as secretary, was a mere trifle;

but he had been led to expect that his exertions in this

capacity would lead to better things. In giving a gen-

eral view of his afEairs to his brother-in-law in India, he

says : "The Clerk of Session who retired to make way

for me, retains the appointments, while I do the duty.

This was rather a hard bargain, but it was made when

the Administration was going to pieces, and I was glad

to swim ashore on a plank of the wreck; or, in a word,

to be provided for anyhow, before the new people came

in. To be sure, nobody could have foreseen that in a

year's time my friends were all to be in again. . . .

I am principally pleased with my new appointment as

being conferred on me by our chief law lords and King's

counsel, and consequently an honorable professional dis-

tinction. The employment will be but temporary, but

may have consequences important to my future lot in life,

if I give due satisfaction in the discharge of it." He
appears accordingly to have submitted to a great deal of

miserable drudgery, in mastering beforehand the details

of the technical controversies which had called for legis-

latorial interference; and he discharged his functions, as

usual, with the warm approbation of his superiors: but
no result followed. This is alluded to, among other

things, in his correspondence with Mr. Southey, during
the printing of Marmion. I shall now go back to extract
some of these letters ; they will not only enable the reader
to fill up the outline of the preceding narrative, as re-

gards Scott's own various occupations at this period, but
illustrate very strikingly the readiness with which, how-
ever occupied, he would turn aside, whenever he saw any
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opportunity of forwarding the pursuits and interests of

other literary men.
Mr. Southey had written to Scott, on the 27th Septem-

ber, 1807, informing him that he had desired his book-
sellers to forward a copy of Palmerin of England, then
on the eve of publication; announcing also his Chronicle

of the Cid; and adding, "I rejoice to hear that we are to

have another Lay, and hope we may have as many Last
Lays of the Minstrel as our ancestors had Last Words of

Mr. Baxter." Scott's answer was this:-^

TO BOBEET SOUTHEY, ESQ.

AsHESTiEi,, 1st October, 1807.

Mt dear Southey, — It will give me the most sin-

cere pleasure to receive any token of your friendly re-

membrance, more especially in the shape of a romance
of knight-errantry. You know so well how to furbish

the arms of a preux chevalier, without converting him
a la Tressan into a modern light dragoon, that my ex-

pectations from Palmerin are very high, and I have given

directions to have him sent to this retreat so soon as he

reaches Edinburgh. The half-guinea for Hogg's poems
was duly received. The uncertainty of your residence

prevented the book being sent at the time proposed— it

shall be forwarded from Edinbui'gh to the bookseller at

Carlisle, who will probably know how to send it safe. I

hope very soon to send you my Life of Dryden, and eke

my last Lay— (by the way, the former ditty was only

proposed as the lay of the last Minstrel, not bis last fitt.)

I grieve that you have renounced the harp; but still I

confide that, having often touched it so much to the de-

light of the hearers, you will return to it again after a

short interval. As I don't much admire compliments,

you may believe me sincere when I tell you that I have

read Madoc three times since my first cursory perusal,

and each time with increased admiration of the poetry.

But a poem whose merits are of that higher tone does not
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immediately take with the public at large. It is even

possible that during your own life— and may it be as long

as every real lover of literature can wish— you must be

contented with the applause of the few whom nature has

gifted with the rare taste for discriminating in poetry.

But the mere readers of verse must one day come in, and

then Madoc will assume his real place at the feet of Mil-

ton. Now this opinion of mine was not that (to speak

frankly) which I formed on reading the poem at first,

though I then felt much of its merit. I hope you have

not, and don't mean to part with the copyright. I do

not think Wordsworth and you understand the booksell-

ing animal well enough, and wish you would one day try

my friend Constable, who would give any terms for a

connection with you. I am most anxious to see the Cid.

Do you know I committed a theft upon you (neither of

gait, kine, nor horse, nor outside nor inside plenishing,

such as my forefathers sought in Cumberland), but of

many verses of the Queen Auragua,^ or howsoever you

spell her name? I repeated them to a very great lady

(the Princess of Wales), who was so much delighted with

them, that I think she got them by heart also. She

asked a copy, but that I declined to give, under pretence

I could not give an accurate one; but I promised to pre-

fer her request to you. If you wish to oblige Her E. H.,

I will get the verses transmitted to her ; if not, the thing

may be passed over.

Many thanks for your invitation to Keswick, which I

hope to accept, time and season permitting. Is your

brother with you? If so, remember me kindly.^ Where
is Wordsworth, and what doth he do? I wrote him a

few lines some weeks ago, which I suspect never came to

hand. I suppose you are possessed of all relating to the

Cid, otherwise I would mention an old romance, chiefly

1 The ballad of Queen Orraca was first published in the Edinburgh
Annual Register for 1S08.

^ Dr. Henry Southey had studied at the University of Edinburgh.
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relating to his banishment, which is in John Frere's pos-

session, and from which he made some lively translations

in a tripping Alexandrine stanza. I dare say he would

communicate the original, if it could be of the least use.^

I am an humble petitioner that your interesting Span-

ish ballads be in some shape appended to the Cid. Be
assured they will give him wings. There is a long letter

written with a pen like a stick. I beg my respects to

Mrs. Southey, in which Mrs. Scott joins; and I am,

very truly and affectionately yours,

Walter Scott.

TO THE SAME.

Edjububgh, November, 1807.

My dear Sotjthey, — I received your letter some

time ago, but had then no opportunity to see Constable,

as I was residing at some distance from Edinburgh.

Since I came to town I spoke to Constable, whom I find

anxious to be connected with you. It occurs to me that

the only difference between him and our fathers in the

Kow is on the principle contained in the old proverb

:

He that would thrive— must rise hy five ;— He that has

thriven— may lye till seven. Constable would thrive,

and therefore bestows more pains than our fathers who
have thriven. I do not speak this without book, because

I know he has pushed off several books which had got

aground in the Row. But, to say the truth, I have

always found advantage in keeping on good terms with

several of the trade, but never suffering any one of them

to consider me as a monopoly. They are very like

farmers, who thrive best at a high rent; and, in general,

take most pains to sell a book that has cost them money

to purchase. The bad sale of Thalaba is truly astonish-

ing; it should have sold off in a twelvemonth at farthest.

1 Mr. Southey introdnced, in the appendix to his Chronicle of the Cid,

gome specimens of Mr. Frere's admirable translation of the ancient Poema

del Cid, to which Scott here alludes.
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As you occasionally review, will you forgive my sug-

gesting a circumstance for your consideration, to which

you will give exactly the degree of weight you please. I

am perfectly certain that Jeffrey would think himself

both happy and honored in receiving any communica-

tions which you might send him, choosing your books

and expressing your own opinions. The terms of the

Edinburgh Eeview are ten guineas a sheet, and will

shortly be advanced considerably. I question if the same

unpleasant sort of work is anywhere else so well com-

pensated. The only reason which occurs to me as likely

to prevent your affording the Edinburgh some critical

assistance is the severity of the criticisms upon Madoc
and Thalaba. I do not know if this will be at all re-

moved by assuring you, as I can do upon my honor, that

Jeffrey has, notwithstanding the flippancy of these arti-

cles, the most sincere respect both for your person and

talents. The other day I designedly led the conversation

on that subject, and had the same reason I always have

had to consider his attack as arising from a radical differ-

ence in point of taste, or rather feeling of poetry, but by
no means from anything approaching either to enmity or

a false conception of your talents. I do not think that a

difference of this sort should prevent you, if you are other-

wise disposed to do so, from carrying a proportion at

least of your critical labors to a much better market than
the Annual.^ Pray think of this, and if you are disposed

to give your assistance, I am positively certain that I

can transact the matter with the utmost delicacy towards
both my friends. I am certain you may add £100
a year, or double the sum, to your income in this way
with almost no trouble; and, as times go, that is no
trifle.

I have to thank you for Palmerin, which has been my
afternoon reading for some days. I like it very much,

1 The Annual Review, conducted by Dr. Arthur Aikin, commenced in
1802, and was discontinued in 1808.
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although it is, I think, considerably inferior to the

Amadis. But I wait with double anxiety for the Cid,
in which I expect to find very much information as well

as amusement. One discovery I have made is, that we
understand little or nothing of Don Quixote except by
the Spanish romances. The English and French ro-

mances throw very little light on the subject of the
doughty cavalier of La Mancha. I am thinking of pub-
lishing a small edition of the Morte Arthur, merely to

preserve that ancient record of English chivalry; but
my copy is so late as 1637, so I must look out for earlier

editions to collate. That of Caxton is, I believe, introu-

vdble. Will you give me your opinion on this project ?

I have written to Mr. Frere about the Spanish books,

but I do not very well know if my letter has reached

him. I expect to bring Constable to a point respecting

the poem of Hindoo mythology. ^ I should esteem myseK
very fortunate in being assisting in bringing forth a twin

brother of Thalaba. Wordsworth is harshly treated in

the Edinburgh Review, but Jeffrey gives the sonnets as

much praise as he usually does to anybody. I made him
admire the song of Lord Clifford's minstrel, which I like

exceedingly myself. But many of Wordsworth's lesser

poems are caviare, not only to the multitude, but to all

who judge of poetry by the established rules of criticism.

Some of them, I can safely say, I like the better for

these aberrations; in others they get beyond me— at

any rate, they ought to have been more cautiously haz-

arded. I hope soon to send you a Life of Dryden and a

Lay of former times. The latter I would willingly have

bestowed more time upon; but what can I do?— my
supposed poetical turn ruined me in my profession, and

the least it can do is to give me some occasional assist-

ance instead of it. Mrs. Scott begs kind compliments

to Mrs. Southey, and I am always kindly yours,

Walter Scott.

1 The Curse o/Kehama was published by Longman and Co. in 1810.



22 SIR WALTER SCOTT mt. 36

Mr. Southey, in reply to this letter, stated at length

certain considerations, political, moral, and critical,

which rendered it impossible for him to enlist himself

on any terms in the corps of the Edinburgh Keviewers.

In speaking of his friend Wordsworth's last work, which

had been rather severely handled in this Review, he ex-

presses his regret that the poet, in his magnificent sonnet

on Killiecrankie, should have introduced the Viscount of

Dundee without apparent censure of his character ; and,

passing to Scott's own affairs, he says: "Marmion is

expected as impatiently by me as he is by ten thousand

others. Believe me, Scott, no man of real genius was
ever a puritanical stickler for correctness, or fastidious

about any faults except his own. The best artists, both

in poetry and painting, have produced the most. Give
us more lays, and correct them at leisure for after edi-

tions, — not laboriously, but when the amendment comes
naturally and unsought for. It never does to sit down
doggedly to correct." The rest, Scott's answer will

sufficiently explain :—
TO ROBEET SOUTHET, ESQ.

Edineukgh, 15th December, 1807.

Dear Southey, — I yesterday received your letter,

and can perfectly enter into your ideas on the subject of

the Eeview: indeed, I dislike most extremely the late

strain of politics which they have adopted, as it seems,
even on their own showing, to be cruelly imprudent.
Who ever thought he did a service to a person engaged
in an arduous conflict, by proving to him, or attempting
to prove to him, that he must necessarily be beaten? and
what effect can such language have but to accelerate the
accomplishment of the prophecy which it contains? And
as for Catholic Emancipation— I am not, God knows,
a bigot in religious matters, nor a friend to persecution;
but if a particular sect of religionists are ipsofacto con-
nected with foreign politics— and placed under the spir-
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itual direction of a class of priests, whose unrivalled

dexterity and activity are increased by the rules which
detach them from the rest of the world— I humbly think

thab we may be excused from entrusting to them those

places in the State where the influence of such a clergy,

who act under the direction of a passive tool of our worst

foe, is likely to be attended with the most fatal conse-

quences. If a gentleman chooses to walk about with a

couple of pounds of gunpowder in his pocket, if I give

him the shelter of my roof, I may at least be permitted

to exclude him from the seat next to the fire. So think-

ing, I have felt your scruples in doing anything for the

Keview of late.

As for my good friend Dundee, I cannot admit his

culpability in the extent you allege; and it is scandalous

of the Sunday bard to join in your condemnation, "and

yet come of a noble Grseme! " I admit he was tant soit

peu sauvage, but he was a noble savage; and the beastly

Covenanters, against whom he acted, hardly had any

claim to be called men, unless what was founded on their

walking upon their hind feet. You can hardly conceive

the perfidy, cruelty, and stupidity of these people, ac-

cording to the accounts they have themselves preserved.

But I admit I had many Cavalier prejudices instilled into

me, as my ancestor was a Killiecrankie man.

I am very glad the Morte Arthur is in your hands;

it has been long a favorite of mine, and I intended to

have made it a handsome book, in the shape of a small

antique-looking quarto, with wooden vignettes of cos-

tume. I wish you would not degrade him into a squat

12mo; but admit the temptation you will probably feel

to put it into the same shape with Palmerin and Amadis.

If on this, or any occasion, you can cast a job in the way

of my friend Ballantyne, I should consider it as a par-

ticular personal favor, and the convenience would be

pretty near the same to you, as all your proofs must come

by post at any rate. If I can assist you about this mat-
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ter, command my services. The late Duke of Eoxburghe

once showed me some curious remarks of his own upon

the genealogy of the Knights of the Round Table. He
was a curious and unwearied reader of romance, and

made many observations in writing; whether they are

now accessible or no, I am doubtful. Do you follow the

metrical or the printed books in your account of the

Eound Table, and would your task be at all facilitated

by the use of a copy of Sir Lancelot, from the press of

Jehan Dennis, which I have by me?
As to literary envy, I agree with you, dear Southey,

in believing it was never felt by men who had any powers

of their own to employ to better purpose than in crossing

or jostling their companions; and I can say with a safe

conscience, that I am most delighted with praise from

those who convince me of their good taste by admiring

the genius of my contemporaries. Believe me ever. Dear

Southey, with best compliments to Mrs. S., yours affec-

tionately, Walter Scott.

The following letter to another accomplished and at-

tached friend will bring us back to the completion of

Marmion :
—

TO THE BIGHT HON. THE LADY LOUISA STUART, LONDON.

EDiNBUHoa 19th January, 1808.

I am much flattered, dear Lady Louisa, by your kind
and encouraging remembrance. Marmion is, at this in-

stant, gasping upon Flodden field, and there I have been
obliged to leave him for these few days in the death
pangs. I hope I shall find time enough this morning to

knock him on the head with two or three thumping stan-

zas. I thought I should have seen Lady Douglas while
she was at Dalkeith, but all the Clerks of Session (ex-

cepting myself, who have at present no salary) are sub-
ject to the gout, and one of them was unluckily visited

with a fit on the day I should have been at the Duke's,
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so I had his duty and my own to discharge. — Pray,

Lady Louisa, don't look for Marmion in Hawthornden
or anywhere else, excepting in the too thick quarto which
bears his name. As to the fair ****,! beg her par-

don with all my heart and spirit; but I rather think

that the habit of writing novels or romances, whether in

prose or verse, is unfavorable to rapid credulity ; at least

these sort of folks know that they can easily make fine

stories themselves, and will be therefore as curious in

examining those of other folks as a cunning vintner in de-

tecting the sophistication of his neighbor's claret by the

help of his own experience. Talking of fair ladies and

fables reminds me of Mr. Sharpe's ballads,^ which I

suppose Lady Douglas carried with her to Bothwell.

They exhibit, I think, a very considerable portion of

imagination, and occasionally, though not uniformly,

great flow of versification. There is one verse, or rather

the whole description of a musical ghost lady sitting

among the ruins of her father's tower, that pleased me
very much. But his language is too flowery and even

tawdry,. and I quarrelled with a lady in the first poem
who yielded up her affection upon her lover showing his

white teeth. White teeth ought to be taken great care

of and set great store by; but I cannot allow them to be

an object of passionate admiration— it is too like subdu-

ing a lady's heart by grinning. Grieved am I for Lady

Douglas's indisposition, which I hope will be short, and

I am sure will be tolerable with such stores of amusement

around her. Last night I saw all the Dalkeith family

presiding in that happy scene of mixed company and

Babylonian confusion, the Queen's Assembly. I also

saw Mr. Alison there. I hope your ladyship has not

renounced your intention of coming to Edinburgh for a

day or two, and that I shall have the honor to see you.

We have here a very diverting lion and sundry wild

' A siriall volume, entitled Metrical Legends and Other Poems, was pub-

lished in 1807 by Scott's friend, Charles Kirkpatrick Sharpe, Esq.
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beasts; but the most meritorious is Miss Lydia White-,

who is what Oxonians call a lioness of the first order,

with stockings nineteen-times-nine dyed blue, very lively,

very good-humored, and .extremely absurd. It is very

diverting to see the sober Scotch ladies staring at this

phenomenon. I am, with great respect, your ladyship's

honored and obliged
Walter Scott.

Marmion was published on the 23d of February. The

letter which accompanied the presentation copy to Sun-

ning Hill had been preceded a few weeks before by one

containing an abstract of some of Weber's German re-

searches, which were turned to account in the third edition

of Sir Tristrem; but Mr. Ellis was at this time in a very

feeble state of health, and that communication had

elicited no reply.

TO GEOKGE ELLIS, ESQ.

Edineurgh, February 23, 1808,

" Sleepest thon, wakest thou, George Ellis ?
"

Be it known that this letter is little better than afehde

hrief, — as to the meaning of which is it not written in

Waehter's Thesaurus and the Lexicon of Adelung? To

expound more vernacularly, I wrote you, I know not

how long ago, a swinging epistle of and concerning Ger-

man Eomanees, with some discoveries not of my own

discovering, and other matter not furiously to the pre-

sent purpose. And this I caused to be conveyed to you

by ane gentil Jcnizt, Sir William Forbes, knist, who
assures me he left it as directed, at Sir Peter Parker's.

"Since," to vary my style to that of the ledger, "none

of yours." To avenge myself of this unusual silence,

which is a manifest usurpation of my privileges (being

the worst correspondent in the world, Heber excepted),

I have indited to you an epistle in verse, and that I may
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be sure of its reaching your hands, I have caused to be
thrown off 2000 copies thereof, that you may not plead
ignorance.

This is oracular, but will be explained by perusing the

Introduction to the Fifth Canto of a certain dumpy
quarto, entitled Marmion, a Tale of Flodden Field, of

which I have to beg your acceptance of a copy. " So won-
der on till time makes aU things plain." One thing I am
sure you will admit, and that is, that— "the hobby-horse
is not forgot; " ^ nay, you will see 1 have paraded in my
Introductions a plurality of hobby-horses— a whole stud,

on each of which I have, in my day, been accustomed

to take an airing. This circumstance will also gratify

our friend Douce, whose lucubrations have been my study

for some days.^ They will, I fear, be caviare to the

multitude, and even to the soi-disant connoisseurs, who
have never found by experience what length of time, of

reading, and of reflection, is necessary to collect the

archaeological knowledge of which he has displayed such

profusion. The style would also, in our Scotch phrase,

thole amends, i. e., admit of improvement. But his ex-

tensive and curious researches place him at the head of

the class of black-letter antiquaries; and his knowledge

is communicated without the manifest irritation, which his

contemporaries have too often displayed in matters of

controversy— without ostentation, and without self-suffi-

ciency. I hope the success of his work will encourage

this modest and learned antiquary to give us more collec-

tanea. There are few things I read with more pleasure.

Charlotte joins in kindest respects to Mrs. Ellis. I

have some hopes of being in town this spring, but I fear

you will be at Bath. When you have run over Marmion,

I hope you will remember how impatient I shall be to

hear your opinion sans phrase. I am sensible I run

some risk of being thought to fall below my former level,

1 " For, O, for, O, the hobby-horse is forgot."— Hamlet.

2 Mr. Donee's Blustrations of Shakespeare were published late in 1807.
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but those that will play for the gammon must take their

chance of this. I am also anxious to have particular

news of your health. Ever yours faithfully, W. S.

The letter reached Ellis before the book; but how
well he anticipated the immediate current of criticism,

his answer will show.

" Before I have seen the stranger," he says, " and while my
judgment is unwarped by her seduction, I think I can venture,

from what I remember of the Lay, to anticipate the fluctuations

of public opinion concerning her. The first decision respecting

the Last Minstrel was, that he was evidently the production of

a strong and vivid mind, and not quite unworthy the author of

Glenflnlas and The Eve of St. John ; but that it was difficult to

eke out so long a poem with uniform spirit ; that success gen-

erally emboldens writers to become more careless in a second

production; that in short, months elapsed, before one

tenth of our wise critics had discovered that a long poem which

no one reader could bring himself to lay down till he had ar-

rived at the last line, was a composition destined perhaps to

suggest new rules of criticism, but certainly not amenable to the

tribunal of a taste formed on the previous examination of

models of a perfectly different nature. That Minstrel is now
in its turn become a standard ; Marmion will therefore be com-
pared with this metre, and will most probably be in the first

instance pronounced too long, or too short, or improperly di-

vided, or etc., etc., etc., till the sage and candid critics are com-
pelled, a second time, by the united voice of aU who can read
at aU, to confess that ' aut prodesse aut delectare ' is the only
real standard of poetical merit. One of my reasons for liking

your Minstrel was, that the subject was purely and necessarily
poetical ; whereas my sincere and sober opinion of aU the epic
poems I have ever read, the Odyssey perhaps excepted, is that
they ought to have been written in prose ; and hence, though
I think with Mackintosh, that 'forte epos acer ut nem,o Varius
scribit,' I rejoice in your choice of a subject which cannot be
considered as epic, or conjure up in the memory a number of
fantastic rules, which, like Harpies, would spoil the banquet
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offered to the imagination. A few days, however, will, I hope,

enable me to write avec connaissance de cause."

I have, I believe, alluded, in a former chapter of this

narrative, to a remark which occurs in Mr. Southey's

Life of Cowper, namely, that a man's character may be

judged of even more surely by the letters which his

friends addressed to him, than by those which he himself

penned; and I cannot but think that— freely as Scott's

own feelings and opinions were poured from his head
and heart to all whom he considered as worthy of a wise

and good man's confidence— the openness and candor

with which the best and most sagacious of his friends

wrote to him about his own literary productions will

be considered hereafter (when all the glories of this age

shall, like him, have passed away) as affording a strik-

ing confirmation of the truth of the biographer's obser-

vation. It was thus, for example, that Mr. Southey

himself, who happened to be in London when Marmion
came out, expressed himseK to the author, on his return

to Keswick:—
" Half the poem I had read at Heber's before my own copy

arrived. I went punctually to breakfast with him, and he was

long enough dressing to let me devour so much of it. The story

is made of better materials than the Lay, yet they are not so

well fitted together. As a whole, it has not pleased me so

much— in parts, it has pleased me more. There is nothing

so finely conceived in your former poem as the death of Mar-

mion : there is nothing finer in its conception anywhere. The

introductory epistles I did not wish away, because, as poems,

they gave me great pleasure ; but I wished them at the end of

the volume, or at the beginning— anywhere except where they

were. My taste is perhaps peculiar in disliking all interrup-

tions in narrative poetry. When the poet lets his story sleep,

and talks in his own person, it has to me the same sort of un-

pleasant effect that is produced at the end of an act. You are

alive to know what follows, and lo— down comes the curtain,

and the fiddlers begin with their abominations. The general

opinion, however, is with me, in this particular instance." . . .



30 SIR WALTER SCOTT ^t. 36

I have no right to quote the rest of Mr. Southey's let-

ter, which is filled chiefly with business of his own ; but

towards its close, immediately after mentioning a princely

instance of generosity on the part of his friend Mr. Wal-

ter Savage Landor to a brother poet, he has a noble sen-

tence, which I hope to be pardoned for extracting, as

equally applicable to his own character and that of the

man he was addressing. — "Great poets," says the au-

thor of Thalaba, "have no envy; little ones are full of

it! I doubt whether any man ever criticised a good

poem maliciously, who had not written a bad one him-

self." I must not omit to mention, that on his way from

London down to Keswick, Mr. Southey had visited at

Stamford the late industrious antiquary Octavius Gil-

christ, who was also at this time one of Scott's frequent

correspondents. Mr. Gilchrist writes (May 21) to Scott,

"Southey pointed out to me a passage in Marmion,

which he thought finer than anything he remembered."

Mr. Wordsworth knew Scott too well not to use the

same masculine freedom.

Thank you [he says] for Marmion. I think your end has

been attained. That it is not the end which I should wish you

to propose to yourself, you will be weU aware, from what you

know of my notions of composition, both as to matter and

manner. In the circle of my acquaintance, it seems as well

liked as the Lay, though I have heard that in the world it is

not so. Had the poem been much better than the Lay, it could

scarcely have satisfied the public, which has too much of the

monster, the moral monster, in its composition. The Spring

has burst out upon us all at once, and the vale is now in ex-

quisite beauty ; a gentle shower has *falien this morning, and I,

hear the thrush, who has built in my orchard, singing amain.

How happy we should be to see you here again ! Ever, my
dear Scott, your sincere friend, W. W.

I pass over a multitude of the congratulatory effusions

of inferior names, but must not withhold part of a letter

on a folio sheet, written not in the first hurry of excite-
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ment, but on the 2d of May, two months after Marmion
had reached Sunning Hill.

" I have," says Ellis, " been endeavoring to divest myself of

those prejudices to which the impression on my own palate

would naturally give rise, and to discover the sentiments of

those who have only tasted the general compound, after seeing

the sweetmeats picked out bymy comrades and myself. I have
severely questioned all my friends whose critical discernment I

could fairly trust, and mean to give you the honest result of

their collective opinions ; for which reason, inasmuch as I shall

have a good deal to say, besides which, there seems to be a nat-

ural connection between foolscap and criticism, I have ventured

on this expanse of paper. In the first place, then, all the world

are agreed that you are hke the elephant mentioned in the

Spectator, who was the greatest elephant in the world except

himself, and consequently, that the only question at issue is,

whether the Lay or Marmion shall be reputed the most pleas-

ing 'poem in our language— save and except one or two of

Dryden's fables. But, with respect to the two rivals, I think

the Lay is, on the whole, the greatest favorite. It is admitted

that the fable of Marmion is greatly superior— that it contains

a greater diversity of character— that it inspires more interest

— and that it is by no means inferior in point of poetical ex-

pression ; but it is contended that the incident of Deloraine's

journey to Melrose surpasses anything in Marmion, and that

the personal appearance of the Minstrel, who, though the last,

is by far the most charming of all minstrels, is by no means

compensated by the idea of an author shorn of his picturesque

beard, deprived of his harp, and writing letters to his intimate

friends. These introductory epistles, indeed, though excellent

in themselves, are in fact only interruptions to the fable ; and

accordingly, nine out of ten have perused them separately,

either after or before the poem— and it is obvious that they

cannot have produced, in either case, the effect which was pro-

posed— namely, of relieving the reader's attention, and giving

variety to the whole. Perhaps, continue these critics, it would

be fair to say that Marmion delights us in spite of its introduc-

tory epistles— while the Lay owes its principal charm to the

venerable old minstrel : the two poems may be considered as
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equally Tespectable to the talents of the author ; but the first,

being a more perfect whole, mU be more constantly preferred.

Now, all this may be very true— but it is no less true that

everybody has already read Marmion more than once— that

it is the subject of general conversation— that it delights all

ages and all tastes, and that it is universally allowed to improve

upon a second reading. My own opinion is, that both the pro-

ductions are equally good in their different ways : yet, upon the

whole, I had rather be the author of Marmion than of the Lay,

because I think its species of excellence of much more difficult

attainment What degree of bulk may be essentially necessary

to the corporeal part of an Epic poem, I know not ; but sure

I am that the story of Marmion might have furnished twelve

books as easily as six— that the masterly character of Constance

would not have been less bewitching had it been much more
minutely painted— and that De Wilton might have been di-

lated with great ease, and even to considerable advantage ;—
in short, that had it been your intention merely to exhibit a

spirited romantic story, instead of making that story subservient

to the delineation of the manners which prevailed at a certain

period of our history, the number and variety of your characters

would have suited any scale of painting. Marmion is to Delo-

raine what Tom Jones is to Joseph Andrews ;— the varnish of

high breeding nowhere diminishes the prominence of the fea-

tures— and the minion of a king is as light and sinewy a ca-

valier as the Borderer,— rather less ferocious, more wicked,

less fit for the hero of a ballad, and far more for the hero of a
regular poem. On the whole, I can sincerely assure you, ' sans
phrase,' that had I seen Marmion without knowing the author,

I should have ranked it with Theodore and Honoria,— that is

to say, on the very top shelf of English poetry. Now for

faults." . . .

Mr. Ellis proceeds to notice some minor blemishes,
which he hoped to see erased in a future copy; but as
most, if not all, of these were sufficiently dwelt on by
the professional critics, whose strictures are affixed to the
poem in the last collective edition, and as, moreover,
Scott did not avail himself of any of the hints thus pub-
licly, as well as privately tendered for his guidance, I
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shall not swell my page by transcribing more of this ele-

gant letter. The part I have given may no doubt be

considered as an epitome of the very highest and most

refined of London table-talk on the subject of Marmion,

during the first freshness of its popularity, and before

the Edinburgh Review, the only critical journal of which

any one in those days thought very seriously, had pro-

nounced its verdict.

When we consider some parts of that judgment, to-

gether with the author's personal intimacy with the editor,

and the aid which he had of late been affording to the

Journal itself, it must be allowed that Mr. Jeffrey ac-

quitted himself on this occasion in a manner highly cred-

itable to his courageous sense of duty. The number

containing the article on Marmion was accompanied by

this note :
—

TO WAIiTEE SCOTT, ESQ., CASTLE STREET.

QuBEN Stkbet, Tuesday.

Deab Scott,— If I did not give you credit for more mag-

nanimity than other of your irritable tribe, I should scarcely

venture to put this into your hands. As it is, I do it with no

little solicitude, and earnestly hope that it will make no difiEer-

ence in the friendship which has hitherto subsisted between us.

I have spoken of your poem exactly as I think, and though I

cannot reasonably suppose that you will be pleased with every-

thing I have said, it would mortify me very severely to beheve

I had given you pain. If you have any amity left for me, you

will not delay very long to tell me so. In the mean time, I am

very sincerely yours, F- Jbfebet.

The reader who has the Edinburgh Eeview for April,

1808, will, I hope, pause here and read the article as it

stands; endeavoring to put himself into the situation of

Scott when it was laid upon his desk, together with this

c ominous billet from the critic, who, as it happened, had

been for some time engaged to dine that same Tuesday

at his table in Castle Street. I have not room to tran-
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scribe the whole; but no unfair notion of its spirit and

tenor may be gathered from one or two of the principal

paragraphs. After an ingenious little dissertation on

epic poetry in general, the reviewer says :
—

" We are inclined to suspect that the success of the work

now before us will be less brilliant than that of the author's

former pubhcation, though we are ourselves of opinion that its

intrinsic merits are nearly, if not altogether equal ; and that,

if it had had the fate to be the elder born, it would have inher-

ited as fair a portion of renown as has fallen to the lot of its

predecessor. It is a good deal longer, indeed, and somewhat

more ambitious ; and it is rather clearer, that it has greater

faults than that it has greater beauties— though, for our own
parts, we are inclined to believe in both propositions. It has

more flat and tedious passages, and more ostentation of histor-

ical and antiquarian lore : but it has also greater richness and

variety, both of character and incident ; and if it has less sweet-

ness and pathos in the softer passages, it has certainly more

vehemence and force of coloring in the loftier and busier repre-

sentations of action and emotion. The place of the prologuizing

minstrel is but iU supplied, indeed, by the epistolary dis-

sertations which are prefixed to each book of the present poem

;

and the baUad-pieces and mere episodes which it contains have

less finish and poetical beauty ; but there is more airiness and
spirit in the higher delineations; and the story, if not more
skilfully conducted, is at least better comphcated, and extended

through a wider field of adventure. The characteristics of both,

however, are evidently the same ; a broken narrative— a re-

dundancy of minute description— bursts of unequal and ener-

getic poetry— and a general tone of spirit and animation,

unchecked by timidity or affectation, and unchastened by any
great delicacy of taste or elegance of fancy.

" But though we think this last romance of Mr. Scott's about
as good as the former, and allow that it affords great indications
of poetical talent, we must remind our readers that we never
entertained much partiality for this sort of composition, and
ventured on a former occasion to express our regret that an
author endowed with such talents should consume them in imi-
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tations of obsolete extravagance, and in the representation of

manners and sentiments in which none of his readers can be
supposed to take much interest, except the few who can judge
of their exactness. To write a modern romance of chivaby,

seems to be much such a phantasy as to build a modern abbey
or an English pagoda. For once, however, it may be excused
as a pretty caprice of genius ; but a second production of the

same sort is entitled to less indulgence, and imposes a sort of

duty to drive the author from so idle a task, by a fair exposition

of the faults which are, in a manner, inseparable from its exe-

cution. His genius, seconded by the omnipotence of fashion,

has brought chivalry again into temporary favor. Fine ladies

and gentlemen now talk indeed of donjons, keeps, tabards,

scutcheons, tressures, caps of maintenance, portcullises, wimples,

and we know not what besides
; just as they did, in the days of

Dr. Darwin's popularity, of gnomes, sylphs, oxygen, gossamer,

polygynia, and polyandria. That fashion, however, passed

rapidly away, and Mr. Scott should take care that a different

sort of pedantry does not produce the same effects."

The detailed exposition of faults follows; and it is, I

am sure, done in a style on which the critic cannot now
reflect with perfect equanimity, any more than on the

lofty and decisive tone of the sweeping paragraphs by
which it was introduced. All this, however, I can suppose

Scott to have gone through with great composure ; but he

must, I think, have wondered, to say the least, when he

found himself accused of having "throughout neglected

Scottish feelings and Scottish characters !
"— He who had

just poured out all the patriotic enthusiasm of his soul in

so many passages of Marmion, which every Scotchman to

the end of time will have by heart; painted the capital,

the court, the camp, the heroic old chieftains of Scot-

land, in colors instinct with a fervor that can never die;

and dignified the most fatal of her national misfortunes

by a celebration as loftily pathetic as ever blended pride

with sorrow, — a battle-piece which even his critic had

pronounced to be the noblest save in Homer! But not

even this injustice was likely to wound him very deeply.
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Coming from one of the recent witnesses of his passion-

ate agitation on the Mound, perhaps he would only smile

at it.

At all events, Scott could make allowance for the petu-

lancies into which men the least disposed to injure the

feelings of others will sometimes be betrayed, when the

critical rod is in their hands. He assured Mr. Jeffrey

that the article had not disturbed his digestion, though

he hoped neither his booksellers nor the public would

agree with the opinions it expressed; and begged he

would come to dinner at the hour previously appointed.

Mr. Jeffrey appeared accordingly, and was received by

his host with the frankest cordiality; ^ but had the morti-

fication to observe that the mistress of the house, though

perfectly polite, was not quite so easy with him as usual.

She, too, behaved herself with exemplary civility during

1 [Scott -writes to Roljert Surtees, April 18, 1S08 :
—

" I am Tery glad you like Marmion ; it has need of some friends, for

Jeffrey showed me yesterday a very sharp review of it,— I think as tight

a one as he has written since Southey's Modoc. As I don't believe the

world ever furnished a critic and an author who were more absolute poco

curanti about their craft, we dined together and had a hearty laugh at the

revisal of the flagellation."

Two years before he had written to Miss Seward regarding his critic :
—

" I think were yon to know my little friend Jeffrey you would perhaps

have some mercy on his criticisms ; not but he often makes his best friends

lose patience by that love of severity which drives justice into tyranny

:

but, in fact, I have often wondered that a man who loves and admires

poetry so much as he does can permit himself the severe, or sometimes

unjust, strictures which he fulminates even against the authors whom he

most approves of, and whose works actually afford him most delight. But
what shall we say ? Many good-natured country Tories take great plea-

sure in coursing and fishing, without any impeachment to their amiabili-

ties, and probably Jeffrey feels the same instinctive passion for hunting

down the bards of the day. In common life the lion lies down with the

kid ; for not to mention his friendship for me now of some standing, he
had the magnanimity (absolutely approaching to chivalrous reliance upon
the faith of a foe) to trust himself to Southey's guidance in a boat on

Windermere, when it would have cost the poet nothing but a wet jacket

to have overset the critic, and swum triumphantly to shore, and this the

very day the review of Madoc was published."— Familiar Letters, vol. i.

pp. 41, 104.]
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the dinner; but could not help saying, in her broken
English, when her guest was departing, "Well, good-
night, Mr. Jeffrey— dey tell me you have abused Scott

in de Eeview, and I hope Mr. Constable has paid you
very well for writing it." This anecdote was not per-

haps worth giving; but it has been printed already in an
exaggerated shape, so I thought it as well to present the

edition which I have derived from the lips of all the three

persons concerned. No one, I am sure, will think the

worse of any of them for it, — least of all of Mrs. Scott.

She might well be pardoned, if she took to herself more
than her own share in the misadventures as well as the

successes of the most affectionate of protectors. It was,

I believe, about this time when, as Scott has confessed,

"the popularity of Marmion gave him such a heeze he

had for a moment almost lost his footing," that a shrewd
and sly observer, Mrs. Grant of Laggan, said, wittily

enough, upon leaving a brilliant assembly where the poet

had been surrounded by all the buzz and glare of fash-

ionable ecstasy
— "Mr. Scott always seems to me like a

glass, through which the rays of admiration pass without

sensibly affecting it ; but the bit of paper that lies beside

it will presently be in a blaze— and no wonder."

I shall not, after so much of and about criticism, say

anything more of Marmion in this place, than that I have

always considered it as, on the whole, the greatest of

Scott's poems. There is a certain light, easy, virgin

charm about the Lay, which we look for in vain through

the subsequent volumes of his verse; but the superior

strength, and breadth, and boldness both of conception

and execution, in the Marmion, appear to me indispu-

table. The great blot, the combination of mean felony

with so many noble qualities in the character of the hero,

was, as the poet says, severely commented on at the time

by the most ardent of his early friends, Leyden; but

though he admitted the justice of that criticism, he chose

"to let the tree lie as it had fallen." He was also sensi-.
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ble that many of the subordinate and connecting parts of

the narrative are flat, harsh, and obscure— but would

never make any serious attempt to do away with these

imperfections; and perhaps they, after all, heighten, by

contrast, the effect of the passages of high-wrought enthu-

siasm which alone he considered, in after-days, with

satisfaction. As for the "epistolary dissertations," it

must, I take it, be allowed that they interfered with the

flow of the story, when readers were turning the leaves

with the first ardor of curiosity ; and they were not, in

fact, originally intended to be interwoven in any fashion

with the romance of Marmion. Though the author him-

self does not allude to, and had perhaps forgotten the

circumstance, when writing the Introductory Essay of

1830— they were announced, by an advertisement early

in 1807, as Six Epistles from Ettrick Forest, to be pub-

lished in a separate volume, similar to that of the Bal-

lads and Lyrical Pieces; and perhaps it might have been

better that this first plan had been adhered to. But
however that may be, are there any pages, among all he

ever wrote, that one would be more sorry he should not

have written? They are among the most delicious por-

traitures that genius ever painted of itself, — buoyant,

virtuous, happy genius, — exulting in its own energies,

yet possessed and mastered by a clear, calm, modest
mind, and happy only in diffusing happiness around it.

With what gratification those Epistles were read by
the friends to whom they were addressed, it would be
superfluous to show. He had, in fact, painted them
almost as fully as himself; and who might not have been
proud to find a place in such a gallery? The tastes and
habits of six of those men, in whose intercourse Scott
found the greatest pleasure when his fame was approach-
ing its meridian splendor, are thus preserved for poster-
ity; and when I reflect with what avidity we catch at the
least hint which seems to afford us a glimpse of the inti-

mate circle of any great poet of former ages, I cannot
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but believe that posterity would have held this record

precious, even had the individuals been in themselves far

less remarkable than a Eose, an Ellis, a Heber, a Skene,

a Marriott, and an Erskine.

Many other friends, however, have found a part in

these affectionate sketches; and I doubt whether any

manifestation of public applause afforded the poet so

much pleasure as the letter in which one of these, alluded

to in the fourth Epistle as then absent from Scotland by
reason of his feeble health, acknowledged the emotions

that had been stirred in him when he came upon that

unexpected page. This was Colin Mackenzie of Portmore,

the same who beat him in a competition of rhymes at the

High School, and whose ballad of EUandonnan Castle

had been introduced into the third volume of the Min-

strelsy. This accomplished and singularly modest man,

now no more, received Marmion at Lympstone in De-

vonshire.

Mx DEAK "Waiter [he says],—Amidst the greetings that will

crowd on you, I know that those of a hearty, sincere, admiring

old friend will not be coldly taken. I am not going to attempt

an enumeration of beauties, but ,1 must thank you for the ele-

gant and delicate allusion in which you express your friendship

for myself— Forbes— and, above all, that sweet memorial of

his late excellent father.^ I find I have got the mal de pays,

and must return to enjoy the sight and society of a few chosen

friends. You are not unaware of the place you hold on my
list, and your description of our committees ' has inspired me

with tenfold ardor to renew a pleasure so highly enjoyed, and

remembered with such enthusiasm. Adieu, my dear friend.

Ever yours, C M.

His next door neighbor at Ashestiel, Mr. Pringle of

Whytbank, "the long-descended lord of Yair," writes

not less touchingly on the verses in the second Epistle,

1 Mr. Mackenzie had married a daughter of Sir William Forbes of Pit-

sligo, Bart., the biographer of Beattie.

2 The supper meetings of the Cavaby Club.— See Marmion, Introduc-

tion to Canto rV.
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where his beautiful place is mentioned, and the poet in-

troduces
" those sportive boys, ,

Companions of his mountain joys " —

and paints the rapture with which they had heard him

call Wallace's rampart holy ground. "Your own bene-

volent heart," says the good laird, "would have enjoyed

the scene, could you have witnessed the countenances of

my little flock grouped round your book; and perhaps

you would have discovered that the father, though the

least audible at that moment, was not the most insensible

to the honor bestowed upon his children and his parent

stream, both alike dear to his heart. May my boys feel

an additional motive to act well, that they may cast no

discredit upon their early friend!
"

But there was one personal allusion which, almost be-

fore his ink was dry, the poet would fain have cancelled.

Lord Scott, the young heir of Buccleuch, whose casual

absence from "Yarrow's bowers" was regretted in that

same epistle (addressed to his tutor, Mr. Marriott)—
" No yonthful baron 's left to grace

The forest sheriff's lonely chase,

And ape, in manly step and tone,

The majesty of Oberon."

— This promising boy had left Yarrow to revisit it no

more. He died a few days after Marmion was pub-

lished, and Scott, in writing on the event to his uncle

Lord Montagu (to whom the poem was inscribed), signi-

fied a fear that these verses might now serve but to

quicken the sorrows of the mother. Lord Montagu an-

swers: "I have been able to ascertain Lady Dalkeith's

feelings in a manner that will, I think, be satisfactory to

you, particularly as it came from herself, without my
giving her the pain of being asked. In a letter I re-

ceived yesterday, giving directions about some books, she

writes as follows : ' And pray send me Marmion too—
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this may seem odd to you, but at some moments I am
soothed by things which at other times drive me almost

• mad.' " On the 7th of April, Scott says to Lady Louisa
Stuart: "The death of poor dear Lord Scott was such

a stunning blow to me, that I really felt for some time

totally indifferent to the labors of literary correction. I

had very great hopes from that boy, who was of an age
to form, on the principles of his father and grandfather,

his feelings towards the numerous families who depend
on them. But God's will be done. I intended to have

omitted the lines referring to him in Marmion in the

second edition ; for as to adding any, I could as soon write

the Iliad. But I am now glad I altered my intention,

as Lady Dalkeith has sent for the book, and dwells with

melancholy pleasure on whatever recalls the memory of

the poor boy. She has borne her distress like an angel,

as she is, and always has been; but God only can cure

the wounds He inflicts."

One word more as to these personal allusions. While
he was correcting a second proof of the passage where

Pitt and Fox are mentioned together, at Stanmore

Priory, in April, 1807, Lord Abercorn suggested that

the compliment to the Whig statesman ought to be still

further heightened, and several lines—
" For talents mourn untimely lost,

When best employed, and wanted most," etc.— ^

were added accordingly. I have heard, indeed, that

they came from the Marquis's own pen. Ballantyne,

however, from some inadvertence, had put the sheet to

press before the revise, as it is called, arrived in Edin-

burgh, and some few copies got abroad in which the

1 In place of this couplet, and the ten lines which foUow it, the original

MS. of Marmion has only the following :

—

*' If genius high and judgment sound,

And wit that loved to play, not wound,
And all the reasoning powers divine.

To penetrate, resolve, combine,

Gould save one mortal of the herd

From error— Fox had never err'd."
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additional couplets were omitted. A London journal

(the Morning Chronicle) was stupid and malignant enough

to insinuate that the author had his presentation copies*

struck off with, or without, them— according as they

were for Whig or Tory hands. I mention the circum-

stance now, only because I see by a letter of Heber's

that Scott had thought it worth his while to contradict

the absurd charge in the newspapers of the day.

The feelings of political partisanship find no place in

this poem; but though the Edinburgh reviewers chose

to complain of its "manifest neglect of Scottish feelings,"

I take leave to suspect that the boldness and energy of

British patriotism which breathes in so many passages

may have had more share than that alleged omission in

pointing the pen that criticised Marmion. Scott had

sternly and indignantly rebuked and denounced the then

too prevalent spirit of anti-national despondence ; he had

put the trumpet to his lips, and done his part, at least,

to sustain the hope and resolution of his countrymen in

that struggle from which it was the doctrine of the Edin-

burgh Eeview that no sane observer of the times could

anticipate anything but ruin and degradation. He must

ever be considered as the "mighty minstrel " of the Anti-

gallican war ; and it was Marmion that first announced

him in that character.

Be all this as it may, Scott's connection with the Edin-

burgh Review was now broken off; and indeed it was

never renewed, except in one instance, many years after,

when the strong wish to serve poor Maturin shook him
for a moment from his purpose. The loftiest and purest

of human beings seldom act but under a mixture of mo-
tives, and I shall not attempt to guess in what propor-

tions he was swayed by aversion to the political doctrines

which the journal had lately been avowing with increased

openness— by dissatisfaction with its judgments of his

own works— or, lastly, by the feeling that, whether
those judgments were or were not just, it was but an idle
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business for him to assist by his own pen the popularity

of the vehicle that diffused them. That he was influ-

enced more or less by all of these considerations appears

highly probable; and I fancy I can trace some indica-

tions of each of them in a letter with which I am favored

by an old friend of mine,^— a warm lover of literature,

and a sincere admirer both of Scott and Jeffrey, and
though numbered among the Tories in the House of Com-
mons, yet one of the most liberal section of his party, —
who happened to visit Scotland shortly after the article

on Marmion appeared, and has set down his recollections

of the course of table-talk at a dinner where he for the first

time met Scott in company with the brilliant editor of

the Edinburgh Eeview :
—^&^

" There were," he says, " only a few people besides the two

lions— and assuredly I have seldom passed a more agreeable

day. A thousand subjects of literature, antiquities, and man-
ners, were started ; and much was I struck, as you may well

suppose, by the extent, correctness, discrimination, and accu-

racy of Jeffrey's information ; equally so with his taste, acute-

ness, and wit, in dissecting every book, author, and story that

came in our way. Nothing could surpass the variety of his

knowledge, but the easy rapidity of his manner of producing it.

He was then in his meridian. Scott delighted to draw him out,

dehghted also to talk himself, and displayed, I think, even a

larger range of anecdote and illustration ; remembering every-

thing, whether true or false, that was characteristic or impres-

sive ; everything that was good, or lovely, or lively. It struck

me that there was this great difference— Jeffrey, for the most

part, entertained us, when books were under discussion, with

the detection of faults, blunders, absurdities, or plagiarisms :

Scott took up the matter where he left it, recalled some com-

pensating beauty or excellence for which no credit had been

allowed, and by the recitation, perhaps, of one fine stanza, set

the poor victim on his legs again. I believe it was just about

this time that Scott had abandoned his place in Mr. Jeffrey's

corps. The journal had been started among the clever young

1 The late Mr. Morritt of Rokeby.— (1848.)
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society with which Edinburgh abounded when they were both

entering life as barristers; and Jeffrey's principal coadjutors

for some time were Sydney Smith, Brougham, Horner, Scott

himseK— and on scientific subjects, Playfair ; but clever con-

tributors were sought for in all quarters. Wit and fun were

the first desiderata, and, joined with general talent and

literature, carried aU before them. Neutrality, or something

of the kind, as to party pohtics, seems to have been originally

asserted— the plan being, as Scott understood, not to avoid

such questions altogether, but to let them be handled by Whig
or Tory indifferently, if only the writer could make his article

captivating in point of information and good writing. But it

was not long before Brougham dipped the concern deep in witty

Whiggery ; and it was thought at the time that some very fool-

ish neglects on the part of Pitt had a principal share in making

several of these brilliant young men decide on carrying over

their weapons to the enemy's camp. Scott was a strong Tory,

nay, by family recollections and poetical feelings of association,

a Jacobite. Jeffrey, however, was an early friend— and thus

there was a confliction of feelings on both sides. Scott, as I

was told, remonstrated against the deepening Whiggery—
Jeffrey alleged that he could not resist the wit. Scott offered

to try his hand at a witty bit of Toryism— but the editor

pleaded off, upon the danger of inconsistency. These differ-

ences first cooled— and soon dissolved their federation.— To
return to our gay dinner. As the claret was taking its rounds,

Jeffrey introduced some good-natured eulogy of his old sup-

porters— Sydney Smith, Brougham, and Horner. ' Come,'
says Scott, ' you can't say too much about Sydney or Brougham,
but I wiU not admire your Homer : he always put me in mind
of Obadiah's bull, who, although, as Father Shandy observed,

he never produced a calf, went through his business with such
a grave demeanor, that he always maintained his credit in the

parish
!

' The fun of the illustration tempted him to this sally,

I beheve ; but Horner's talents did not Ue in humor, and Ms
economical labors were totally uncongenial to the mind of

Scott."

I have printed this memorandum just as it came to

my hands; but I certainly never understood the writer to
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be pledging himself for the story which he gives " as he
was told." No person who knows anything of the char-

acter and history of Mr. Jeffrey can for a moment be-

lieve that he ever dreamt of regulating the political tone

of his Eeview upon such considerations as are here as-

cribed to him. It is obvious that the light badinage of

the Outer House had been misinterpreted by some mat-
ter-of-fact unibra of the Mountain.

I shall conclude this chapter with a summary of book-
sellers' accounts. Marmion was first printed in a splen-

did quarto, price one guinea and a half. The 2000
copies of this edition were all disposed of in less than a

month, when a second of 3000 copies, in 8vo, was sent

to press. There followed a third and a fourth edition,

each of 3000, in 1809; a fifth of 2000, early in 1810;

and a sixth of 3000, in two volumes, crown 8vo, with

twelve designs by Singleton, before the end of that year

;

a seventh of 4000, and an eighth of 5000 copies 8vo, in

1811; a ninth of 3000 in 1815; a tenth of 500, in 1820;

an eleventh of 500, and a twelfth of 2000 copies, in fools-

cap, both in 1825. The legitimate sale in this country,

therefore, down to the time of its being included in the

first collective edition of his poetical works, amounted to

31,000; and the aggregate of that sale, down to the

period at which I am writing (May, 1836), may be stated

at 50,000 copies. I presume it is right for me to facilitate

the task of future historians of our literature by preserv-

ing these details as often as I can. Such particulars

respecting many of the great works even of the last cen-

tury are already sought for with vain regret; and I an-

ticipate no day when the student of English civilization

will pass without curiosity the contemporary reception of

the Tale of Flodden Field.
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Before Marmion was published, a heavy task, begun

earlier than the poem, and continued throughout its pro-

gress, had been nearly completed; and there appeared,

in the last week of April, 1808, "The Works of John

Dryden, now first collected; illustrated with notes his-

torical, critical, and explanatory, and a Life of the Au-
thor. — By Walter Scott, Esq. Eighteen volumes, 8vo."

This was the bold speculation of William Miller of Albe-

marle Street, London; and the editor's fee, at forty

guineas the volume, was £756. The bulk of the collec-

tion, the neglect into which a majority of the pieces in-

cluded in it had fallen, the obsoleteness of the party poli-

tics which had so largely exercised the author's pen, and
the indecorum, not seldom running into flagrant inde-

cency, by which transcendent genius had ministered to

the appetites of a licentious age, all combined to make
the warmest of Scott's friends and admirers doubt
whether even his skill and reputation would be found
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sufficient to insure the success of this undertaking. It

was, however, better received than any one, except per-

haps the courageous bookseller himself, had anticipated.

The entire work was reprinted in 1821 ; and more lately

the Life of Dryden has been twice republished in collec-

tive editions of Scott's prose miscellanies; nor, perhaps,

does that class of his writings include any piece of con-

siderable extent that has, on the whole, obtained higher

estimation.

This edition of Dryden was criticised in the Edinburgh

Eeview for October, 1808, with great ability, and, on

the whole, with admirable candor. The industry and

perspicacity with which Scott had carried through his

editorial researches and annotations were acknowledged

in terms which, had he known the name of his reviewer,

must have been doubly gratifying to his feelings; and

it was confessed that, in the life of his author, he had

corrected with patient honesty, and filled up with lucid

and expansive detail, the sometimes careless and often

naked outline of Johnson's masterly Essay on the same

subject. It would be superfluous to quote in this place

a specimen of critical skill which has already enjoyed

such wide circulation, and which will hereafter, no doubt,

be included in the miscellaneous prose works of Hallam.

The points of political faith on which that great writer

dissents from the editor of Dryden would, even if I had

the inclination to pursue such a discussion, lead me far

astray from the immediate object of these pages; they

embrace questions on which the best and wisest of our

countrymen will probably continue to take opposite sides,

as long as our past history excites a living interest, and

our literature is that of an active nation. On the poeti-

cal character of Dryden I think the editor and his critic

will be found to have expressed substantially much the

same judgment; when they appear to differ, the battle

strikes me as being about words rather than things, as is

likely to be the case when men of such abilities and
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attainments approach a subject remote from their personal

passions. As might have been expected, the terse and

dexterous reviewer has often the better in this logomachy;

but when the balance is struck, we discover here, as else-

where, that Scott's broad and masculine understanding

had, by whatever happy hardihood, grasped the very

result to which others win their way by the more cautious

processes of logical investigation. While nothing has

been found easier than to attack his details, his general

views on critical questions have seldom, if ever, been suc-

cessfully impugned.

I wish I could believe that Scott's labors had been

sufficient to recall Dryden to his rightful station, not in

the opinion of those who make literature the business or

chief solace of their lives— for with them he had never

forfeited it— but in the general favor of the intelligent

public. That such has been the case, however, the not

rapid sale of two editions, aided as they were by the

greatest of living names, can be no proof; nor have I

observed among the numberless recent speculations of

the English booksellers a single reprint of even those

tales, satires, and critical essays, not to be familiar with

which would, in the last age, have been considered as

disgraceful in any one making the least pretension to

letters. In the hope of exciting the curiosity, at least,

of some of the thousands of young persons who seem to b6
growing up in contented ignorance of one of the greatest

of our masters, I shall transcribe what George Ellis—
whose misgivings about Scott's edition, when first under-
taken, had been so serious— was pleased to write some
months after its completion :—

" Clabemont, 23d September, 1808.

'' I must confess that I took up the book with some degree
of trepidation, considering an edition of such a writer as on
every account perimdosce plenum opus alece ; but as soon as I
became acquainted with your plan I proceeded boldly, and
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really feel at this moment sincerely grateful to you for much
exquisite amusement. It now seems to me that your critical

remarks ought to have occurred to myself. Such a passionate

admirer of Dryden's fables, the noblest specimen of versifica-

tion (in my mind) that is to be found in any modem language,

ought to have perused his theatrical pieces with more candor

than I did, and to have attributed to the bad taste of the age,

rather than to his own, the numerous defects by which those

hasty compositions are certainly deformed. I ought to have

considered that whatever Dryden wrote must, for some reason

or other, be worth reading; that his bombast and his indeli-

cacy, however disgusting, were not without their use to any one

who took an interest in our literary history ; that— in short,

there are a thousand reflections which I ought to have made
and never did make, and the result was that your Dryden was

to me a perfectly new book. It is certainly painful to see a

race-horse in a hackney-chaise, but when one considers that he

will suffer infinitely less from the violent exertion to which he

is condemned, than a creature of inferior race— and that the

wretched cock-tail on whom the same task is usually imposed

must shortly become a martyr in the service,— one's conscience

becomes more at ease, and we are enabled to enjoy Dr. John-

son's favorite pleasure of rapid motion without much remorse

on the score of its cruelty. Since, then, your hackneyman is

not furnished with a whip, and you can so easily canter from

post to post, go on and prosper !

"

To return for a moment to Scott's Biography of Dry-

den— the only life of a great poet which he has left us,

and also his only detailed work on the personal fortunes

of one to whom literature was a profession — it was

penned just when he had begun to apprehend his own
destiny. On this point of view, forbidden to contempo-

rary delicacy, we may now pause with blameless curiosity.

Seriously as he must have in those days been revolving

the hazards of literary enterprise, he could not, it is

probable, have handled any subject of this class without

letting out here and there thoughts and feelings proper

to his own biographer's province; but, widely as he and
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his predecessor may appear to stand apart as regards

some of the most important both of intellectual and moral

characteristics, they had nevertheless many features of

resemblance, both as men and as authors; and I doubt if

the entire range of our annals could have furnished a

theme more calculated to keep Scott's scrutinizing inter-

est awake, than that which opened on him as he contem-

plated step by step the career of Dryden.
There are grave lessons which that story was not needed

to enforce upon his mind: he required no such beacon

to make him revolt from paltering with the dignity of

woman, or the passions of youth, or insulting by splenetic

levities the religious convictions of any portion of his

countrymen. But Dryden's prostitution of his genius

to the petty bitternesses of political warfare, and the

consequences both as to the party he served, and the

antagonists he provoked, might well supply matter for

serious consideration to the author of the Melville song.

"Where," says Scott, "is the expert swordsman that

does not delight in the flourish of his weapon? and a
brave man will least of all withdraw himself from his

ancient standard when the tide of battle beats against

it." But he says also, — and I know enough of his own
then recent experiences, in his intercourse with some who
had been among his earliest and dearest associates, not

to apply the language to the circumstances that suggested
it, — "He who keenly engages in political controversy

must not only encounter the vulgar abuse which he may
justly contemn, but the altered eye of friends whose re-

gard is chilled." Nor, when he adds that "the protect-

ing zeal of his party did not compensate Dryden for the
loss of those whom he alienated in their service," can I
help connecting this reflection, too, with his own subse-
quent abstinence from party personalities, in which, had
the expert swordsman's delight in the flourish of his
weapon prevailed, he might have rivalled the success of
either Dryden or Swift, to be repaid like them by the
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settled rancor of Whigs, and the jealous ingratitude of

Tories.

It is curious enough to compare the hesitating style of

his apology for that tinge of evanescent superstition

which seems to have clouded occasionally Dryden's bright

and solid mind, with the open avowal that he has "pride

in recording his author's decided admiration of old bal-

lads and popular tales
;
" and perhaps his personal feelings

were hardly less his prompter where he dismisses with

brief scorn the sins of negligence and haste, which had
been so often urged against Dryden. "Nothing," he

says, "is so easily attained as the power of presenting

the extrinsic qualities of fine painting, fine music, or fine

poetry; the beauty of color and outline, the combination

of notes, the melody of versification, may be imitated by
artists of mediocrity ; and many will view, hear, or peruse

their performances, without being able positively to dis-

cover why they should not, since composed according to

all the rules, afford pleasure equal to those of Kaphael,

Handel, or Dryden. The deficiency lies in the vivify-

ing spirit, which, like alcohol, may be reduced to the

same principle in all the fine arts. The French are said

to possess the best possible rules for building ships of

war, although not equally remarkable for their power of

fighting them. When criticism becomes a pursuit sepa-

rate from poetry, those who follow it are apt to forget

that the legitimate ends of the art for which they lay

down rules, are instruction and delight, and that these

points being attained, by what road soever, entitles a poet

to claim the prize of successful merit. Neither did the

learned authors of these disquisitions sufficiently attend

to the general disposition of mankind, which cannot be

contented even with the happiest imitations of former ex-

cellence, but demands novelty as a necessary ingredient

for amusement. To insist that every epic poem shall

have the plan of the Iliad, and every tragedy be modelled

by the rules of Aristotle, resembles the principle of the
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architect who should build all his houses with the same

number of windows and of stories. It happened, too, in-

evitably, that the critics, in the plenipotential authority

which they exercised, often assumed as indispensable re-

quisites of the drama, or epopeia, circumstances which,

in the great authorities they quoted, were altogether

accidental or indifferent. These they erected into laws,

and handed down as essential; although the forms pre-

scribed have often as little to do with the merit and suc-

cess of the original from which they are taken, as the

shape of the drinking glass with the flavor of the wine

which it contains." These sentences appear, from the

dates, to have been penned immediately after the biogra-

pher of Dryden (who wrote no epic) had perused the

Edinburgh Review on Marmion.

I conclude with a passage, in writing which he seems

to have anticipated the only serious critical charge that

was ever brought against his edition of Dryden as a

whole— namely, the loose and irregular way in which

his own sesthetical notions are indicated, rather than ex-

pounded. "While Dryden," says Scott, "examined,

discussed, admitted, or rejected the rules proposed by
others, he forbore, from prudence, indolence, or a re-

gardfor thefreedom of Parnassus, to erect himself into

a legislator. His doctrines are scattered without system

or pretence to it: it is impossible to read far without

finding some maxim for doing, or forbearing, which every

student of poetry will do well to engrave upon the tablets

of his memory; but the author's mode of instruction is

neither harsh nor dictatorial."

On the whole, it is impossible to doubt that the suc-

cess of Dryden in rapidly reaching, and till the end of

a long life holding undisputed, the summit of public

favor and reiputation, in spite of his "brave neglect" of

minute finishing, narrow laws, and prejudiced authori-

ties, must have had a powerful effect in nerving Scott's

hope and resolution for the wide ocean of literary enter-



i8o8 WEBER'S ROMANCES 53

prise into which he had now fairly launched his bark.
Like Dryden, he felt himself to be "amply stored with
acquired knowledge, much of it the fruits of early read-
ing and application;" anticipated that, though, "while
engaged in the hurry of composition, or overcome by the
lassitude of continued literary labor," he should some-
times "draw with too much liberality on a tenacious

memory," no "occasional imperfections would deprive
him of his praise;" in short, made-up his mind that

"pointed and nicely turned lines, sedulous study, and
long and repeated correction and revision," would all be
dispensed with, — provided their place were supplied, as

in Dryden, by "rapidity of conception, a readiness of

expressing every idea, without losing anything by the

way," "perpetual animation and elasticity of thought;"

and language "never labored, never loitering, never (in

Dryden 's own phrase) cursedly confined."

Scott's correspondence, about the time when his Dry-
den was published, is a good deal occupied with a wild

project of his friend Henry Weber— that of an exten-

sive edition of our Ancient Metrical Romances, for which,

in their own original dimensions, the enthusiastic German
supposed the public appetite to have been set on edge by
the Specimens of Ellis, and imperfectly gratified by the

text of Sir Tristrem. Scott assured him that Ellis's

work had been popular, rather in spite than by reason of

the antique verses introduced here and there among his

witty and sparkling prose; while Ellis told him, with

equal truth, that the Tristrem had gone through two edi-

tions, simply owing to the celebrity of its editor's name

;

and that, of a hundred that had purchased the book,

ninety-nine had read only the preface and notes, but not

one syllable of True Thomas's "quaint Inglis." Weber,

in reply to Ellis, alleged that Scott had not had leisure

to consider his plan so fully as it deserved ; that nothing

could prevent its success, provided Scott would write a
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preliminary essay, and let his name appear in the title-

page, along with his own;— and though Scott wholly

declined this last proposal, he persisted for some months

in a negotiation with the London booksellers, which

ended as both his patrons had foreseen.

" But how is this ? " (Ellis writes). " Weber tells me he is

afraid Mr. Scott wiU not be able to do anything for the re-

commendation of his Romances, because he is himself engaged

in no less than five different literary enterprises, some of them

of immense extent. Five? Why, no combination of blood

and bone can possibly stand this ; and Sir John Sinclair, how-

ever successful in pointing out the best modes of feeding com-

mon gladiators, has not discovered the means of training minds

to such endless fatigue. I dare not ask you for an account of

these projects, nor even for a letter during the continuance of

this seven years' apprenticeship, and only request that you will,

after the completion of your labors, take measures to lay my
ghost, which wiU infallibly be walking before that time, and

suffering all the pains of unsatisfied curiosity. Seriously, I

don't quite like your imposing on yourself such a series of tasks.

Some one is, I beUeve, always of service— because, whatever

you write at the same time, con amove, comes in as a relaxation,

and is likely to receive more spirit and gayety from that cir-

cumstance ; besides which, every species of study perhaps is

capable of furnishing allusions, and adding vigor and solidity

to poetry. Too constant attention to what they caU. their art,

and too much solicitude about its minutiae, has been, I think,

the fault of every poet since Pope ; perhaps it was his too—
perhaps the frequent and varied studies imposed upon him by
his necessities contributed, in some measure, to Dryden's char-

acteristic splendor of style. Yet, surely, the best poet of the

age ought not to be incessantly employed in the drudgeries of

literature. I shall lament if you are effectually distracted from
the exercise of the talent in which you are confessedly without

a rival."

The poet answers as follows :—
"My giving my name to Weber's Eomances is out of

the question, as assuredly I have not time to do anything
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that can entitle it to stand in his title-page; but I will

do all I can for him in the business. By the bye, I wish

he would be either more chary in his communications on

the subject of my employments, or more accurate. I

often employ his assistance in making extracts, etc., and

I may say to him as Lord Ogleby does to Canton, that

he never sees me hadiner a little with a subject, but he

suspects mischief— to wit, an edition. In the mean
time, suffice it to say, that I have done with poetry for

some time— it is a scourging crop, and ought not to be

hastily repeated. Editing, therefore, may be considered

as a green crop of turnips or peas, extremely useful for

those whose circumstances do not admit of giving their

farm a summer fallow. Swift is my grande opus at

present, though I am under engagements, of old standing,

to write a Life of Thomson from some original materials.

I have completed an edition of some State Papers of Sir

Ralph Sadler, which I believe you will find curious; I

have, moreover, arranged for republication the more

early volumes of Somers's Tracts; but these are neither

toilsome nor exhausting labors. Swift, in fact, is my
only task of great importance. My present official em-

ployment leaves my time very much my own, even while

the courts are sitting— and entirely so in the vacation.

My health is strong, and my mind active; I will there.^

fore do as much as I can with justice to the tasks I have

undertaken, and rest when advanced age and more inde-

pendent circumstances entitle me to repose."

This letter is dated Ashestiel, October 8, 1808; but

it carries us back to the month of April, when the Dry-

den was completed. His engagements with London pub-

lishers respecting the Somers and the Sadler were, I be-

lieve, entered into before the end of 1807 ; but Constable

appears to have first ascertained them, when he accom-

panied the second cargo of Marmion to the great south-

ern market; and, alarmed at the prospect of losing his

hold on Scott's industry, he at once invited him to follow
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up his Dryden by an edition of Swift on the same scale,

— offering, moreover, to double the rate of payment which

he had contracted for with the London publisher of the

Dryden; that is to say, to give him ^61500 for the new
undertaking. This munificent tender was accepted with-

out hesitation ; and as early as May, 1808, I find Scott

writing to his literary allies in all directions for books,

pamphlets, and MSS., materials likely to be serviceable

in completing and illustrating the Life and Works of the

Dean of St. Patrick's. While these were accumulating

about him, which they soon did in greater abundance

than he had anticipated, he concluded his labors on Sad-

ler's State Papers, characteristically undervalued in his

letter to Ellis, and kept pace, at the same time, with

Ballantyne, as the huge collection of the Somers's Tracts

continued to move through the press. The Sadler was
published in the course of 1809, in three large volumes,

quarto; but the last of the thirteen equally ponderous

tomes to which Somers extended, was not dismissed from
his desk until towards the conclusion of 1812.

But these were not his only tasks during the summer
and autumn of 1808; and if he had not ^\five different

enterprises " on his hands when Weber said so to Ellis,

he had more than five very soon after. He edited this

year Strutt's unfinished romance of Queenhoo-Hall, and
equipped the fourth volume with a conclusion in the
fashion of the original; 1 but how little he thought of this

matter may be guessed from one of his notes to Ballan-
tyne, in which he says, " I wish you would see how far

the copy of Queenhoo-Hall, sent last night, extends, that
I may not write more nonsense than enough." The pub-
lisher of this work was John Murray, of London. It

was immediately preceded by a reprint of Captain Carle-
ton's Memoirs of the War of the Spanish Succession, to
which he gave a lively preface and various notes; and
followed by a similar edition of the Memoirs of Eobert

1 See General Preface to Waverley, and Appendix No. II.
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Gary, Earl of Monmouth, — each of these being a single

octavo, printed by Ballantyne and published by Con-
stable.

The republication of Carleton,! Johnson's eulogy of

which fills a pleasant page in Boswell, had probably been
suggested by the lively interest which Scott took in the

first outburst of Spanish patriotism consequent on Napo-
leon's transactions at Bayonne. There is one passage in

the preface which I must indulge myself by transcribing.

Speaking of the absurd recall of Peterborough, from the

command in which he had exhibited such a wonderful

combination of patience and prudence with military dar-

ing, he says: "One ostensible reason was, that Peter-

borough's parts were of too lively and mercurial a qual-

ity, and that his letters showed more wit than became
a General;— a commonplace objection, raised by the

dull malignity of commonplace minds, against those

whom they see discharging with ease and indifference the

tasks which they themselves execute (if at all) with the

sweat of their brow and in the heaviness of their hearts.

There is a certain hypocrisy in business, whether civil

or military, as well as in religion, which they will do

well to observe who, not satisfied with discharging their

duty, desire also the good repute of men." It was not

long before some of the dull malignants of the Parlia-

ment House began to insinuate what at length found a

dull and dignified mouthpiece in the House of Commons
— that if a Clerk of Session had any real business to do,

it could not be done well by a man who found time for

more literary enterprises than any other author of the

age undertook— "wrote more books," Lord Archibald

Hamilton serenely added, "than anybody could find

1 It seems to be now pretty generally believed that Carleton's Memoirs

were among the numberless fabrications of De Foe ; but in this case (if

the fact indeed be so), as in that of his Cavalier, he no doubt had before

him the rude journal of some officer who had fought and bled in the cam-

paigns described with such an inimitable air of truth.
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leisure to read"— and, moreover, mingled in general

society as much as many that had no pursuit but plea-

sure.

The eager struggling of the different booksellers to

engage Scott at this time is a very amusing feature in

the voluminous correspondence before me. Had he pos-

sessed treble the energy for which it was possible to give

any man credit, he could never have encountered a tithe

of the projects that the post brought day after day to

him, announced with extravagant enthusiasm, and urged

with all the arts of conciliation. I shall mention only

one out of at least a dozen gigantic schemes which were

thus proposed before he had well settled himself to his

Swift; and I do so, because something of the kind was
a few years later carried into execution. This was a

General Edition of British Novelists, beginning with De
Foe and reaching to the end of the last century ; to be

set forth with biographical prefaces and illustrative notes

by Scott, and printed of course by Ballantyne. The
projector was Murray, who was now eager to start on
all points in the race with Constable; but this was not,

as we shall see presently, the only business that prompted
my enterprising friend's first visit to Ashestiel.

Conversing with Scott, many years afterwards, about
the tumult of engagements in which he was thus involved,

he said, "Ay, it was enough to tear me to pieces, but
there was a wonderful exhilaration about it all : my blood
was kept at fever-pitch— I felt as if I could have grap-
pled with anything and everything; then, there was
hardly one of all my schemes that did not afford me the
means of serving some poor devil of a brother author.
There were always huge piles of materials to be arranged,
sifted, and indexed— volumes of extracts to be tran-
scribed— journeys to be made hither and thither, for
ascertaining little facts and dates, — in short, I could
commonly keep half a dozen of the ragged regiment of

Parnassus in tolerable case." I said he must have felt
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something like what a locomotive engine on a railway

might be supposed to do, when a score of coal wagons
are seen linking themselves to it the moment it gets the

steam up, and it rushes on its course regardless of the

burden. "Yes," said he, laughing, and making a crash-

ing cut with his axe (for we were felling larches); "but
there was a cursed lot of dung carts too." He was sel-

dom, in fact, without some of these appendages; and I

admired nothing more in him than the patient courtesy,

the unwearied gentle kindness with which he always

treated them, in spite of their delays and blunders, to

say nothing of the almost incredible vanity and presump-

tion which more than one of them often exhibited in the

midst of their fawning; and I believe, with all their

faults, the worst and weakest of them repaid him by a

canine fidelity of affection. This part of Scott's charac-

ter recalls by far the most pleasing trait in that of his

last predecessor in the plenitude of literary authority—
Dr. Johnson. There was perhaps nothing (except the

one great blunder) that had a worse effect on the course

of his pecuniary fortunes, than the readiness with which

he exerted his interest with the booksellers on behalf of

inferior writers. Even from the commencement of his

connection with Constable in particular, I can trace a

continual series of such applications. They stimulated

the already too sanguine publisher to numberless risks

;

and when these failed, the result was, in one shape or

another, some corresponding deduction from the fair

profits of his own literary labor. "I like well," Con-

stable was often heard to say in the sequel, "I like well

Scott's ain bairns— but heaven preserve me from those

of his fathering I

"

Every now and then, however, he had the rich compen-

sation of finding that his interference had really promoted

the worldly interests of some meritorious obscure. Early

in 1808 he tasted this pleasure, in the case of a poetical

shoemaker of Glasgow, Mr. John Struthers, a man of
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rare worth and very considerable genius, whose Poor

Man's Sabbath was recommended to his notice by Joanna

Baillie,^ and shortly after published, at his desire, by

Mr. Constable. He thus writes "to Miss Baillie from

Ashestiel, on the 9th of May, 1808 :
—

Your letter found me in this quiet corner, and while it

always gives me pride and pleasure to hear from you, I

am truly concerned at Constable's unaccountable delays.

I suppose that, in the hurry of his departure for London,

his promise to write Mr. Struthers had escaped ; as for

any desire to quit his bargain, it is out of the question.

If Mr. Struthers will send to my house in Castle Street,

the manuscript designed for the press, I will get him a

short bill for the copy-money the moment Constable re-

turns, or perhaps before he comes down. He may rely

on the bargain being definitively settled, and the printing

will, I suppose, be beg^n immediately on the great bibli-

opolist's return ; on which occasion I shall have, accord-

ing to good old phrase, "a crow to pluck with him, and

a pock to put the feathers in." I heartily wish we could

have had the honor to see Miss Agnes and you at our

little farm, which is now in its glory— all the twigs

bursting into leaf, and all the lambs skipping on the

hills. I have been fishing almost from morning till

night; and Mrs. Scott, and two ladies, our guests, are

wandering about on the banks in the most Arcadian
fashion in the world. We are just on the point of set-

ting out on a pilgrimage to the "bonny bush aboon
Traquhair," which I believe will occupy us all the morn-
ing. Adieu, my dear Miss Baillie. Nothing will give

me more pleasure than to hear that you have found the

northern breezes fraught with inspiration. You are not

1 [Stmtliera was bom in 1776 in Long-Calderwood, Lanarkshire, where
Mrs. Baillie and her daughters then lived, and they became interested in
the clever child, who, before he learned the trade of shoemaking, was a
farm-servant.]
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entitled to spare yourself, and none is so deeply inter-

ested in your labors as your truly respectful friend and
admirer, Waltee Scott.

P. S. — We quit our quiet pastures to return to Edin-
burgh on the 10th. So Mr. Struthers's parcel will find

me there, if he is pleased to entrust me with the care

of it.

Mr. Struthers's volume was unfortunate in bearing

a title so very like that of James Grahame's Sabbath,

which, though not written sooner, had been published

a year or two before. This much interfered with its

success, yet it was not on the whole unsuccessful: it put

some £B0 or £40 into the pocket of a good man, to

whom this was a considerable supply; but it made his

name and character known, and thus served him far

more essentially; for he wisely continued to cultivate

his poetical talents without neglecting the opportunity,

thus afforded him through them, of pursuing his original

calling under better advantages. It is said that the soli-

tary and meditative generation of cobblers have produced

a larger list of murders and other domestic crimes than

any other mechanical trade except the butchers; but the

sons of Crispin have, to balance their account, a not less

disproportionate catalogue of poets ; and foremost among
these stands the pious author of The Poor Man's Sab-

bath ; one of the very few that have had sense and forti-

tude to resist the innumerable temptations to which any

measure of celebrity exposes persons of their class. I

believe Mr. Struthers still survives to enjoy the retro-

spect of a long and virtuous life. His letters to Scott

are equally creditable to his taste and his feelings, and

some time after we shall find him making a pilgrimage

of gratitude to Ashestiel.^

1 I am happy to learn, as this page passes through the press, from my
friend Mr. John Kerr, of Glasgow, that about three years ago Mr. Struth-

ers was appointed keeper of Stirling's Library, a collection of some conse-
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James Hogg was by this time beginning to be gener-

ally known and appreciated in Scotland; and tbe popu-

larity of bis Mountain Bard encouraged Scott to more

strenuous intercession in his behalf. I have before me
a long array of letters on this subject, which passed be-

tween Scott and the Earl of Dalkeith and his brother

Lord Montagu, in 1808. Hogg's prime ambition at this

period was to procure an ensigncy in a militia regiment,

and he seems to have set little by Scott's representations

that the pay of such a situation was very small, and that,

if he obtained it, he would probably find his relations

with his brother officers far from agreeable. There was,

however, another objection which Scott could not hint

to the aspirant himself, but which seems to have been

duly considered by those who were anxious to promote
his views. Militia officers of that day were by no means
unlikely to see their nerves put to the test; and the Shep-

herd's— though he wrote some capital war-songs, espe-

cially Donald Macdonald— were not heroically strung.

This was in truth no secret among his early intimates,

though he had not measured himself at all exactly on
that score, and was even tempted, when he found there

was no chance of the militia epaulette, to threaten that

he would "list for a soldier" in a marching regiment.

Notwithstanding at least one melancholy precedent, the

Excise, which would have suited him almost as badly as

"hugging Brown Bess," was next thought of; and the
Shepherd himself seems to have entered into that plan
with considerable alacrity: but I know not whether he
changed his mind, or what other cause prevented such
an appointment from taking place. After various shift-

ings he at last obtained, as we shall see, from the late

qnence in that city. The selection of him for this respectahle situation
reflects honor on the directors of the institution.— (December, 1836.)
[Mr. Struthers held this position for fifteen years, and for some time hefore
he had acted as reader for two puhlishing houses in Glasgow. In 1850 he
published an edition of his collected poems, with an autobiographical in-
troduction. He died in Glasgow, July 30, 1853.]
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Duke of Buccleuch's munificence, the gratuitous life-rent

of a small farm in the vale of Yarrow ; and had he con-

tented himself with the careful management of its fields,

the rest of his days might have been easy. But he could

not withstand the attractions of Edinburgh, which car-

ried him away from Altrive for months every year ; and

when at home, a warm and hospitable disposition, so

often stirred by vanity less pardonable than his, made
him convert his cottage into an unpaid hostelrie for the

reception of endless troops of thoughtless admirers; and

thus, in spite of much help and much forbearance,^ he

was never out of one set of pecuniary difficulties before

he had begim to weave the meshes of some fresh entan-

glement. In pace requiescat. There wiU never be such

an Ettrick Shepherd again.

The following is an extract from a letter of Scott's to

his brother Thomas, dated 20th June, 1808 :
—

"Excellent news to-day from Spain— yet I wish the

patriots had a leader of genius and influence. I fear

the Castilian nobility are more sunk than the common

people, and that it will be easier to find armies than

generals. A Wallace, Dundee, or Montrose, would be

the man for Spain at this moment. It is, however, a

consolation, that though the grandees of the earth, when

the post of honor becomes the post of danger, may be

less ambitious of occupying it, there may be some hidalgo

among the mountains of Asturias with all the spirit of

the Cid Euy Diaz, or Don Pelayo, or Don Quixote if

you will, whose gallantry was only impeachable from the

objects on which he exercised it. It strikes me as very

singular to have all the places mentioned in Don Quixote

and Gil Bias now the scenes of real and important

events. Gazettes dated from Oviedo, and gorges forti-

fied in the Sierra Morena, sounds like history in the land

of romance.

"James Hogg has driven his pigs to a bad market. I

am endeavoring, as a pis aller, to have him made an
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Excise officer, that station being, with respect to Scot-

tish geniuses, the grave of all the Capulets. Witness

Adam Smith, Burns," etc.

I mentioned the name of Joanna Baillie (for "who,"

as Scott says in a letter of this time, "ever speaks of

Miss Sappho?") in connection with the MS. of The Poor

Man's Sabbath. From Glasgow, where she had found

out Struthers in April, she proceeded to Edinburgh, and

took up her abode for a week or two under Scott's roof.^

Their acquaintance was thus knit into a deep and respect-

ful affection on both sides; and henceforth they main-

tained a close epistolary correspondence, which will, I

think, supply this compilation with some of the most

interesting of its materials. But within a few weeks

after Joanna's departure, he was to commence another

intimacy not less sincere and cordial; and when I name
Mr. Morritt of Eokeby, I have done enough to prepare

many of my readers to expect not inferior gratification

from the still more abundant series of letters in which,

from this time to the end of his life, Scott communicated

his thoughts and feelings to one of the most accomplished

men that ever shared his confidence.^ He had now

1 [While Joanna Baillie was in Edinburgh she read Scott's early drama-
tic sketch, The House of Aspen,— the " Germanized brat," with which his

guest's Plays on the Passions had put him quite out of conceit. Her criti-

cism, at once candid and courteous, closes with the declaration, — "I will

not let you heat me on my own ground if I can help it ; but, if it must be
so, I will less grudgingly yield the victory to you than any other poet I

know of." But though the lady read the drama with " high gratifica-

tion," her estimate of it could hardly have been so flattering as that of

George Ellis, who had, years before, told Scott that " he spent the evening

of his wedding-day readmg it to his wife." — See Familiar Letters, vol. i.

pp. 104^106.]

^ [John Bacon Sawrey Morritt was bom in 1772, and was educated at St.

John's College, Cambridge. In 1794 he visited the East, and spent two
years in travelling in Greece and Asia Minor. When Jacob Bryant en-

deavored to prove that no such city as Troy had ever existed, Morritt pub-
lished (1798) A Vindication of Homer and of the Ancient Poets and His-
torians who have recorded the Siege and Fall of. Troy ; and two years later,

Additional Betnarks on the Topography of Troy. A volume of Trans-
lations and Imitations of the Minor Greek Poets was brought out by him in
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reached a period of life after wliich real friendships are

but seldom formed ; and it is fortunate that another Eng-
lish one had been thoroughly compacted before death cut

the ties between him and George EUis— because his

dearest intimates within Scotland had of course but a
slender part in his written correspondence.

Several friends had written to recommend Mr. Morritt

to his acquaintance— among others, Mr. W. S. Kose
and Lady Louisa Stuart. His answer to her Ladyship
I must insert here, for the sake of the late inimitable

Lydia White, who so long ruled without a rival in the

soft realm of blue Mayfair :—

Edineukgh, 16th June, 1808.

Mr DEAK Lady Louisa,— Nothing wiU give us more
pleasure than to have the honor of showing every atten-

tion in our power to Mr. and Mrs. Morritt, and I am
particularly happy in a circumstance that at once pro-

mises me a great deal of pleasure in the acquaintance of

your Ladyship's friends, and affords me the satisfaction

of hearing from you again. Pray don't triumph over

me too much in the case of Lydia. I stood a very re-

spectable siege; but she caressed my wife, coaxed my
children, and made, by dint of cake and pudding, some

impression even upon the affections of my favorite dog

:

— so, when all the outworks were carried, the main for-

tress had no choice but to surrender on honorable terms.

To the best of my thinking, notwithstanding the cerulean

hue of her stockings, and a most plentiful stock of eccen-

tric affectation, she is really at bottom a good-natured

woman, with much liveliness and some talent. She is

now set out to the Highlands, where she is. likely to

1802. Later Be was an occasional contributor to the Quarterly Beview. He
married (1803) Katharine, daughter of the EeT. Thomas Stanley of Win-

wick in Lancashire. Morritt was three times returned to Parliament be-

tween the years 1799 and 1820. He was a member of the Dilettanti

Society, and his portrait as arch-master of its ceremonies was painted by

Sir Martin Shee for the Society in 1831.]
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encounter many adventures, Mrs. Scott and I went as

far as Loch Katrine with her, from which jaunt I have

just returned. We had most heavenly weather, which

was peculiarly favorable to my fair companions' zeal for

sketching every object that fell in their way, from a castle

to a pigeon-house. Did your Ladyship ever travel with

a drawing companion? Mine drew like cart-horses, as

well in laborious zeal as in effect; for, after all, I could

not help hinting that the cataracts delineated bore a sin-

gular resemblance to haycocks, and the rocks much cor-

respondence to large old-fashioned cabinets with their

folding-doors open. So much for Lydia, whom I left

on her journey through the Highlands, but by what route

she had not resolved. I gave her three plans, and think

it likely she will adopt none of them : moreover, when the

executive government of postilions, landlords, and High-

land boatmen devolves upon her English servant instead

of me, I am afraid the distresses of the errant damsels

will fall a little beneath the dignity of romances. All

this nonsense is entre nous, for Miss White has been

actively zealous in getting me some Irish correspondence

about Swift, and otherwise very obliging.

It is not with my inclination that I fag for the book-

sellers; but what can I do? My poverty and not my
will consents. The income of my office is only rever-

sionary, and my private fortune much limited. My
poetical success fairly destroyed my prospects of profes-

sional success, and obliged me to retire from the Bar;

for though I had a competent share of information and
industry, who would trust their cause to the author of

The Lay of the Last Minstrel? Now, although I do

allow that an author should take care of his literary char-

acter, yet I think the least thing that his literary charac-

ter can do in return is to take some care of the author, who
is unfortunately, like Jeremy in Love for Love, fur-

nished with a set of tastes and appetites which would do
honor to the income of a Duke if he had it. Besides,
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I go to work with Swift con amore ; for, like Dryden, lie

is an early favorite of mine. The Marmion is nearly
out, and I have made one or two alterations on the third

edition, with which the press is now groaning. So soon
as it is, it will make the number of copies published
within the space of six months amount to eight thousand,
— an immense number surely, and enough to comfort the

author's wounded feelings, had the claws of the reviewers

been able to reach him through the steel jack of true

Border indifference. Your Ladyship's much obliged and
faithful servant, Walter Scott.

Mr. and Mrs. Morritt reached Edinburgh soon after

this letter was written. Scott showed them the lions of

the town and its .vicinity, exactly as if he had nothing

else to attend to but their gratification ; and Mr. Morritt

recollects with particular pleasure one long day spent in

rambling along the Esk by Eoslin and Hawthornden,

" Where Jonson sat in Drummond's social shade,"

down to the old haunts of Lasswade.

" When we approached that village," says the Memorandum
with which Mr. Morritt favors me, " Scott, who had laid hold

of my arm, turned along the road in a direction not leading

to the place where the carriage was to meet us. After walk-

ing some minutes towards Edinburgh, I suggested that we were

losing the scenery of the Esk, and, besides, had Dalkeith Palace

yet to see. ' Yes,' said he, ' and I have been bringing you

where there is little enough to be seen— only that Scotch cot-

tage '— one by the roadside, with a small garth ;— ' but, though

not worth looking at, I could not pass it. It was our first

country-house when newly married, and many a contrivance we
had to make it comfortable. I made a dining-table for it with

my own hands. Look at these two miserable wiUow-trees on

either side the gate into the enclosure ; they are tied together

at the top to be an arch, and a cross made of two sticks over

them is not yet decayed. To be sure, it is not much of a lion

to show a stranger ; but I wanted to see it again myself, for I
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assure you that after I had constructed it, mamma ' [Mrs. Scott]

* and I both of us thought it so fine, we turned out to see it by

moonlight, and walked backwards from it to the cottage door,

in admiration of our own magnificence and its picturesque

effect. I did want to see if it was stUl there— so now we will

look after the barouche, and make the best of our way to Dal-

keith.' Such were the natural feelings that endeared the Au-
thor of Marmion and the Lay to those who ' saw him in his

happier hours of social pleasure.' His person at that time may
be exactly known from Raeburn's first picture, which had just

been executed for his bookseller, Constable, and which was a

most faithful likeness of him and his dog Camp. The literal

fidelity of the portraiture, however, is its principal merit. The
expression is serious and contemplative, very unlike the hilarity

and vivacity then habitual to his speaking face, but quite true

to what it was in the absence of such excitement. His features

struck me at first as commonplace and heavy,— but they were
almost always lighted up by the flashes of the mind within.

This required a hand more masterly than Raeburn's ; and in-

deed, in my own opinion, Chantrey alone has in his bust attained

that, in his case, most difficult task of portraying the features

faithfully, and yet giving the real and transient expression of
'

the countenance when animated.

" We passed a week in Edinburgh, chiefly in his society and
that of his friends the Mackenzies. We were so far on our

way to Brahan Castle, in Ross-shire. Scott unlocked aU his

antiquarian lore, and supplied us with numberless data, such
as no guide-book could have furnished, and such as Ms own
Monkbarns might have delighted to give. It would be idle to

teU how much pleasure and instruction his advice added to a
tour in itself so productive of both, as well as of private friend-

ships and intimacies, now too generally terminated by death,
but never severed by caprice or disappointment. His was
added to the number by our reception now in Edinburgh, and,
on our return from the Highlands, at Ashestiel— where he
had made us promise to visit him, saying that the farmhouse
had pigeon-holes enough for such of his friends as could live,

like him, on Tweed salmon and Forest mutton. There he was
the cherished friend and kind neighbor of every middling Sel-

kirkshire yeoman, just as easily as in Edinburgh he was the
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companion of clever youth, and narrative old age in refined

society. He carried us one day to Melrose Abbey or Newark
— another, to course with mountain greyhounds by Yarrow
braes or St. Mary's loch, repeating every ballad or legendary

tale connected with the scenery— and on a third, we must all

go to a farmer's him, or harvest-home, to dance with Border
lasses on a barn floor, drink whiskey-punch, and enter with him
into aU the gossip and good-fellowship of his neighbors, on a

complete footing of unrestrained conviviality, equality, and mu-
tual respect. His wife and happy young family were clustered

round him, and the cordiality of his reception would have

imbent a misanthrope.

" At this period his conversation was more equal and ani-

mated than any man's that I ever knew. It was most char-

acterized by the extreme felicity and fun of his illustrations,

drawn from the whole encyclopaedia of life and nature, in a

style sometimes too exuberant for written narrative, but which

to him was natural and spontaneous. A hundred stories, al-

ways apposite, and often interesting the mind by strong pathos,

or eminently ludicrous, were daily told, which, with many more,

have since been transplanted, almost in the same language, into

the Waverley novels and his other writings. These and his

recitations of poetry, which can never be forgotten by those

who knew him, made up the charm that his boundless memory
enabled him to exert to the wonder of the gaping lovers of

wonders. But equally impressive and powerful was the lan-

guage of his warm heart, and equally wonderful were the con-

clusions of his vigorous understanding, to those who could

return or appreciate either. Among a number of such recol-

lections, I have seen many of the thoughts which then passed

through his mind embodied in the delightful prefaces annexed

late in life to his poetry and novels. Those on literary quar-

rels and literary irritability are exactly what he then expressed.

Keenly enjoying literature as he did, and indulging his own

love of it in perpetual composition, he always maintained the

same estimate of it as subordinate and auxiliary to the purposes

of life, and rather talked of men and events than of books and

criticism. Literary fame, he always said, was a bright feather

in the cap, but not the substantial cover of a weU-protected

head. This sound and manly feeling was what I have seen
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described by some of his biographers as pride ; and it will al-

ways be thought so by those whose own vanity can only be

gratified by the admiration of others, and who mistake shows

for realities. None valued the love and applause of others

more than Scott ; but it was to the love and applause of those

he valued in return that he restricted the feeling— without re-

stricting the kindness. Men who did not, or would not, under-

stand this, perpetually mistook him— and, after loading him
with undesired eulogy, perhaps in his own house neglected

common attention or civility to other parts of his family. It

was on such an occasion that I heard him murmur in my ear,

' Author as I am, I wish these good people would recoUect that

I began with being a gentleman, and don't mean to give up the

character.' Such was all along his feeUng, and this, with a

slight prejudice common to Scotchmen in favor of ancient and
respectable family descent, constituted what in Grub Street is

called his pride. It was, at least, what Johnson would have

justly called defensive pride. From all other, and still more
from mere vanity, I never knew any man so remarkably
free."

The farmer at whose annual hirn Scott and all his

household were, in those days, regular guests, was Mr.
Laidlaw, the Duke of Buccleuch's tenant on the lands

of Peel, which are only separated from the eastern ter-

race of Ashestiel by the ravine and its brook. Mr. Laid-
law was himself possessed of some landed property in the

same neighborhood, and being considered as wealthy,

and fond of his wealth, he was usually called among the
country people iaW iVipp3/y an expressive designation
which it would be difficult to translate. Though a very
dry, demure, and taciturn old Presbyterian, he could not
resist the Sheriff's jokes; nay, he even gradually sub-
dued his scruples so far as to become a pretty constant
attendant at his ^'English printed prayers " on the Sun-
days ; which, indeed, were by this time rather more popu-
lar than quite suited the capacity of the parlor-chapel.

Mr. Laidlaw's wife was a woman of superior mind and
manners— a great reader, and one of the few to whom
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Scott liked lending his books; for most strict and deli-

cate was he always in the care of them, and indeed,
hardly any trivial occurrence ever seemed to touch his

temper at all, except anything like irreverent treatment
of a book. The intercourse between the family at Ash-
estiel and this worthy woman and her children was a
constant interchange of respect and kindness; but I re-

member to have heard Scott say that the greatest compli-
ment he had ever received in his life was from the rigid

old farmer himself; for, years after he had left Ashes-
tiel, he discovered casually that special care had been
taken to keep the turf seat on the Shirra' s Tcnowe in

good repair; and this was much from Nippy.
And here I must set down a story which, most readers

will smile to be told, was often repeated by Scott; and
always with an air that seemed to me, in spite of his

endeavors to the contrary, as grave as the usual aspect

of Laird Nippy of the Peel. This neighbor was a dis-

tant kinsman of his dear friend William Laidlaw ;— so

distant, that elsewhere in that condition they would
scarcely have remembered any community of blood; —
but they both traced their descent, in the ninth degree,

to an ancestress who, in the days of John Knox, fell into

trouble from a suspicion of witchcraft. In her time the

Laidlaws were rich and prosperous, and held rank among
the best gentry of Tweeddale; but in some evil hour,

her husband, the head of his blood, reproached her with

her addiction to the black art, and she, in her anger,

cursed the name and lineage of Laidlaw. Her youngest

son, who stood by, implored her to revoke the maledic-

tion ; but in vain. Next day, however, on the renewal

of his entreaties, she carried him with her into the woods,

made him slay a heifer, sacrificed it to the power of evil

in his presence, and then, collecting the ashes in her

apron, invited the youth to see her commit them to the

river, "Follow them," said she, "from stream to pool,

as long as they float visible, and as many streams as you
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shall then have passed, for so many generations shall

your descendants prosper. After that, they shall, like

the rest of the name, be poor, ajid take their part in my
curse." The streams he counted were nine ; "and now,"

Scott would say, "look round you in this country, and

sure enough the Laidlaws are one and all landless men,

with the single exception of Auld Nippy! " Many times

had I heard both him and William Laidlaw tell this

story, before any suspicion got abroad that Nippy's

wealth rested on insecure foundations. Year after year,

we never escorted a stranger by the Peel, but I heard

'the tale;— and at last it came with a new conclusion ;
—

"and now, think whatever we choose of it, my good friend

Nippy is a bankrupt." ^

Mr. Morritt's mention of the "happy young family

clustered round him" at Mr. Laidlaw's kirn, reminds

me that I ought to say a few words on Scott's method of

treating his children in their early days. He had now two

boys and two girls ;— and he never had more.^ He was

1 I nnderstand the use of the word bankrupt here has given offence —
and possibly it was not the exact word Scott employed. In common par-

lance, however, a man is said to be banhruptf when his worldly affairs

have undergone some disastrous change— and such was certainly the

case with Mr. Laidlaw — before he left his old possession of the Peel.—
(1839.)

^ I may as well transcribe here the rest of the record in Scott's fam-
ily Bible. After what was quoted in a former chapter, it thus pro-

"24'° die Octobris 1799. — Margareta C. Scott,fliam apud Edinburgum
edidit 15" Novembris 1799, in Hcdesiam Christianam recepta fait per bap-

tismum dicta Jilia, nomenque ei adjectum Charlotta Scphia, per virum reveren-

dum Danidem Sandford ; sponsoribus prmnobili Arthuro Marchione de

Downshire, Sophia Dumergue, el Anna Rutherford matre mea.
" Margareta C. Scott puerum edidit SS"" Octobris A. D. 1801 apud Edin-

burgum ; nomenque ei adjectum Gualterus, cum per v. rev. Doctorem Danielem
Sandford baptizatus erat.

" M. C. Scottfliam edidit apud Edinburgum Zdo die Februarij 1803, quae

in Ecdesiam recepta fuitper virum reverendum Doctorem Sandford, no-

menque ei adjectum Anna Scott.

" 24'" Decern : 1805.— M. C. Scott apud Edinburgum puerum edidit, qui

baptizatus erat per virum reverendum Joannem Thomson, Ministrum de Dud-
dingstone prope Edinburgum, nomenque Carolus illi datum."
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not one of those who take much delight in a mere infant;

but no father ever devoted more time and tender care to

his offspring than he did to each of his, as they succes-

sively reached the age when they could listen to him, and

understand his talk.^ Like their mute playmates. Camp
and the greyhounds, they had at all times free access to

his study ; he never considered their tattle as any disturb-

ance; they went and came as pleased their fancy; he

was always ready to answer their questions; and when
they, unconscious how he was engaged, entreated him to

lay down his pen and tell them a story, he would take

them on his knee, repeat a ballad or a legend, kiss them,

and set them down again to their marbles or ninepins,

and resume his labor as if refreshed by the interruption.

From a very early age he made them dine at table, and

"to sit up to supper" was the great reward when they

had been "very good bairns." In short, he considered

it as the highest duty as well as the sweetest pleasure of

a parent to be the companion of his children ; he partook

all their little joys and sorrows, and made his kind un-

formal instructions to blend so easily and playfully with

the current of their own sayings and doings, that so far

from regarding him with any distant awe, it was never

thought that any sport or diversion could go on in the

right way, unless pa^pa were of the party, or that the

rainiest day could be dull so he were at home.

1 [One of the earliest descriptions of Scott's children will he found in

one of their father's letters to John Leyden, written in 1806 :
— " Walter

has acquired the surname of Gilnoekie, heing large of limb and bone, and

dauntless in disposition, like that noted chieftain. Tour little friend Sophia

is grown a tall girl, and I think promises to he very clever, as she discovers

uncommon acuteness of apprehension. We have, moreover, a little round-

about girl, with large dark eyes, as brown, as good-humored, and as lively

as the mother that bore her, and of whom she is the most striking picture.

Over and above all this there is in rerum natura a certain little Charles, so

called after the Knight of the Crocodile ; but of this gentleman I can say

but little, as he is only five months old, and consequently not at the time

of life when I can often enjoy the honor of his company."— Familiar

Letters, vol. i. p. 35.]
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Of the irregularity of his own education he speaks

with consideraUe regret, in the autobiographical frag-

ment written this year at Ashestiel; yet his practice does

not look as if that feeling had been strongly rooted in

his mind ;— for he never did show much concern about

regulating systematically what is usually called education

in the case of his own children. It seemed, on the con-

trary, as if he attached little importance to anything

else, so he could perceive that the young curiosity was

excited— the intellect, by whatever springs of interest,

set in motion. He detested and despised the whole gen-

eration of modern children's books, in which the attempt

is made to convey accurate notions of scientific minutias

:

delighting cordially, on the other hand, in those of 'the

preceding age, which, addressing themselves chiefly to

the imagination, obtain through it, as he believed, the

best chance of stirring our graver faculties also. He
exercised the memory, by selecting for tasks of recitation

passages of popular verse the most likely to catch the

fancy of children; and gradually familiarized them with

the ancient history of their own country, by arresting

attention, in the course of his own oral narrations, on

incidents and characters of a similar description. Nor
did he neglect to use the same means of quickening curi-

osity as to the events of sacred history. On Sunday he

never rode— at least not until his growing infirmity

made his pony almost necessary to him— for it was his

principle that all domestic animals have a full right to

their Sabbath of rest; but after he had read the church

service, he usually walked with his whole family, dogs

included, to some favorite spot at a considerable distance

from the house— most frequently the ruined tower of

Elibank— and there dined with them in the open air on
a basket of cold provisions, mixing his wine with the

water of the brook beside which they all were grouped
around him on the turf; and here, or at home, if the

weather kept them from their ramble, his Sunday talk
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was just such a series of Biblical lessons as that which we
have preserved for the permanent use of rising genera-
tions, in his Tales of a Grandfather, on the early history
of Scotland. I wish he had committed that other series to
writing too; — how different that would have been from
our thousand compilations of dead epitome and imbecile
cant! He had his Bible, the Old Testament especially,

by heart; and on these days inwove the simple pathos
or sublime enthusiasm of Scripture, in whatever story

he was telling, with the same picturesque richness as he
did, in his week-day tales, the quaint Scotch of Pits-

cottie, or some rude romantic old rhyme from Barbour's
Bruce or Blind Harry's Wallace.

By many external accomplishments, either in girl or

boy, he set little store. He delighted to hear his daugh-
ters sing an old ditty, or one of his own framing ; but, so

the singer appeared to feel the spirit of her ballad, he

was not at all critical of the technical execution. There
was one thing, however, on which he fixed his heart

hardly less than the ancient Persians of the Cyropaedia;

like them, next to love of truth, he held love of horse-

manship for the prime point of education. As soon as

his eldest girl could sit a pony, she was made the regular

attendant of his mountain rides; and they all, as they

attained sufficient strength, had the like advancement.

He taught them to think nothing of tumbles, and habitu-

ated them to his own reckless delight in perilous fords

and flooded streams ; and they all imbibed in great per-

fection his passion for horses— as well, I may venture

to add, as his deep reverence for the more important

article of that Persian training. "Without courage,"

he said, "there cannot be truth; and without truth there

can be no other virtue."

He had a horror of boarding-schools; never allowed

his girls to learn anything out of his own house; and

chose their governess— Miss Miller— who about this

time was domesticated with them, and never left them
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while they needed one, — with far greater regard to her

kind good temper and excellent moral and religious prin-

ciples, than to the measure of her attainments in what

are called fashionable accomplishments. The admirable

system of education for boys in Scotland combines all

the advantages of public and private instruction; his

carried their satchels to the High School, when the

family was in Edinburgh, just as he had done before

them, and shared of course the evening society of their

happy home. But he rarely, if ever, left them in town,

when he could himself be in the country ; and at Ashes-

tiel he was, for better or for worse, his eldest boy's daily

tutor, after he began Latin.

The following letter will serve, among other things, to

supply a few more details of the domestic life of Ashestiel

:

TO MISS JOANNA BAILLIE, HAMPSTEAD.

September 20, 1808.

My deae Miss Baillie, — The law, you know, makes

the husband answerable for the debts of his wife, and

therefore gives him a right to approach her creditors

with an offer of payment; so that, after witnessing many
fruitless and broken resolutions of my Charlotte, I am
determined, rather than she and I shall appear longer

insensible of your goodness, to intrude a few lines on

you to answer the letter you honored her with some time

ago. The secret reason of her procrastination is, I be-

lieve, some terror of writing in English— which you
know is not her native language— to one who is as much
distinguished by her command of it as by the purposes

she, adapts it to. I wish we had the command of what
my old friend Pitscottie calls "a blink of the sun or a

whip of the whirlwind," to transport you to this solitude

before the frost has stript it of its leaves. It is not, in-

deed (even I must confess), equal in picturesque beauty

to the banks of Clyde and Evan ; ^ but it is so seques-

^ Miss Baillie was bom [in the manse, Bothwell, Lanarkshire. Some of

her early years were spent] at Long-Calderwood, near Hamilton.
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tered, so simple, and so solitary, that it seems just to

have beauty enough to delight its inhabitants, without
a single attraction for any visitor, except those who come
for its inhabitants' sake. And in good sooth, whenever
I was tempted to envy the splendid scenery of the lakes

of Westmoreland, I always endeavored to cure my fit

of spleen by recollecting that they attract as many idle,

insipid, and indolent gazers, as any celebrated beauty in

the land, and that our scene of pastoral hills and pure
streams is like Touchstone's mistress, "a poor thing, but
mine own." I regret, however, that these celebrated

beauties should have frowned, wept, or pouted upon you,

when you honored them by your visit in summer. Did
Miss Agnes Baillie and you meet with any of the poetical

inhabitants of that district— Wordsworth, Southey, or

Coleridge? The two former would, I am sure, have been
happy in paying their respects to you; with the habits

and tastes of the latter I am less acquainted.

Time has lingered with me from day to day in expec-

tation of being called southward ; I now begin to think

my journey will hardly take place till winter, or early

in spring. One of the most pleasant circumstances at-

tending it will be the opportunity to pay my homage to

you, and to claim withal a certain promise concerning

a certain play, of which you were so kind as to promise

me a reading. I hope you do not permit indolence to

lay the paring of her little finger upon you; we cannot

afford the interruption to your labors which even that

might occasion. And "what are you doing?" your po-

liteness will perhaps lead you to say : in answer, — Why,
I am very like a certain ancient king, distinguished in

the Edda, who, when Lok paid him a visit,—
" Was twisting of collars his dogs to hold,

And combing the mane of his courser hold."

If this idle man's employment required any apology, we

must seek it in the difiiculty of seeking food to make
savory messes for our English guests; for we are eight
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miles from market, and must call in all the country

sports to aid the larder. We had here, two days ago,

a very pleasant English family, the Morritts of Eokeby
Park, in Yorkshire. The gentleman wandered over all

Greece, and visited the Troad, to aid in confuting the

hypothesis of old Bryant, who contended that Troy town

was not taken by the Greeks. His erudition is, how-

ever, not of an overbearing kind, which was lucky for

me, who am but a slender classical scholar. Charlotte's

kindest and best wishes attend Miss Agnes Baillie, in

which I heartily and respectfully join;— to you she

offers her best apology for not writing, and hopes for

your kind forgiveness. I ought perhaps to make one

for taking the task o£E her hands, but we are both at

your mercy ; and I am ever your most faithful, obedient,

and admiring servant, Walter Scott.

P. S. — I have had a visit from the author of The Poor
Man's Sabbath, whose affairs with Constable are, I hope,

settled to his satisfaction. I got him a few books more
than were originally stipulated, and have endeavored to

interest Lord Leven,^ and through him Mr. Wilberforce,

and through them both, the saints in general, in the

success of this modest and apparently worthy man.
Lord Leven has promised his exertions; and the interest

of the party, if exerted, would save a work tenfold infe-

rior in real merit. What think you of Spain? The
days of William Wallace and the Cid Euy Diaz de

Bivar seem to be reviving there.

1 Alexander, tenth Earl of Leven, had married a lady of the English

family of Thornton, whose munificent charities are familiar to the readers

of Cowper's Life and Letters ; hence, probably, his Lordship's inSnence
with the party alluded to in the text.
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The reader does not need to be reminded that Scott

at this time had business enough on his hand, besides

combing the mane of Brown Adam, and twisting cou-

ples for Douglas and Percy. He was deep in Swift;

and the Ballantyne press was groaning under a multitude

of works, some of them already mentioned, with almost

all of which his hand as well as his head had something,

more or less, to do. But a serious change was about to

take place in his relations with the spirited publishing

housfe which had hitherto been the most efficient support-

ers of that press ; and his letters begin to be much occu-

pied with differences and disputes which, uninteresting as

the details would now be, must have cost him many anx-

ious hours in the apparently idle autumn of 1808. Mr.

Constable had then for his partner Mr. Alexander Gib-

son Hunter, afterwards Laird of Blackness, to whose

intemperate language, much more than to any part of

Constable's own conduct, Scott ascribed this unfortunate

alienation ; which, however, as well as most of my friend's
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subsequent misadventures, I am inclined to trace, in no

small degree, to the influence which a third person, hith-

erto unnamed, was about this time beginning to exercise

over the concerns of James Ballantyne.

John Ballantyne, a younger brother of Scott's school-

fellow, was originally destined for the paternal trade of

a merchant— (that is to say, a dealer in everything from

fine broadcloth to children's tops)— at Kelso. The
father seems to have sent him when very young to Lon-
don, where, whatever else he may have done in the way
of professional training, he spent some time in the bank-

ing-house of Messrs. Currie. On returning to Kelso,

however, the ''^department" which more peculiarly de-

volved upon him was the tailoring one.^ His personal

habits had not been improved by his brief sojourn in the

Great City, and his business, in consequence (by his own
statement) of the irregularity of his life, gradually melted

to nothing in his hands. Early in 1805, his goods were

sold off, and barely sufficed to pay his debts. The wor-

thy old couple found refuge with their ever affectionate

eldest son, who provided his father with some little occu-

pation (real or nominal) about the printing-office; and
thus John himself again quitted his native place, under
circumstances which, as I shall show in the sequel, had
left a deep and painful trace even upon that volatile mind.

He had, however, some taste, and he at least fancied

himself to have some talent for literature ;
"^ and the rise

of his elder brother, who also had met with no success in

his original profession, was before him. He had ac-

quired in London great apparent dexterity in book-keep-

ing and accounts. He was married by this time; and
it might naturally be hoped that with the severe lessons

1 The first time that William Laidlaw saw John Ballantyne, he had
come to Selkirk to measure the troopers of the Yeomanry Cavalry, of

whom Laidlaw was one, for new hreeches.— (1839.)

2 John Ballantyne, upon the marvellous success of Waverley, wrote and
published a novel, called The Widow's Lodgings. More wretched trash
never was.
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of the past, he would now apply sedulously to any duty
that might be entrusted to him. The concern in the

Canongate was a growing one, and James Ballantyne's

somewhat indolent habits were already severely tried by
its multifarious management. The Company offered

John a salary of £200 a year as clerk; and the destitute

&s.-merchant was too happy to accept the proposal.^

He was a quick, active, intrepid little fellow ; and in

society so very lively and amusing, so full of fun and
merriment, such a thoroughly light-hearted droll, all-over

quaintness and humorous mimicry; and, moreover, such

a keen and skilful devotee to all manner of field-sports,

from fox-hunting to badger-baiting inclusive, that it was
no wonder he should have made a favorable impression

on Scott, when he appeared in Edinburgh in this desti-

tute plight, and offered to assist James in book-keeping,

which the latter never understood, or could bring himself

to attend to with regularity. The contrast between the

two brothers was not the least of the amusement; indeed

that continued to amuse him to the last. The elder of

these is painted to the life in an early letter of Leyden's,

which, on the Doctor's death, he, though not (I fancy)

without wincing, permitted Scott to print: "Methinks

I see you with your confounded black beard, bull-neck,

and upper lip turned up to your nose, while one of your

eyebrows is cocked perpendicularly, and the other forms

pretty well the base of a right-angled triangle, opening

your great gloating eyes, and crying— But, Leyden ! I !
"

James was a short, stout, well-made man, and would

have been considered a handsome one, but for these gro-

^ The reader, who compares this account of John Ballantyne's early life

with that given in the former edition of this work (toI. ii. p. 196), will

observe some alterations that I have made — but they are none of them as

to points of the very slightest importance. The sketch of John's career,

drawn up by himself, shortly before his death, confirms every word I had

said as to anything of substantial consequence — and indeed tells the story

more unfavorably for him than I did— or do. It was printed in vol. v. of

the first edition, p. 77 ; and will be reprinted in its proper place, sub anno

1821. — (1839.)
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tesque frowns, starts, and twistings of his features, set

off by a certain mock majesty of walk and gesture, which

he had perhaps contracted from his usual companions,

the emperors and tyrants of the stage. His voice in talk

was grave and sonorous, and he sung well (theatrically

well), in a fine rich bass. John's tone in singing was

a sharp treble— in conversation something between a

croak and a squeak. Of his style of story-telling it is

sufficient to say that the late Charles Mathews's "old

Scotch lady " was but an imperfect copy of the original,

which the great comedian first heard in my presence from

his lips.i He was shorter than James, but lean as a

scarecrow, and he rather hopped than walked: his fea-

tures, too, were naturally good, and he twisted them

about quite as much, but in a very different fashion.

The elder brother was a gourmand— the younger liked

hi? bottle and his bowl, as well as, like Johnny Arm-
strong, "a hawk, a hound, and a fair woman." Scott

used to call the one Aldiborontiphoscophornio— the other

Eigdumfunnidos. They both entertained him ; they both

loved and revered him; and I believe would have shed

their heart's blood in his service; but they both, as men
of affairs, deeply injured him— and above all, the day
that brought John into pecuniary connection with him
was the blackest in his calendar. A more reckless,

thoughtless, improvident adventurer never rushed into

the serious responsibilities of business ; but his cleverness,

his vivacity, his unaffected zeal, his gay fancy always

seeing the light side of everything, his imperturbable

good-humor, and buoyant elasticity of spirits, made and
kept him such a favorite, that I believe Scott would
as soon have ordered his dog to be hanged, as harbored,

in his darkest hour of perplexity, the least thought of

discarding "jocund Johnny."

The great bookseller of Edinburgh was a man of cali-

1 Tlie reader will find an amusing anecdote of Johnny in the Memoirs of
Mathews, hy his widow, vol. ii. p. 382. — (1839.)



i8o8 ARCHIBALD CONSTABLE 83

bre infinitely beyond these Ballantynes. Though with
a strong dash of the sanguine, without which, indeed,

there can be no great projector in any walk of life, Archi-
bald Constable was one of the most sagacious persons

that ever followed his profession. A brother poet of

Scott says to him, a year or two before this time, " Our
butteracious friend at the Cross turns out a deep draw-
well;" and another eminent literator, still more closely

connected with Constable, had already, I believe, chris-

tened him "The Crafty." Indeed, his fair and very
handsome physiognomy carried a bland astuteness of

expression, not to be mistaken by any who could read

the plainest of nature's handwriting. He made no pre-

tensions to literature— though he was in fact a tolerable

judge of it generally, and particularly well skilled in the

department of Scotch antiquities. He distrusted himself,

however, in such matters, being conscious that his early

education had been very imperfect; and, moreover, he

wisely considered the business of a critic as quite as much
out of his "proper line" as authorship itself. But of

that "proper line," and his own qualifications for it, his

estimation was ample ; and— often as I may have smiled

at the lofty serenity of his self-complacence— I confess

I now doubt whether he rated himseK too highly as a

master in the true science of the bookseller. He had, in-

deed, in his mercantile character, one deep and fatal flaw

— for he hated accounts, and systematically refused,

during the most vigorous years of his life, to examine or

sign a balance-sheet; but for casting a keen eye over the

remotest indications of popular taste— for anticipating

the chances of success and failure in any given variety

of adventure— for the planning and invention of his

calling— he was not, in his own day at least, surpassed;

and among all his myriad of undertakings, I question if

any one that really originated with himself, and contin-

ued to be superintended by his own care, ever did fail.

He was as bold as far-sighted— and his disposition was
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as liberal as his views were wide. Had he and Scott

from the beginning trusted as thoroughly as they under-

stood each other; had there been no third parties to step

in, flattering an overweening vanity on the one hand into

presumption, and on the other side spurring the enter-

prise that wanted nothing but a bridle, I have no doubt

their joint career might have been one of unbroken pros-

perity. But the Ballantynes were jealous of the superior

mind, bearing, and authority of Constable; and though

he too had a liking for them both personally— esteemed

James's literary tact, and was far too much of a humorist

not to be very fond of the younger brother's company—
he could never away with the feeling that they intervened

unnecessarily, and left him but the shadow, where he

ought to have had the substantial lion's share, of confi-

dence. On his part, again, he was too proud a man to

give entire confidence where that was withheld from him-

self; and more especially, I can well believe that a frank-

ness of communication as to the real amount of his capi-

tal and general engagements of business, which would

have been the reverse of painful to him in habitually

confidential intercourse with Scott, was out of the ques-

tion where Scott's proposals and suggestions were to be
met in conference, not with his own manly simplicity,

but the buckram pomposity of the one, or the burlesque

levity of the other, of his plenipotentiaries.

The disputes in question seem to have begun very
shortly after the contract for the Life and Edition of

Swift had been completed; and we shall presently see

reason to infer that Scott to a certain degree was influ-

enced at the moment by a soreness originating in the

recent conduct of Mr. Jeffrey's Journal— that great

primary source of the wealth and authority of the house
of Constable. The then comparatively little-known book-

seller of London, who was destined to be ultimately Con-
stable's most formidable rival in more than one depart-

ment of publishing, has told me, that when he read the
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article on Marmion, and another on general politics, in

the same number of the Edinburgh Eeview, he said to

himself, "Walter Scott has feelings both as a gentle-

man and a Tory, which these people must now have
wounded;— the alliance between him and the whole
clique of the Edinburgh Eeview, its proprietor included,

is shaken;" and, as far at least as the political part of

the affair was concerned, John Murray's sagacity was
not at fault. We have seen with what thankful alacrity

he accepted a small share in the adventure of Marmion
— and with what brilliant success that was crowned ; nor
is it wonderful that a young bookseller, conscious of

ample energies, should now have watched with eagerness

the circumstances which seemed not unlikely to place

within his own reach a more intimate connection with

the first great living author in whose works he had ever

had any direct interest. He forthwith took measures for

improving and extending his relations with James Bal-

lantyne, through whom, as he guessed, Scott could best

be approached. His tenders of employment for the

Canongate press were such, that the apparent head of the

firm proposed a conference at Ferrybridge, in Yorkshire;

and there Murray, after detailing some of his own liter-

ary plans— particularly that already alluded to, of a

Novelists' Library— in his turn sounded Ballantyne so

far, as to resolve at once on pursuing his journey into

Scotland. Ballantyne had said enough to satisfy him
that the project of setting up a new publishing house in

Edinburgh, in opposition to Constable, was already all

but matured; and he, on the instant, proposed himself

for its active cooperator in the metropolis. The printer

proceeded to open his budget further, mentioning, among
other things, that the author of Marmion had "both an-

other Scotch poem and a Scotch novel on the stocks;"

and had, moreover, chalked out the design of an Edin-

burgh Annual Kegister, to be condilcted in opposition to

the politics and criticism of Constable's Eeview. These
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tiding^ might have been enough to make Murray proceed

farther northwards; but there was a scheme of his own

which had for some time deeply occupied his mind, and

the last article of this communication determined him to

embrace the opportunity of opening it in person at Ash-

estiel. He arrived there about the middle of October.

The 26th Number of the Edinburgh Eeview, containing

Mr. Brougham's celebrated article, entitled Don Ceval-

los, on the Usurpation of Spain, had just been published

;

and one of the first things Scott mentioned in conversa-

tion was, that he had so highly resented the tone of that

essay, as to give orders that his name might be discontin-

ued on the list of subscribers.^ Mr. Murray could not

have wished better auspices for the matter he had come

to open ; and, shortly after his departure, Scott writes as

follows, to his prime political confidant :
—

TO GEOBGE ELLIS, ESQ., CLAEEMONT.

AsHESTiEii, November 2, 1808.

Dear Ellis, —We had, equally to our joy and sur-

prise, a flying visit from Heber, about three weeks ago.

He stayed but three days— but, between old stories and

new, we made them very merry in their passage. Dur-

ing his stay, John Murray, the bookseller in Elect Street,

who has more real knowledge of what concerns his busi-

ness than any of his brethren— at least than any of them

that I know— came to canvass a most important plan, of

which I am now, in "dern privacie," to give you the

outline. I had most strongly recommended to our Lord
Advocate^ to think of some counter-measures against

1 " When the 26th Number appeared, Mr. Scott wrote to Constable in

these terms :
' The Edinburgh Review had become such as to render it im-

possible for me to continae a contributor to it.— Now, it is such as I can

no longer continue to receive or read it.' The list of the then subscribers

exhibits in an indignant dash of Constable's pen opposite Mr. Scott's name,
the -word— ' Stopt ! 1 !

' " ;- Letterfrom Mr. B. Cadell.

^ The Right Hon. John Campbell Oolqnhoun, husband of Scott's early

friend, Mary Anne Erskine.
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the Edinburgh Keview, which, politically speaking, is

doing incalculable damage. I do not mean this in a mere
party view,— the present Ministry are not all that I

could wish them— for (Canning excepted) I doubt there

is among them too much self-seeking, as it was called in

Cromwell's time; and what is their misfortune, if not

their fault, there is not among them one in the decided

situation of paramount authority, both with respect to

the others and to the Crown, which is, I think, necessary,

at least in difficult times, to produce promptitude, regu-

larity, and efficiency in measures of importance. But
their political principles are sound English principles,

and, compared to the greedy and inefficient horde which

preceded them, they are angels of light and of purity.

It is obvious, however, that they want defenders both in

and out of doors. Pitt's

..." Love and fear glued many friends to him ;

And now he 'a fallen, those tough commixtures melt." ^

Were this only to affect a change of hands, I should

expect it with more indifEerence; but I fear a change of

principles is designed. The Edinburgh Review tells you
coolly, " We foresee a speedy revolution in this country

as well as Mr. Cobbett; " and, to say the truth, by de-

grading the person of the Sovereign— exalting the power

of the French armies, and the wisdom of their counsels

— holding forth that peace (which they allow can only

be purchased by the humiliating prostration of our honor)

is indispensable to the very existence of this country—
I think, that for these two years past, they have done

their utmost to hasten the accomplishment of their own
prophecy. Of this work 9000 copies are printed quar-

terly, and no genteel family can pretend to be without

it, because, independent of its politics, it gives the only

valuable literary criticism which can be met with. Con-

sider, of the numbers who read this work, how many are

there likely to separate the literature from the politics—
1 Slightly altered from Sd King Henry VI. Act II. Scene 6.
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how many youths are there, upon whose minds the flashy

and bold character of the work is likely to make an in-

delible impression; and think what the consequence is

likely to be.

Now, I think there is balm in Gilead for all this; and

that the cure lies in instituting such a Eeview in London
as should be conducted totally independent of bookselling

influence, on a plan as liberal as that of the Edinburgh,

its literature as well supported, and its principles Eng-
lish and constitutional. Accordingly, I have been given

to understand that Mr. William GifEord is willing to

become the conductor of such a work, and I have written

to him, at the Lord Advocate's desire, a very voluminous

letter on the subject. Now, should this plan succeed,

you must hang your birding-piece on its hooks, take

down your old Anti-Jacobin armor, and "remember your

swashing blow." It is not that I think this projected

Eeview ought to be exclusively or principally political—
this would, in my opinion, absolutely counteract its pur-

pose, which I think should be to offer to those who love

their country, and to those whom we would wish to love

it, a periodical work of criticism conducted with equal

talent, but upon sounder principles than that which has

gained so high a station in the world of letters. Is not

this very possible? In point of learning, you English-

men have ten times our scholarship ; and as for talent and
genius, "Are not Abana and Pharpar, rivers of Damas-
cus, better than any of the rivers in Israel? " Have we
not yourself and your cousin, the Roses, Malthus, Mat-
thias, Gifford, Heber, and his brother? Can I not pro-

cure you a score of blue-caps who would rather write for

us than for the Edinburgh Eeview if they got as much
pay by it? "A good plot, good friends, and full of ex-

pectation— an excellent plot, very good friends! "^

Heber's fear was lest we should fail in procuring regu-

lar steady contributors ; but I know so much of the inte-

1 Hotspur— ^s« King Henry IV. Act 11. Scene 3.
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rior discipline of reviewing, as to have no apprehension

of that. Provided we are once set a-going, by a few
dashing numbers, there would be no fear of enlisting reg-

ular contributors ; but the amateurs must bestir themselves

in the first instance. From Government we should be
entitled to expect confidential communication as to points

of fact (so' far as fit to be made public), in our political

disquisitions. With this advantage, our good cause and
St. George to boot, we may at least divide the field with

our formidable competitors, who, after all, are much bet-

ter at cutting than parrying, and whom uninterrupted

triumph has as much unfitted for resisting a serious

attack, as it has done Buonaparte for the Spanish war.

Jeffrey is, to be sure, a man of the most uncommon ver-

satility of talent, but what then ?

" General Howe is a gallant commander,
There are others as gallant as he."

Think of all this, and let me hear from you very soon on

the subject. Canning is, I have good reason to know,

very anxious about the plan. I mentioned it to Robert

Dundas, who was here with his lady for two days on a

pilgrimage to Melrose, and he approved highly of it.

Though no literary man, he is judicious, clair-voyant,

and uncommonly sound-headed, like his father. Lord
Melville. With the exceptions I have mentioned, the

thing continues a secret.

I am truly happy you think well of the Spanish busi-

ness: they have begun in a truly manly and rounded

manner, and barring internal dissension, are, I think,

very likely to make their part good. Buonaparte's army

has come to assume such a very motley description as gives

good hope of its crumbling down on the frost of adversity

setting in. The Germans and Italians have deserted him

in troops, and I greatly doubt his being able to assemble

a very huge force at the foot of the Pyrenees, unless he

trusts that the terror of his name will ,be sufficient to keep

Germany in subjugation, and Austria in awe. The
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finances of your old Eussian friends are said to be ruined

out and out; such is the account we have from Leith.

Enough of this talk. Ever yours,

Waltek Scott.

The readiness with which Mr. Ellis entered into the

scheme thus introduced to his notice encouraged Scott to

write still more fully; indeed, I might fill half a volume

with the correspondence now before me concerning the

gradual organization, and ultimately successful establish-

ment of the Quarterly Eeview. But my only object is to

illustrate the liberality and sagacity of Scott's views on

such a subject, and the characteristic mixture of strong

and playful language in which he developed them; and I

conceive that this end will be sufficiently accomplished,

by extracting two more letters of this bulky series. Al-

ready, as we have seen, before opening the matter even to

Ellis, he had been requested to communicate his senti-

ments to the proposed editor of the work, and he had done

so in these terms :
—

TO WILLIAM GIFFOED, ESQ., LONDON.

Edinburgh, October 25, 1808.

SiE, — By a letter from the Lord Advocate of Scot-

land, in consequence of a communication between his

Lordship and Mr. Canning on the subject of a new Re-

view to be attempted in London, I have the pleasure to

understand that you have consented to become the editor,

a point which, in my opinion, goes no small way to insure

success to the undertaking. In offering a few observa-

tions upon the details of such a plan, I only obey the

commands of our distinguished friends, without having

the vanity to hope that I can point out anything which

was not likely to have at once occurred to a person of Mr.
Gifford's literary experience and eminence. I shall, how-
ever, beg permission to offer you my sentiments, in the

miscellaneous way in which they occur to me. The exten-
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sive reputation and circulation of the Edinburgh Eeview
is chiefly owing to two circumstances : First, it is entirely

uninfluenced by the booksellers, who have contrived to

make most of the other Eeviews merely advertising sheets

to puff off their own publications ; and, secondly, the very

handsome recompense whijh the editor not only holds

forth to his regular assistants, but actually forces upon

those whose circumstances and rank make it a matter of

total indifference to them. The editor, to my knowledge,

makes a point of every contributor receiving this bonus,

saying that Czar Peter, when working in the trenches,

received pay as a common soldier. This general rule

removes all scruples of delicacy, and fixes in his service a

number of persons who might otherwise have felt shy in

taking the price of their labors, and even the more so be-

cause it was an object of convenience to them. There are

many young men of talent and enterprise who are ex-

tremely glad of a handsome apology to work for fifteen

or twenty guineas, although they would not willingly be

considered as hired reviewers. From this I deduce two

points of doctrine : first, that the work must be considered

as independent of all bookselling influence ; secondly, that

the labors of the contributors must be regularly and hand-

somely recompensed, and that it must be a rule that each

one shall accept of the price of his labor. John Murray

of Fleet Street, a young bookseller of capital and enter-

prise, and with more good sense and propriety of sentiment

than fall to the share of most of the trade, made me a

visit at Ashestiel a few weeks ago, and as I found he had

had some communication with you upon the subject, I

did not hesitate to communicate my sentiments to him on

these and some other points of the plan, and I thought

his ideas were most liberal and satisfactory.

The office of the editor is of such importance, that had

you not been pleased to undertake it, I fear the plan

would have fallen wholly to the ground. The full power

of control must, of course, be vested in the editor for
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selecting, curtailing, and correcting the contributions to

the Review. But this is not all; for, as he is the person

immediately responsible to the bookseller that the work
(amounting to a certain number of pages, more or less)

shall be before the public at a certain time, it will be

the editor's duty to consider in due time the articles of

which each number ought to consist, and to take mea-

sures for procuring them from the persons best qualified

to write upon such and such subjects. But this is some-

times so troublesome, that I foresee with pleasure you

will be soon obliged to abandon your resolution of writ-

ing nothing yourself. At the same time, if yon will

accept of my services as a sort of jackal or dion's pro-

vider, I will do all in my power to assist in this trouble-

some department of editorial duty. But there is still

something behind, and that of the last consequence.

One great resource to which the Edinburgh editor turns

himself, and by which he gives popularity even to the

duller articles of his Review, is accepting contributions

from persons of inferior powers of writing, provided they

understand the books to which the criticisms relate; and
as such are often of stupefying mediocrity, he renders

them palatable by throwing in a handful of spice—
namely, any lively paragraph or entertaining illustration

that occurs to him in reading them over. By this sort

of veneering, he converts, without loss of time, or hin-

drance of business, articles which, in their original state,

might hang in the market, into such goods as are not

likely to disgrace those among which they are placed.

This seems to, be a point in which an editor's assistance

is of the last consequence; for those who possess the

knowledge necessary to review books of research or ab-

struse disquisition are very often unable to put the

criticism into a readable, much more a pleasant and cap-

tivating form; and as their science cannot be attained

"for the nonce," the only remedy is to supply their defi-

ciencies, and give their lucubrations a more popular turn.
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There Is one opportunity possessed by you in a particu-

lar degree— that of access to the best sources of political

information. It would not, certainly, be advisable that

the work should assume, especially at the outset, a pro-

fessed political character. On the contrary, the articles

on science and miscellaneous literature ought to be o£

such a quality as might fairly challenge competition with

the best of our contemporaries. But as the real reason

of instituting the publication is the disgusting and dele-

terious doctrine with which the most popular of our Ee-
views disgraces its pages, it is essential to consider how
this warfare should be managed. On this ground, I hope
it is not too much to expect from those who have the

power of assisting us, that they should on topics of great

national interest furnish the reviewers, through the me-
dium of their editor, with accurate views of points of

fact, so far as they are fit to be made public. This is

the most delicate, and yet most essential part of our

scheme. On the one hand, it is certainly not to be un-

derstood that we are to be held down to advocate upon
all occasions the cause of administration. Such a dere-

liction of independence would render us entirely useless

for the purpose we mean to serve. On the other hand,

nothing will render the work more interesting than the

public learning, not from any vaunt of ours, but from

their own observation, that we have access to early and

accurate information in point of fact. The Edinburgh

Review has profited much by the pains which the Oppo-

sition party have taken to possess the writers of all the

information they could give them on public matters.

Let me repeat that you, my dear sir, from enjoying the

confidence of Mr. Canning and other persons in power,

may easily obtain the confidential information necessary

to give credit to the work, and communicate it to such

as you may think proper to employ in laying it before

the public.

Concerning the mode and time of publication, I think
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you will be of opinion that monthly, in the present

dearth of good subjects of review, would be too often,

and that a quarterly publication would both give you less

trouble, and be amply sufficient for discussing all that is •

likely to be worth discussion. The name to be assumed

is of some consequence, though any one of little preten-

sion will do. We might, for example, revive the Eng-
lish Review, which was the name of Gilbert Stuart's.-'

Eegular correspondents ought to be sought after ; but I

should be little afraid of finding such, were the reputa-

tion of the Eeview once decidedly established by three

or four numbers of the very first order. As it would be

essential to come on the public by surprise, that no un-

reasonable expectation or artificial misrepresentation

might prejudice its success, the authors employed in the

first number ought to be few and of the first rate. The
choosing of subjects would also be a matter of anxious

consideration : for example, a good and distinct essay on
Spanish affairs would be sufficient to give a character to

the work. The lucubrations of the Edinburgh Eeview,

on that subject, have done the work great injury with the

public ; and I am convinced, that of the many thousands

of copies now distributed of each Number, the quantity

might be reduced one half at least, by any work appear-

ing, which, with the same literary talent and independent

character, should speak a political language more familiar

to the British ear than that of subjugation to France.

At the same time, as I before hinted, it will be necessary

to maintain the respect of the public by impartial disqui-

sition ; and I would not have it said, as may usually be
predicated of other Eeviews, that the sentiments of the

critic were less determined by the value of the work than
by the purpose it was written to serve. If a weak bro-

1 The English Review was started in January, 1783, under the auspices of
the elder Mr. John Murray of Fleet Street. It had Dr. G. Stuart for edi-

tor, and ranked among its contributors Whittaker the historian of Man-
chester, Dr. William Thomson, etc., etc.
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ther will unadvisedly put forth his hand to support even

the ark of the constitution, I would expose his arguments,

though I might approve of his intention and of his con-

elusions. I should think an open and express declara-

tion of political tenets, or of opposition to works of a

contrary tendency, ought for the same reason to be

avoided. I think, from the little observation I have

made, that the Whigs suffer most deeply from cool sar-

castic reasoning and occasional ridicule. Having long

had a sort of command of the press, from the neglect of

all literary assistance on the part of those who thought

their good cause should fight its own battle, they are

apt to feel with great acuteness any assault in that quar-

ter; and having been long accustomed to push, have in

some degree lost the power to parry. It will not, there-

fore, be long before they make some violent retort, and

I should not be surprised if it were to come through the

Edinburgh Review. We might then come into close

combat with a much better grace than if we had thrown

down a formal defiance. I am, therefore, for going into

a state of hostility without any formal declaration of war.

Let our forces for a number or two consist of volunteers

and amateurs, and when we have acquired some repu-

tation, we shall soon levy and discipline forces of the

line.

After all, the matter is become very serious, — eight

or nine thousand copies of the Edinburgh Eeview are

regularly distributed, merely because there is no other

respectable and independent publication of the kind. In

this city, where there is not one Whig out of twenty men

who read the work, many hundreds are sold; and how

long the generality of readers will continue to dislike

politics, so artfuUy mingled with information and amuse-

ment, is worthy of deep consideration. But it is not yet

too late to stand in the breach; the first number ought,

if possible, to be out in January, and if it can burst

among them like a bomb, without previous notice, the
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effect will be more striking. Of those who might be

entrusted in the first instance, you are a much better

judge than I am. I think I can command the assistance

of a friend or two here, particularly William Erskine,

the Lord Advocate's brother-in-law and my most inti-

mate friend. In London you have Malthus, George

Ellis, the Koses, cum pluribiis aliis. Eichard Heber

was with me when Murray came to my farm, and know-

ing his zeal for the good cause, I let him into our coun-

sels. In Mr. Frere we have the hopes of a potent ally.

The Eev. Eeginald Heber would be an excellent coadju-

tor, and when I come to town I will sound Matthias.

As strict secrecy would of course be observed, the diffi-

dence of many might be overcome ;— for scholars you

can be at no loss while Oxford stands where it did,—
and I think there will be no deficiency in the scientific

articles.

Once more I have to apologize for intruding on you
this hasty, and therefore long, and probably confused

letter; I trust your goodness will excuse my expressing

any apology for submitting to your better judgment my
sentiments on a plan of such consequence. I expect to

be called to London early in the winter, perhaps next

month. If you see Murray, as I suppose you will, I

presume you wiU communicate to him such of my senti-

ments as have the good fortune to coincide with yours.

Among the works in the first Number, Fox's history,

Grattan's speeches, a notable subject for a quizzing arti-

cle, and any tract or pamphlet that will give an opportu-

nity to treat of the Spanish affairs, would be desirable

subjects of criticism. I am, with great respect, Sir,

your most obedient servant,

Walter Scott.

On the 18th of November, Scott enclosed to Mr. Ellis

"the rough scroll" (that now transcribed) of his letter

to Mr. Gifford;— "this being," he says, "one of the
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very few epistles of which I thought it will be as well to

retain a copy." He then proceeds as follows:—

Supposing you to have read said scroll, you must know
further, that it has been received in a most favorable

manner by Mr. Gifford, who approves of its contents in

all respects, and that Mr. Canning has looked it over,

and promised such aid as is therein required. I there-

fore wish you to be apprised fully of what could hardly

be made the subject of writing, unless in all the confi-

dence of friendship. Let me touch a string of much
delicacy— the political character of the Eeview. It ap-

pears to me that this should be of a liberal and enlarged

nature, resting upon principles— indulgent and concilia-

tory as far as possible upon mere party questions— but

stern in detecting and exposing all attempts to sap our

constitutional fabric. Eeligion is another slippery sta-

tion; here also I would endeavor to be as impartial as

the subject will admit of. This character of impartiality,

as well as the maintenance of a high reputation in lit-

erature, is of as great consequence to such of our friends

as are in the Ministry, as our more direct efforts in their

favor ; for these will only be successful in proportion to

the influence we shall acquire by an extensive circulation

;

to procure which, the former qualities will be essentially

necessary. Now, entre nous, will not our editor be occa-

sionally a little warm and pepperish?— essential quali-

ties in themselves, but which should not quite constitute

the leading character of such a publication. This is

worthy of a memento.

As our start is of such immense consequence, don't

you think Mr. Canning, though unquestionably our

Atlas, might for a day find a Hercules on whom to de-

volve the burthen of the globe, while he writes us a

review? I know what an audacious request this is; but

suppose he should, as great statesmen sometimes do, take

a political fit of the gout, and absent himself from a large
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ministerial dinner, which might give it him in good ear-

nest, — dine at three on a chicken and pint of wine, —
and lay the foundation at least of one good article ? Let

us but once get afloat, and our labor is not worth talking

of ; but, till then, all hands must work hard.

Is it necessary to say that I agree entirely with you in

the mode of treating even delinquents? The truth is,

there is policy, as well as morality, in keeping our swords

clear as well as sharp, and not forgetting the gentlemen

in the critics. The public appetite is soon gorged with

any particular style. The common Reviews, before the

appearance of the Edinburgh, had become extremely

mawkish; and, unless when prompted by the malice of

the bookseller or reviewer, gave a dawdling, maudlin sort

of applause to everything that reached even mediocrity.

The Edinburgh folks squeezed into their sauce plenty of

acid, and were popular from novelty as well as from

merit. The minor Reviews and other periodical publica-

tions have outred the matter still farther, and given us

all abuse, and no talent. But by the time the language

of vituperative criticism becomes general— (which is

now pretty nearly the case)— it affects the tympanum
of the public ear no more than rogue or rascal from the

cage of a parrot, or hlood-and-wounds from a horse-

barrack. This, therefore, we have to trust to, that de-

cent, lively, and reflecting criticism, teaching men not

to abuse books only, but to read and to judge them, will

have the effect of novelty upon a public wearied with

universal efforts at blackguard and indiscriminating sat-

ire. I have a long and very sensible letter from John
Murray the bookseller, in which he touches upon this

point very neatly. By the bye, little Weber may be very

useful upon antiquarian subjects, in the way of collect-

ing information and making remarks; only, you or I

must re-write his lucubrations. I use him often as a

pair of eyes in consulting books and collating, and as a

pair of hands in making extracts. Constable, the great
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Edinburgh editor, has offended me excessively by tyran-

nizing over this poor Teutcher, and being rather rude

when I interfered. It is a chance but I may teach him

that he should not kick down the scaffolding before his

house is quite built. Another bomb is about to break

on him besides the Review. This is an Edinburgh An-

nual Eegister, to be conducted under the auspices of

James Ballantyne, who is himself no despicable com-

poser, and has secured excellent assistance. I cannot

help him, of course, very far, but I will certainly lend

him a lift as an adviser. I want all my friends to be-

friend this work, and will send you a prospectus when it

is published. It will be valde anti-Foxite. This is a

secret for the present.

For heaven's sake do not fail to hold a meeting as soon

as you can. Gifford will be admirable at service, but

will require, or I mistake him much, both a spur and a

bridle,— a spur on account of habits of literary indolence

induced by weak health, — and a bridle, because, having

renounced in some degree general society, he cannot be

supposed to have the habitual and instinctive feeling

enabling him to judge at once and decidedly on the mode

of letting his shafts fly down the breeze of popular opin-

ion. But he has worth, wit, learning, and extensive in-

formation ; is the friend of our friends in power, and can

easily correspond with them ; is in no danger of having

private quarrels fixed on him for public criticism; nor

very likely to be embarrassed by being thrown into action

in public life alongside of the very people he has re-

viewed, and probably offended. All this is of the last

importance to the discharge of his arduous duty. It

would be cruel to add a word to this merciless epistle,

excepting love to Mrs. Ellis and all friends. Leyden,

by the bye, is triumphant at Calcutta— a Judge, of all

things ! ^- and making money ! He has flourished like

a green bay-tree under the auspices of Lord Minto, his

countryman. Ever yours, Walter Scott.
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Among others whom Scott endeavored to enlist in the

service of the new Eeview was his brother Thomas, who,

on the breaking up of his affairs in Edinburgh, had

retired to the Isle of Man, and who shortly afterwards

obtained the office in which he died, that of paymaster

to the 70th regiment. The poet had a high opinion of

his brother's literary talents, and thought that his know-

ledge of our ancient dramatists, and his vein of comic

narration, might render him a very useful recruit. He
thus communicates his views to Thomas Scott, on the

19th November, and, as might be expected, the commu-

nication is fuller and franker than any other on the sub-

ject:—

TO THOMAS SCOTT, ESQ., DOUGLAS, ISLE OF MAIST.

Deak Tom, — Owing to certain pressing business, I

have not yet had time to complete my collection of Shad-

well ^ for you, though it is now nearly ready. I wish

you to have all the originals to collate with the editiftn

in 8vo. But I have a more pressing employment for

your pen, and to which I think it particularly suited.

You are to be informed, but under the seal of the strict-

est secrecy, that a plot has been long hatching by the

gentlemen who were active in the Anti-Jacobin paper, to

countermine the Edinburgh Eeview, by establishing one

which should display similar talent and independence,

with a better strain of politics. The management of this

work was much pressed upon me; ^ but though great pros-

pects of emolument were held out, I declined so arduous

a task, and it has devolved upon Mr. Gifford, author of

the Baviad, with whose wit and learning you are well

acquainted. He made it a stipulation, however, that I

^ Mr. T. Scott had meditated an edition of Shadwell's plays,— which,

by the way, his brother considered as by no means meriting the utter

neglect into which they haTe fallen, chiefly in consequence of Dryden's

satire.

^ This circumstance was not revealed to Mr. Murray. I presume,

therefore, the invitation to Scott must have proceeded from Mr. Canning.
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should give all the assistance in my power, especially at
the commencement; to which I am, for many reasons,
nothing loath. Now, as I know no one who possesses
more power of humor or perception of the ridiculous than
yourself, I think your leisure hours might be most plea-
santly passed in this way. Novels, light poetry, and
quizzical books of all kinds, might be sent you by the
packet; you glide back your reviews in the same way,
and touch, upon the publication of the number (quar-

terly), ten guineas per printed sheet of sixteen pages.

If you are shy of communicating directly with Gifford,

you may, for some time at least, send your communica-
tions through me, and I will revise them. We want the

matter to be a profound secret till the first number is

out. If you agree to try your skill I will send you a

novel or two. You rnust understand, as Gadshill tells

the Chamberlain, that you are to be leagued with " Tro-

jans that thou dream'st not of, the which for sport sake

are content to do the profession some grace; "^ and thus

far I assure you, that if by paying attention to your style

and subject you can distinguish yourself creditably, it

may prove a means of finding you powerful friends were
anything opening in your island. Constable, or rather

that Bear his partner, has behaved to me of late not very

civilly, and I owe Jeffrey a flap with a fox-tail on ac-

count of his review of Marmion, and thus doth "the

whirligig of time bring about my revenges." ^ The late

articles on Spain have given general disgust, and many
have given up the Edinburgh Review on account of them.

My mother holds out very well, and talks of writing

by this packet. Her cask of herrings, as well as ours,

red and white, have arrived safe, and prove most excel-

lent. We have been both dining and supping upon them

with great gusto, and are much obliged by your kindness

in remembering us. Yours affectionately, W. S.

1 1st King Henry IV. Act II. Scene 1.

'^ Twelfth Night, Act V. Scene 1.
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I suspect, notwithstanding the opinion to the contrary

expressed in the following extract, that the preparations

for the new journal did not long escape the notice of

either the editor or the publishers of the Edinburgh Ee-

view. On receiving the celebrated Declaration of West-

minster on the subject of the Spanish war, which bears

date the 15th December, 1808, Scott says to Ellis :
—

"I cannot help writing a few lines to congratulate you

on the royal declaration. I suspect by this time the

author is at Claremont,-' for, if I mistake not egregiously,

this spirited composition, as we say in Scotland, fathers

itself in the manliness of its style. It has appeared, too,

at a most fortunate time, when neither friend nor foe can

impute it to temporary motives. Tell Mr. Canning that

the old women of Scotland will defend the country with

their distaffs, rather than that troops enough be not sent

to make good so noble a pledge. Were the thousands

that have mouldered away in petty conquests or Lillipu-

tian expeditions united to those we now have in that

country, what a band would Moore have under him!

. . . Jeffrey has offered terms of pacification, engaging
that no party politics should again appear in his

Review. I told him I thought it was now too late, and
reminded him that I had often pointed out to him the

consequences of letting his work become a party tool.

He said ' he did not care for the consequences— there

were but four men he feared as opponents. '
—

' Who were
these? '—

' Yourself for one.'— ' Certainly you pay me
a great compliment; depend upon it I will endeavor to

deserve it.'— ' Why, you would not join against me? ' —
' Yes I would, if I saw a proper opportunity : not against

you personally, but against your politics. '
—

' You are

privileged to be violent.'— 'I don't ask any privilege

1 Scott's friend had mentioned that his cousin (now Lord Seaford)
expected a visit from Mr. Canning, at Claremont, in Surrey ; which heau-
tiful seat continued in the possession of the Ellis family, until it was pur-
chased by the Crown, on the marriage of the Princess Charlotte of Wales,
in 1816.



i8o9 RUPTURE WITH CONSTABLE 103

for undue violence. But who are your other foemen ?

'

—
' George Ellis and Southey. ' The fourth he did not

name. All this was in great good-humor; and next day
I had a very affecting note from him, in answer to an
invitation to dinner. He has no suspicion of the Review
whatever; but I thought I could not handsomely suifer

him to infer that I would be influenced by those pri-

vate feelings respecting him, which, on more than one

occasion, he has laid aside when I was personally con-

cerned."

As to Messrs. Constable and Co., it is not to be sup-

posed that the rumors of the rival journal would tend

to soothe those disagreeable feelings between them and
Scott, of which I can trace the existence several months
beyond the date of Mr. Murray's arrival at Ashestiel.

Something seems to have occurred before the end of 1808

which induced Scott to suspect, that among other sources

of uneasiness had been a repentant grudge in the minds

of those booksellers as to their bargain about the new
edition of Swift; and on the 2d of January, 1809, I find

him requesting, that if, on reflection, they thought they

had hastily committed themselves, the deed might be

forthwith cancelled. On the 11th of the same month,

Messrs. Constable reply as foUows :
—

TO WALTER SCOTT, ESQ.

SiK,— We are anxious to assure you that we feel no dissat-

isfaction at any part of our bargain about Swift. Viewing it

as a safe and respectable speculation, we should be very sorry

to agree to your relinquishing the undertaking, and indeed rely

with confidence on its proceeding as originally arranged. We
regret that you have not been more willing to overlook the un-

guarded expression of our Mr. Hunter about which you com-

plain. We are very much concerned that any circumstance

should have occurred that should thus interrupt our friendly

intercourse ; but as we are not wUling to believe that we have

done anything which should prevent our being again friends,
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we may at least be permitted to express a hope that matters

may hereafter be restored to their old footing between us, when
the misrepresentations of interested persons may cease to be

remembered. At any rate, you wiU always find us, what we
trust we have ever been, Sir, your faithful servants,

A. Constable akd Co.

Scott answers :
—

TO MESSES. CONSTABLE AND CO.

Ediueubgh, 12th Jannary, 1809.

Gentlemen, — To resume, for the last time, the dis-

agreeable subject of our difference, I must remind you

of what I told Mr. Constable personally, that no single

unguarded expression, much less the misrepresentation

of any person whatever, would have influenced me to

quarrel with any of my friends. But if Mr. Hunter
will take the trouble to recollect the general opinion he

has expressed of my undertakings, and of my ability to

execute them, upon many occasions during the last five

months, and his whole conduct in the bargain about

Swift, I think he ought to be the last to wish his interest

compromised on my account. I am only happy the

breach has taken place before there was any real loss to

complain of, for although I have had my share of popu-

larity, I cannot expect it to be more lasting than that of

those who have lost it after deserving it much better.

In the present circumstances, I have only a parting

favor to request of your house, which is, that the portrait

for which I sat to Raeburn shall be considered as done

at my debit, and for myself. It shall be of course forth-

coming for the fulfilment of any engagement you may
have made about engraving, if such exists. Sadler will

now be soon out, when we will have a settlement of our
accounts. I am. Gentlemen, your obedient servant,

Walter Scott.

Mr. Constable declined, in very handsome terms, to

give up the picture. But for the present the breach was
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complete. Among other negotiations which Scott had

patronized twelve months before, was one concerning the

publication of Miss Seward's Poems. On the 19th of

March, 1809, he writes as follows to that lady :—
"Constable, like many other folks who learn to under-

value the means by which they have risen, has behaved,

or rather suffered his partner to behave, very uncivilly

towards me. But they may both live to know that they

should not have kicked down the ladder till they were

sure of their footing. The very last time I spoke to him
on business was about your poems, which he promised

faithfully to write about. I understood him to decline

your terms, in which he acted wrong; but I had neither

influence to change his opinion, nor inclination to inter-

fere with his resolution. He is a very enterprising, and,

I believe, a thoroughly honest man, but his vanity in

some cases overpowers his discretion."

One word as to the harsh language in which Consta-

ble's then partner is mentioned in several of the preced-

ing letters. This Mr. Hunter was, I am told by friends

of mine who knew him well, a man of considerable intel-

ligence and accomplishments, to whose personal connec-

tions and weight in society the house of Coi^table and

Co. owed a great accession of business and influence.

He was, however, a very keen politician; regarded

Scott's Toryism with a fixed bitterness; and, moreover,

could never conceal his impression that Scott ought to

have embarked in no other literary undertakings what-

ever, until he had completed his edition of Swift. It is

not wonderful that, not having been bred regularly to

the bookselling business, he should have somewhat mis-

apprehended the obligation which Scott had incurred

when the bargain for that work was made; and his feel-

ing of his own station and consequence was no doubt

such as to give his style of conversation, on doubtful

questions of business, a tone for which Scott had not

been prepared by his previous intercourse with Mr. Con-
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stable. The defection of the poet was, however, at once

regretted and resented by both these partners ; and Con-

stable, I am told, often vented his wrath in figures as

lofty as Scott's own. "Ay," he would say, stamping on

the ground with a savage smile, "Ay, there is such a

thing as rearing the oak until it can support itself."

All this leads us to the second stage, one stiU more

unwise and unfortunate than the first, in the history of

Scott's commercial connection with the Ballantynes.

The scheme of starting a new bookselling house in Edin-

burgh, begun in the shortsighted heat of pique, had now
been matured ;— I cannot add, either with composed

observation or rational forecast— for it was ultimately

settled that the ostensible and chief managing partner

should be a person without capital, and neither by train-

ing nor by temper in the smallest degree qualified for

such a situation; more especially where the field was to

be taken against long experience, consummate skill, and

resources which, if not so large as all the world supposed

them, were still in comparison vast, and admirably organ-

ized. The rash resolution was, however, carried into

effect, and a deed, deposited, for secrecy's sake, in the

hands of Scott, laid the foundation of the firm of "John
Ballantyne and Co., booksellers, Edinburgh." Scott

appears to have supplied all the capital, at any rate his

own one half share, and onefourth, the portion of James,

who, not having any funds to spare, must have become
indebted to some one for it. It does not appear from
what source John acquired his, the remaining fourth;
but Rigdumfunnidos was thus installed in Hanover
Street as the avowed rival of "The Crafty."

The existing bond of copartnership is dated in July,

1809 ; but I suspect this had been a revised edition. It is

certain that the new house were openly mustering their

forces some weeks before Scott desired to withdraw his

Swift from the hands of the old one in January. This
appears from several of the letters that passed between
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him and Ellis while Gifford was arranging the materials

for the first number of the Quarterly Review, and also

between him and his friend Southey, to whom, perhaps,

more than any other single writer, that journal owed its

ultimate success.

To Ellis, for example, he says, on the 13th of Decem-
ber, 1808 :

—

"Now let me call your earnest attention to another

literary undertaking, which is, in fact, a subsidiary

branch of the same grand plan. I transmit the pros-

pectus of an Edinburgh Annual Register. I have many
reasons for favoring this work as much as I possibly can.

In the first place, there is nothing even barely tolerable

of this nature, though so obviously necessary to future

history. Secondly, Constable was on the point of ar-

ranging one on the footing of the Edinburgh Review,

and subsidiary thereunto, — a plan which has been to-

tally disconcerted by our occupying the vantage-ground.

Thirdly, this work will be very well managed. The two

Mackenzies,^ William Erskine, cum plurimis aliis, are

engaged in the literary department, and that of science

is conducted by Professor Leslie, a great philosopher,

and as abominable an animal as I ever saw. He writes,

however, with great eloquence, and is an enthusiast in

mathematical, chemical, and mineralogical pursuits. I

hope to draw upon you in this matter, particularly in the

historical department, to which your critical labors will

naturally turn your attention. You will ask what I pro-

pose to do myself. In fact, though something will be

expected, I cannot propose to be very active unless the

Swift is abandoned, of which I think there is some pros-

pect, as I have reason to complain of very indifferent

usage, — not indeed from Constable, who is reduced to

utter despair by the circumstance, but from the stupid

impertinence of his partner, a sort of Whig run mad. I

have some reason to believe that Ballantyne, whose stock

1 The Man of Feeling, and Colin Mackenzie of Portmore.
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is now immensely increased, and who is likely to enlarge

it by marriage, will commence publisher. Constable

threatened him with withdrawing his business from him

as a printer on account of his being a Constitutionalist.

He will probably by this false step establish a formidable

rival in his own line of publishing, which will be most

just retribution. I intend to fortify Ballantyne by pro-

mising him my continued friendship, which I hope may
be of material service to him. He is much liked by the

literary people here ; has a liberal spirit, and understand-

ing business very completely, with a good general idea

of literature, I think he stands fair for success.

"But, oh! Ellis, these cursed, double cursed news,

have sunk my spirits so much, that I am almost at disbe-

lieving a Providence. God forgive me! But I think

some evil demon has been permitted, in the shape of this

tyrannical monster whom God has sent on the nations

visited in his anger. I am confident he is proof against

lead and steel, and have only hopes that he may be shot

with a silver bullet,-' or drowned in the torrents of blood

which he delights to shed. Oh for True Thomas and

Lord Soulis's cauldron! 2 Adieu, my dear Ellis. God
bless you ! — I have been these three days writing this by
snatches."

The "cursed news" here alluded to were those of Na-
poleon's advance by Somosierra, after the dispersion of

the armies of Blake and Castanos. On the 23d of the

^ See note, " Proof against shot given \>y Satan.'' — Old Mortality,

chap. xvi.

2 " On a circle of stones they placed the pot,

On a circle of stones but barely nine
;

They heated it red and fiery hot,

Till the bnrnish'd brass did glimmer and shine.

They roll'd him np in a sheet of lead,

A sheet of lead for a funeral pall ;

They plunged him in the cauldron red.

And melted him, lead, and bones and all."

See the Ballad of Lord Soulis, and notes, Border Minstrelsy, vol. iv.

pp. 235-266.
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same month, when the Treason of Morla and the fall

of Madrid were known in Edinburgh, he thus resumes

:

— (Probably while he wrote, some cause with which he
was not concerned was occupying the Court of Ses-

sion :)—

Deae Ellis, — I have nothing better to do but to

vent my groans. I cannot but feel exceedingly low. I

distrust what we call thoroughbred soldiers terribly,

when anything like the formation of extensive plans, of

the daring and critical nature which seems necessary for

the emancipation of Spain, is required from them. Our
army is a poor school for genius— for the qualities which
naturally and deservedly attract the applause of our gen-

erals are necessarily exercised upon a small scale. I

would to God Wellesley were now at the head of the

English in Spain. His late examination shows his acute

and decisive talents for command ; ^ and although I be-

lieve in my conscience, that when he found himself super-

seded, he suffered the pigs to run through the business,

when he might in some measure have prevented them—
" Yet give the haughty devil his due,

Though bold his qnarterings, they are true."

Such a man, with an army of 40,000 or 50,000 British,

with the remains of the Gallician army, and the addi-

tional forces which every village would furnish in case of

success, might possess himself of Burgos, open a commu-
nication with Arragon, and even Navarre, and place

Buonaparte in the precarious situation of a general with

100,000 enemies between him and his supplies; — for I

presume, neither Castanos nor Palafox are so broken as

to be altogether disembodied. But a general who is

1 This refers to Sir Arthur Wellesley's evidence before the Court of In-

quiry into the circumstances which led to the Convention (miscalled) of

Cintra. For the best answer to the then popular suspicion, which Scott

seems to have partaken, as to the conduct of Sir Arthur when superseded

in the moment of victory at Vimiero, I refer to the contemporary de-

spatches lately published in Colonel Gurwood's invaluable compilation.
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always looking over his shoulder, and more intent on

saving his own army than on doing the service on which

he is sent, will hardly, I fear, be found capable of form-

ing or executing a plan which its very daring character

might render successful. What would we think of an

admiral who should bring back his fleet and tell us old

Keppel's story of a lee-shore, and the risk of his Maj-

esty's vessels? Our sailors have learned that his Maj-
esty's ships were built to be stranded, or burnt, or sunk,

or at least to encounter the risk of these contingencies,

when his service requires it; and I heartily wish our

generals would learn to play for the gammon, and not to

sit down contented with a mere saving game. What,
however, can we sdy of Moore, or how judge of his ac-

tions, since the Supreme Junta have shown themselves

so miserably incapable of the arduous exertions expected

from them? Yet, like Pistol, they spoke bold words at

the bridge, too,i and I admired their firmness in declaring

OTarrel, and the rest of the Frenchified Spaniards,

traitors. But they may have Roman pride, and want
Eoman talent to support it; and in short, unless God
Almighty should raise among them one of those extraor-

dinary geniuses who seem to be created for the emergen-

cies of an oppressed people, I confess I still incline to

despondence. If Canning could send a portion of his

own spirit with the generals he sends forth, my hope
would be high indeed. The proclamation was truly gal-

lant.

As to the Annual Register, I do agree that the

Prospectus is in too stately a tone— yet I question if a

purer piece of composition would have attracted the ne-

cessary attention. We must sound a trumpet before we
open a show. You will say we have added a tambourine

;

but the mob will the more readily stop and gaze; nor

would their ears be so much struck by a sonata from
Viotti. Do you know the Review begins to get wind

I King Henry V. Act IV. Scene 4.
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here? An Edinburgh bookseller asked me to recommend
him for the sale here, and said he heard it confidentially

from London. — Ever yours, W. S.

I may also introduce here a letter of about the same
date, and referring chiefly to the same subjects, addressed

by Scott to his friend, Mr. Charles Sharpe,^ then at

Oxford. The allusion at the beginning is to a drawing
of Queen Elizabeth, as seen "dancing high and dis-

posedly," in her private chamber, by the Scotch ambas-
sador, Sir James Melville, whose description of the exhi-

bition is one of the most amusing things in his Memoirs.
This production of Mr. Sharpe's pencil, and the delight

with which Scott used to expatiate on its merits, must be

well remembered by every one that ever visited the poet

at Abbotsford. — Some of the names mentioned in this

letter as counted on by the projectors of the Quarterly

Eeview will, no doubt, amuse the reader.

TO CHAELES KIKKPATEICK SHABPE, ESQ., CHRIST CHXTEGH,

OXFOKD.

Edinbtjegh, 30th December, 1808.

Mt dear Sharpe, — The inimitable virago came
safe, and was welcomed by the inextinguishable laughter

of all who looked upon her caprioles. I was unfortu-

nately out of town for a few days, which prevented me
from acknowledging instantly what gave me so much
pleasure, both on account of its intrinsic value, and as

a mark of your kind remembrance. You have, I assure

you, been upmost in my thoughts for some time past, as

I have a serious design on your literary talents, which I

am very anxious to engage in one or both of the two fol-

lowing schemes. Imprimis, it has been long the decided

resolution of Mr. Canning and -some of his literary

1 Scott's acquaintance with Mr. Sharpe began when the latter was very

young. He supplied Scott, when compiling the Minstrelsy, with the bal-

lad of the Tower of Uepentance, etc. ; see vol. It. pp. 307-323.
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friends, particularly George Ellis, Malthus, Frere, W-
Eose, etc., that something of an independent Eeview

ought to be started in London. This plan is now on the

point of being executed, after much consultation. I have

strongly advised that politics be avoided, unless in cases

of great national import, and that their tone be then

moderate and manly ; but the general tone of the publi-

cation is to be literary. William Gifford is editor, and
I have promised to endeavor to recruit for him a few

spirited young men able and willing to assist in such an

undertaking. I confess you were chiefly in my thoughts

when I made this promise; but it is a subject which for

a thousand reasons I would rather have talked over than

written about— among others more prominent I may
reckon my great abhorrence of pen and ink, for writing

has been so long a matter of duty with me, that it is

become as utterly abominable to me as matters of duty

usually are. Let me entreat you, therefore, to lay hold

of Macneill,^ or any other new book you like, and give

us a good hacking review of it. I retain so much the old

habit of a barrister, that I cannot help adding, the fee

is ten guineas a sheet, which may serve to buy an odd
book now and then— as good play for nothing, you
know, as work for nothing ; but besides this, your exer-

tions in this cause, if you shall choose to make any, will

make you more intimately acquainted with a very plea-

sant literary coterie than introductions of a more formal

kind ; and if you happen to know George Ellis already,

you must, I am sure, be pleased to take any trouble

likely to produce an intimacy between you. The Hebers
are also engaged, item Rogers, Southey, Moore (Ana-
creon), and others whose reputations Jeffrey has mur-
dered, and who are rising to cry woe upon him, like the

ghosts in King Eichard ; for your acute and perspicacious

judgment must ere this have led you to suspect that this

1 The Pastoral, or Lyric Muse of Scotland; in three Cantos, 4to, by
Hector Macneill, appeared in December, 1808.
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same new Eeview, which by the way is to be called The
Quarterly, is intended as a rival to the Edinburgh ; and
if it contains criticism not very inferior in point of talent,

with the same independence of booksellers' influence

(which has ruined all the English Eeviews), I do not see

why it should not divide with it the public favor. Ob-
serve carefully, this plan is altogether distinct from one
which has been proposed by the veteran Cumberland, to

which is annexed the extraordinary proposal that each

contributor shall place his name before his article, a stip-

ulation which must prove fatal to the undertaking. If

I did not think this likely to be a very well-managed

business, I would not recommend it to your -considera-

tion; but you see I am engaged with no "foot land-rak-

ers, no long-staff sixpenny strikers, but with nobility and

tranquillity, burgomasters and great oneyers," and so

forth. 1

The other plan refers to the enclosed prospectus, and

has long been a favorite scheme of mine, of William

Erskine's, and some of my other cronies here. Mr. Bal-

lantyne, the editor, only undertakes for the inferior de-

partments of the work, and for keeping the whole matter

in train. We are most anxious to have respectable con-

tributors, and the smallest donation in any department,

poetry, antiquities, etc., etc., will be most thankfully

accepted and registered. But the historical department

is that in which I would chiefly wish to see you engaged.

A lively luminous picture of the events of the last mo-

mentous year is a task for the pen of a man of genius

;

as for materials, I could procure you access to many of

a valuable kind. The appointments of our historian are

£300 a year— no deaf nuts. Another person ^ has been

proposed, and written to, but I cannot any longer delay

submitting the thing to your consideration. Of course,

you are to rely on every assistance that can be aflPorded

1 Gadshill— 1st King Henry IV. Act II. Scene 1.

2 Mr. Southey— who finally undertook the task proposed to him.
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by your humble comdumble, as Swift says. I hope the

great man will give us his answer shortly— and if his be

negative, pray let yours be positive. Our polities we

would wish to be constitutional, but not party. You see,

my good friend, what it is to show your good parts before

unquestionable judges.

I am forced to conclude abruptly. Thine entirely,

W. Scott.

Mr. Morritt was by this time beginning to correspond

with the poet pretty frequently. The first of their let-

ters, however, that serves to throw light on Scott's per-

sonal proceedings, is the following :
—

TO J. B. S. MOKBITT, ESQ., KOKEBT PABK, TOEKSHIKB.

Edinburgh, 14th January, 1809.

My dear Sie, — For a long while I thought my sum-

mons to London would have been immediate, and that I

should have had the pleasure to wait upon you at Rokeby

Park in my way to town. But, after due consideration,

the commissioners on our Scottish reform of judicial pro-

ceedings resolved to begin their sittings at Edinburgh,

and have been in full activity ever since last St. An-
drew's day. You are not ignorant that in business of

this nature, very much of the detail, and of preparing the

materials for the various meetings, necessarily devolves

upon the clerk, and I cannot say but that my time has

been fully occupied.

Meanwhile, however, I have been concocting, at the

instigation of various loyal and well-disposed persons, a

grand scheme of opposition to the proud critics of Edin-

burgh. It is now matured in all its branches, and con-

sists of the following divisions. A new review in Lon-
don, to be called the Quarterly, William Gifford to be
the editor ; George Ellis, Rose, Mr. Canning if possible,

Frere, and all the ancient Anti-Jacobins, to be con-

cerned. The first number is now in hand, and the allies,
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I hope and trust, securely united to each other. I have

promised to get them such assistance as I can, and most

happy should I be to prevail upon you to put your hand

to the ark. You can so easily run o£E an article either

of learning or of fun, that it would be inexcusable not

to afford us your assistance. Then, sir, to turn the flank

of Messrs. Constable and Co., and to avenge myself of

certain impertinences which, in the vehemence of their

Whiggery, they have dared to indulge in towards me, I

have prepared to start against them at Whitsunday first

the celebrated printer, BaUantyne (who had the honor

of meeting you at Ashestiel), in the shape of an Edin-

burgh publisher, with a long purse ^ and a sound political

creed, not to mention an alliance offensive and defensive

with young John Murray of Fleet Street, the most en-

lightened and active of the London trade. By this means

I hope to counterbalance the predominating influence of

Constable and Co. , who at present have it in their power

and inclination to forward or suppress any book as they

approve or dislike its political tendency. Lastly, I have

caused the said BaUantyne to venture upon an Edinburgh

Annual Register, of which I send you a prospectus. I

intend to help him myself as far as time will admit, and

hope to procure him many respectable coadjutors.

My own motions southwards remain undetermined, but

I conceive I may get to town about the beginning of

March, when I expect to find you enfamille in Portland

Place. Our Heber will then most likely be in town,

and altogether I am much better pleased that the journey

is put off till the lively season of gayety.

I am busy with my edition of Swift, and treasure your

kind hints for my direction as I advance. In summer I

think of going to Ireland to pick up anything that may

be yet recoverable of the Dean of St. Patrick's. Mrs.

1 The purse was, alaa, Scott's own. Between May, 1805, and the end

of 1810, he invested cash to the extent of at least X9000 in the BaUan-

tyne companies I
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Scott joins me in kindest and best respects to Mrs. Mor-

ritt. I am, with great regard, dear Sir, your faithful

humble servant,

Walter Scott.

The two following letters seem to have been written at

the cleric's table, the first shortly before, and the second

very soon after, the news of the battle of Corunna

reached Scotland :
—

TO KOBEET SOUTHET, ESQ., KESWICK.

Edinburgh, 14th January, 1809.

Dear Sotjthet, — I have been some time from home
in the course of the holidays, but immediately on my
return set about procuring the books you wished to see.

There are only three of them in our library, namely, —
DobrizzhofEer de Abiponibus, 3 vols.

A French translation of Gomella's History of Oro-

noquo.

Eamuzio Navigazioni, etc., etc.

Of these I can only lay my hands Immediately on Do-
brizzhoffer, which I have sent o£E by the Carlisle coach,

addressed to the care of JoUie the bookseller for you. I

do this at my own risk, because we never grant license

to send the books out of Scotland, and should I be found

to have done so I may be censured, and perhaps my use

of the library suspended. At the same time, I think it

hard you should take a journey in this deadly cold

weather, and trust you will make early inquiry after the

book. Keep it out of sight while you use it, and return

it as soon as you have finished. I suppose these same
Abipones were a nation to my own heart's content, being,

as the title-page informs me, iellicosi et equestres, like

our old Border lads. Should you think of coming hither,

which perhaps might be the means of procuring you more
information than I can make you aware of, I bespeak
you for my guest. I can give you a little chamber in
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the wall, and you shall go out and in as quietly and freely

as your heart can desire, without a human creature say-

ing "Why doest thou so?" Thalaba is in parturition

too, and you should in decent curiosity give an eye after

him. Yet I will endeavor to recover the other books

(now lent out), and send them to you in the same way as

Dob. travels, unless you recommend another conveyance.

But I expect this generosity on my part will rather stir

your gallantry to make us a visit when this abominable

storm has passed away. My present occupation is highly

unpoetical— clouting, in short, and cobbling our old

Scottish system of jurisprudence, with a view to reform.

I am clerk to a commission under the authority of Parlia-

ment for this purpose, which keeps me more than busy

enough.

I have had a high quarrel with Constable and Co.

The Edinburgh Review has driven them quite crazy, and

its success led them to undervalue those who have been

of most use to them— but they shall dearly abye it.

The worst is, that being out of a publishing house, I have

not interest to be of any service to Coleridge's intended

paper. ^ Ballantyne, the printer, intends to open shop

here on the part of his brother, and I am sure will do all

he can to favor the work. Does it positively go on?

I have read Wordsworth's lucubrations in the Cou-

rier,^ and much agree with him. Alas, we want every-

thing but courage and virtue in this desperate contest.

Skill, knowledge of mankind, ineffable unhesitating vil-

lainy, combination of movement and combination of

means, are with our adversary. We can only fight like

mastiffs, boldly, blindly, and faithfully. I am almost

driven to the pass of the Covenanters, when they told the

Almighty in their prayers, he should no longer be their

God; and I really believe a few Gazettes more will make

1 Mr. Coleridge's Friend was originally published in weekly papers.

2 Mr. Wordsworth's Bemarks on the Convention of Cintra were afterwards

collected in a pamphlet.
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me turn Turk or Infidel. Believe me, in great grief of

spirit, dear Southey, ever yours,

Walter Scott.

Mrs. Scott begs kind remembrance to Mrs. Southey.

Tbe bed in the said chamber in the wall is a double one.

TO THE SAME.

Edinbcteoh, 31st January, 1809.

My dear Southey, — Yesterday I received your let-

ter, and to-day I despatched Gomella and the third vol-

ume of Eamuzio. The other two volumes can also be

sent, if you should find it necessary to consult them.

The parcel is addressed to the paternal charge of your

Keswick carrier. There is no hurry in returning these

volumes, so don't derange your operations by hurrying

your extracts, only keep them from any profane eye. I

dipped into Gomella while I was waiting for intelligence

from you, and was much edified by the bonhomie with

which the miracles of the Jesuits are introduced.

The news from Spain gave me such a mingled feeling,

that I never suffered so much in my whole life from the

disorder of spirits occasioned by affecting intelligence.

My mind has naturally a strong military bent, though
my path in life has been so very different. I love a

drum and a soldier as heartily as ever Uncle Toby did,

and between the pride arising from our gallant bearing,

and the deep regret that so much bravery should run
to waste, I spent a most disordered and agitated night,

never closing my eyes but what I was harassed with vis-

ions of broken ranks, bleeding soldiers, dying horses—
"and all the currents of a heady fight." ^ I agree with
you that we want energy in our cabinet— or rather their

opinions are so different, that they come to wretched
compositions between them, which are worse than the
worst course decidedly followed out. Canning is most
anxious to support the Spaniards, and would have had a

1 1st King Henry IV. Act II. Scene 2.
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second army at Corunna, but for the positive demand of

poor General Moore that empty transports should be sent

thither. So the reinforcements were disembarked. I

fear it will be found that Moore was rather an excellent

officer, than a general of those comprehensive and daring

views necessary in his dangerous situation. Had Welles-

ley been there, the battle of Corunna would have been

fought and won at Somosierra, and the ranks of the

victors would have been reinforced by the population of

Madrid. Would to God we had yet 100,000 men in

Spain. I fear not Buonaparte's tactics. The art of

fence may do a great deal, but ''^alla stoccata," as Mer-
cutio says, cannot carry it away from national valor and
personal strength. The Opposition have sold or bartered

every feeling of patriotism for the most greedy and selfish

egoisme.

Ballantyne's brother is setting up here as a bookseller,

chiefly for publishing. I will recommend Coleridge's

paper to him as strongly as I can. I hope by the time it

is commenced he will be enabled to send him a handsome

order. From my great regard for his brother, I shall

give this young publisher what assistance I can. He is

understood to start against Constable and the Keviewers,

and publishes the Quarterly. Indeed he is in strict alli-

ance, offensive and defensive, with John Murray of Fleet

Street. I have also been laboring a little for the said

Quarterly, which I believe you will detect. I hear very

high things from Gifford of your article. About your

visit to Edinburgh, I hope it will be a month later than

you now propose, because my present prospects lead me
to think I must be in London the whole month of April.

Early in May I must return, and will willingly take the

lakes in my way in hopes you will accompany me to

Edinburgh, which you positively must not think of visit-

ing in my absence.

Lord Advocate, who is sitting behind me, says the

Ministers have resolved not to abandon the Spaniards
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coute que coute. It is a spirited determination— but

they must find a general who has, as the Turks say, le

Diahle au corps, and who, instead of standing staring to

see what they mean to do, will teach them to dread those

surprises and desperate enterprises by which they have

been so often successful. Believe me, dear Southey,

Yours affectionately,

Walter Scott.

Mrs. Scott joins me in best compliments ta Mrs.

Southey. I hope she will have a happy hour. Pray,

write me word when the books come safe. "What is

Wordsworth doing, and where the devil is his Doe?^ I

am not sure if he will thank me for proving that all the

Nortons escaped to Flanders, one excepted. I never

knew a popular tradition so totally groundless as that

respecting their execution at York.

^ The White Doe of Ryhstone was published by Longman and Co. in

1819.
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In the end of 1808, a young man, by name Andrew

Stewart, who had figured for some years before as a poet-

ical contributor to the Scots Magazine, and inserted there,

among other things, a set of stanzas in honor of the

Last Minstrel,^ was tried, and capitally convicted, on a

charge of burglary. He addressed, some weeks after his

sentence had been pronounced, the following letters :
—

^ One verse of this production will suffice :
—

" Sweetest Minstrel that e'er sung

Of valorous deeds by Scotia done.

Whose wild notes warbled in the win',

Delightful strain

!

O'er bills and dales, and vales amang,

We 've heard again," etc.
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TO WAIiTEK SCOTT, ESQ., CASTLE STREET.

Edinbubgh Tolbooth, 20tli January, 1809.

Sir, — Although I am a stranger to you, yet I am not to

your works, which I have read and admired, and which will

continue to he read and admired as long as there remains a

taste for true excellence. Previous to committing the crime

for which I am now convicted, I composed several poems in

the Scottish dialect, which I herewith send for your perusal,

and humbly hope you will listen to my tale of misery. I have

been a truly unfortunate follower of the Muses. I was born in

Edinburgh, of poor, but honest parents. My father is by trade

a bookbinder, and my mother dying in 1798, he was left a

widower, with five small children, who have all been brought up

by his own industry. As soon as I was fit for a trade, he

bound me apprentice to a tailor in Edinburgh, but owing to his

using me badly, I went to law. The consequence was, I got up

my indentures after being only two years in his service. To
my father's trade I have to ascribe my first attachment to the

Muses. I perused with delight the books that came in the way

;

and the effusions of the poets of my country I read with rapture.

I now formed the resolution of not binding myself to a trade

again, as by that means I might get my propensity for reading

followed. I acted as clerk to different people, and my character

was irreproachable. I determined to settle in life, and for that

purpose I married a young woman I formed a strong attach-

ment to. Being out of employment these last nine months, I

suffered aU the hardships of want, and saw

" Poverty, with empty hand

And eager look, half-naked stand."— Fergusson.

Reduced to this miserable situation, with my wife almost starv-

ing, and having no friends to render me the smallest assistance,

I resided in a furnished room tiU I was unable to pay the rent,

and then I was literally turned out of doors, like poor Dermody,
in poverty and rags. Having no kind hand stretched out to

help me, I associated with company of very loose manners, tiU

then strangers to me, and by them I was led to commit the

crime I am condemned to suffer for. But my mind is so agi-

tated, I can scarce narrate my tale of misery. My age is only
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twenty-three, and to all appearance will be cut ofB in the prime.

I was tried along with my brother, Robert Stewart, and John
M'lntyre, for breaking into the workshop of Peter More,

calico-glazer, Edinburgh, and received the dreadful sentence to

be executed on the 22d of February next. We have no friends

to apply to for Eoyal Mercy. If I had any kind friend to

mention my case to my Lord Justice-Clerk, perhaps I might

get my sentence mitigated. You will see my poems are of

the humorous cast. Alas, it is now the contrary. I remain

your unfortunate humble servant, Andrew Stewart.

TO THE SAMM.

ToLBOOTH, Sunday.

SiE,— I received your kind letter last night, enclosing one

pound sterling, for which I have only to request you will accept

the return of a grateful heart. My prayers, while on earth,

will be always for your welfare. Your letter came like a min-

istering angel to me. The idea of my approaching end darts

across my brain ; and, as our immortal bard, Shakespeare,

says, " harrows up my soul." Some time since, when chance

threw in my way Sir William Forbes's Life of Beattie, the ac-

count of the closing scene of Principal Campbell, as therein

mentioned, made a deep impression on my mind. " At a time,"

says he, " when Campbell was just expiring, and had told his

wife and niece so, a cordial happened unexpectedly to give

some relief. As soon as he was able to speak, he said he won-

dered to see their faces so melancholy and covered with tears

at the apprehension of his departure. ' At that instant,' said

he, ' / felt my mind in stick a state in the thoughts of my im-

m,ediate dissolution, that I can express my feelings in no other

way than by saying I was in a rapture. '
" There is something

awfully satisfactory in the above.

I have to mention, as a dying man, that it was not the greed

of money that made me commit the crime, but the extreme

pressure of poverty and want.

How silent seems all— not a whisper is heard,

Save the guardians of night when they hawl

;

How dreary and wild appears all around

;

No pitying voice near my call,
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O life, what are all thy gay pleasures and cares,

When deprived of sweet liberty's smile ?

Not hope, in all thy gay charms arrayed.

Can one heavy hour now beguile.

How sad is the poor convict's sorrowful lot.

Condemned in these walls to remain,

When torn from those that are nearest bis heart,

Perhaps ne'er to view them again.

The beauties of morning now burst on my view,

Bemembrance of scenes that are past.

When contentment sat smiling, and happy my lot —

'

Scenes, alas ! formed not for to last.

Kow fled are the hours I delighted to roam

Scotia's hills, dales, and valleys among,

And with rapture would list to the songs of her bards,

And love's tale as it flowed from the tongue.

Nought but death now awaits me ; how dread, but how true

!

How- ghastly its form does appear

!

Soon silent the muse that delighted to view

And sing of the sweets of the year.

You are the first gentleman I ever sent my poems to, and I

never corrected any of them, my mind has been in such a state.

I remain, Sir, your grateful, unfortunate servant,

Andkew Stewart.

It appears that Scott, and his good-natured old friend,

Mr. Manners, the bookseller, who happened at this time

to be one of the bailies of Edinburgh, exerted their joint

influence in this tailor-poet's behalf, and with such suc-

cess, that his sentence was commuted for one of trans-

portation for life. A thin octavo pamphlet, entitled

"Poems, chiefly in the Scottish dialect, by Andrew
Stewart

;
printed for the benefit of the Author's Father,

and sold by Manners and Miller, and A. Constable and
Co., 1809," appeared soon after the convict's departure
for Botany Bay. But as to his fortunes in that new
world I possess no information. There seemed to me
something so striking in the working of his feelings as
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expressed in his letters to Scott, that I thought the reader
would forgive this little episode.

In the course of February, Mr. John Ballantyne had
proceeded to London, for the purpose of introducing
himself to the chief publishers there in his new capacity,

and especially of taking Mr. Murray's instructions re-

specting the Scotch management of the Quarterly Re-
view. As soon as the spring vacation began, Scott fol-

lowed him by sea. He might naturally have wished to

be at hand while his new partner was forming arrange-

ments on which so much must depend; but some circum-

stances in the procedure of the Scotch Law Commission
had made the Lord Advocate request his presence at this

time in town. There he and Mrs. Scott took up their

quarters, as usual, under the roof of their kind old

friends the Dumergues; while their eldest girl enjoyed

the advantage of being domesticated with the Miss Bail-

lies at Hampstead. They stayed more than two months,

and this being his first visit to town since his fame had
been crowned by Marmion, he was of course more than

ever the object of general curiosity and attention. Mr.
Morritt saw much of him, both at his own house in Port-

land Place and elsewhere, and I transcribe a few sen-

tences from his memoranda of the period.

" Scott," his friend says, " more correctly than any other

man I ever knew, appreciated the value of that apparently en-

thusiastic engouermnt which the world of London shows to the

fashionable wonder of the year. During this sojourn of 1809,

the homage paid him would have turned the head of any less-

gifted man of eminence. It neither altered his opinions, nor

produced the affectation of despising it ; on the contrary, he

received it, cultivated it, and repaid it in its own coin. ' All

this is very flattering,' he would say, ' and very civil ; and if

people are amused with hearing me teU a parcel of old stories,

or recite a pack of ballads to lovely young girls and gaping

matrons, they are easily pleased, and a man would be very ill-

natured who would not give pleasure so cheaply conferred.'
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If he dined with us and found any new faces, ' Well, do you

want me to play lion to-day ?
' was his usual question— ' I will

roar if you like it to your heart's content.' He would, indeed,

in such cases put forth aU his inimitable powers of entertain-

ment, and day after day surprised me by their unexpected

extent and variety. Then, as the party dwindled, and we were

left alone, he laughed at himself, quoted— ' Yet know that I

one Snug the joiner am— no lion fierce,' etc.— and was at

once himself again.

" He often lamented the injurious efEects for literature and

genius resulting from the influence of London celebrity on

weaker minds, especially in the excitement of ambition for this

subordinate and ephemeral r&putation du salon. ' It may be

a pleasant gale to sail with,' he said, ' but it never yet led to a

port that I should like to anchor in ; ' nor did he willingly en.,

dure, either in London or in Edinburgh, the little exclusive

circles of literary society, much less their occasional fastidious-

ness and petty partialities.

" One story which I heard of him from Dr. Howley, now
Archbishop of Canterbury (for I was not present), was very

characteristic. The Doctor was one of a grand congregation

of lions, where Scott and Coleridge, cum multis aliis, attended,

at Sotheby's. Poets and poetry were the topics of the table,

and there was plentiful recitation of efBusions as yet unpub-

lished, which of course obtained abundant applause. Coleridge

repeated more than one, which, as Dr. H. thought, were eulo-

gized by some of the company with something like affectation,

and a desire to humble Scott by raising a poet of inferior repu-

tation on his shoulders. Scott, however, joined in the compli-

ments as cordially as anybody, until, in his turn, he was invited

to display some of his occasional poetry, much of which he

must, no doubt, have written. Scott said he had published so

much, he had nothing of his own left that he could think worth
their hearing, but he would repeat a little copy of verses which
he had shortly before seen in a provincial newspaper, and which
seemed to him almost as good as anything they had been listen-

ing to with so much pleasure. He repeated the stanzas now so

well known of ' Fire, Famine, and Slaughter.' The applauses

that ensued were faint— then came slight criticisms, from
which Scott defended the unknown author. At last a more
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bitter antagonist opened, and fastening upon one line, cried,

' This at least is absolute nonsense !

' Scott denied the charge

— the ZoUus persisted— until Coleridge, out of all patience,

exclaimed, ' For God's sake let Mr. Scott alone— I wrote the

poem !

' This exposition of the real worth of dinner criticism

can hardly be excelled.^

" He often complained of the real dulness of parties where

each guest arrived under the implied and tacit obligation of

exhibiting some extraordinary powers of talk or wit. ' If,' he

said, ' I encounter men of the world, men of business, odd or

striking characters of professional excellence in any department,

I am in my element, for they cannot lionize me without my re-

turning the compliment and learning something from them.'

He was much with George EUis, Canning, and Croker, and de-

lighted in them,— as indeed who did not ?— but he loved to

study eminence of every class and sort, and his rising fame
gave him easy access to gratify all his curiosity."

The meetings with Canning, Croker, and Ellis, to

which Mr. Morritt alludes, were, as may be supposed,

chiefly occupied with the affairs of the Quarterly Ke-
view. The first number of that Journal appeared

while Scott was in London: it contained three articles

from his pen— namely, one on the Eeliques of Burns

;

another on the Chronicle of the Cid; and a third on Sir

John Carr's Tour through Scotland. His conferences

with the editor and publisher were frequent; and the

latter certainly contemplated, at this time, a most close

1 It may amuse the reader to tnm to Mr. Coleridge's own stately

account of this lion-show in Grosvenor Street, in the Preface to his cele-

brated Eclogue. There wag one person present, it seems, who had been in

the secret of its authorship— Sir Humphry Davy ; and no one could

have enjoyed the scene more than he must have done. " At the house,"

Coleridge says, " of a gentleman who, by the principles and corresponding

virtues of a sincere Christian, consecrates a cultivated genius and the

favorable accidents of birtli, opulence, and splendid connections, it was

my good fortune to meet, in a dinner party, with more men of celeb-

rity in science or polite literature than are commonly found collected

around the same table. In the course of conversation one of the party

reminded an illustrious poet," etc., etc. — Coleridge's Poetical Works,

Edition 1835, vol. i. p. 274.
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and intimate connection with him, not only as a reviewer,

but an author; and, consequently, with both the concerns

of the Messrs. Ballantyne. Scott continued for some

time to be a very active contributor to the Quarterly

Eeview; nor, indeed, was his connection with it ever

entirely suspended. But John Ballantyne transacted

business in a fashion which soon cooled, and in no very

long time dissolved, the general "alliance offensive and

defensive " with Murray, which Scott had announced be-

fore leaving Edinburgh to both Southey and Ellis.

On his return northwards he spent a fortnight in York-

shire with Mr. Morritt; but his correspondence, from

which I resume my extracts, will show, among other

things, the lively impression made on him by his first

view of Kokeby.

The next of these letters reminds me, however, that I

should have mentioned sooner the death of Camp, the

first of not a few dogs whose names will be "freshly re-

membered " as long as their master's works are popular.

This favorite began to droop early in 1808, and became

incapable of accompanying Scott in his rides; but he

preserved his affection and sagacity to the last. At
Ashestiel, as the servant was laying the cloth for dinner,

he would address the dog lying on his mat by the fire,

and say, "Camp, my good fellow, the Sheriff 's coming

home by the ford— or by the hill; " and the sick animal

would immediately bestir himself to welcome his master,

going out at the back door or the front door, according

to the direction given, and advancing as far as he was
able, either towards the ford of the Tweed, or the bridge

over the Glenkinnon burn beyond Laird Nippy's gate.

He died about January, 1809, and was buried in a fine

moonlight night, in the little garden behind the house

in Castle Street, immediately opposite to the window at

which Scott usually sat writing. My wife tells me she

remembers the whole family standing in tears about the

grave, as her father himself smoothed down the turf
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above Camp with the saddest expression of face she had
ever seen in him. He had been engaged to dine abroad

that day, but apologized on account of "the death of a

dear old friend; " and Mr. Macdonald Buchanan was not

at all surprised that he should have done so, -when it

came out next morning that Camp was no more.

TO GEOEGE ELLIS, ESQ.

Edinburgh, July 8, 1809.

My dear Ellis, — We reached home about a fort-

night ago, having lingered a little while at Eokeby Park,

the seat of our friend Morritt, and one of the most envi-

able places I have ever seen, as it unites the richness

and luxuriance of English vegetation with the romantic

variety of glen, torrent, and copse, which dignifies our

northern scenery. The Greta and Tees, two most beau-

tiful and rapid rivers, join their currents in the demesne.

The banks of the Tees resemble, from the height of the

rocks, the glen of Koslin, go much and justly admired.

The Greta is the scene of a comic romance,^ of which I

think I remember giving you the outline. It concerns

the history of a "Felon Sowe,"—
" Which won'd in Kokehy wood,

Ean endlong Greta side,"

bestowed by Ealph of Kokeby on the freres of Eichmond
— and the misadventures of the holy fathers in their

awkward attempts to catch this intractable animal. We
had the pleasure to find all our little folks well, and are

now on the point of shifting quarters to Ashestiel. I

have supplied the vacancy occasioned by the death of

poor old Camp with a terrier puppy of the old shaggy

Celtic breed. He is of high pedigree, and was procured

with great difficulty by the kindness of Miss Dunlop of

Dunlop ; so I have christened him Wallace, as the donor

is a descendant of the Guardian of Scotland. Having

1 Scott printed this ballad in the Notes to his poem of Eokeby.
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given yon all this curious and valuable inforaiation about

my own affairs, let me call your attention to the enclosed,

which was in fact the principal cause of my immediately

troubling you. . . .

The enclosure, and the rest of the letter, refer to the

private affairs of Mr. Southey, in whose favor Scott had

for some time back been strenuously using his interest

with his friends in the Government. How well he had,

while in London, read the feelings of some of those min-

isters towards each other, appears from various letters

written upon his return to Scotland. It may be sufficient

to quote part of one addressed to the distinguished author

whose fortunes he was exerting himself to promote. To
him Scott says (14th June),— "Mr. Canning's opportu-

nities to serve you will soon be numerous, or they will

soon be gone altogether ; for he is of a different mould
from some of his colleagues, and a decided foe to those

half measures which I know you detest as much as I do.

It is not his fault that the cause of Spain is not at this

moment triumphant. This I know, and the time will

come when the world will know it too."

Before fixing himself at Ashestiel for the autumn, he
had undertaken to have a third poem ready for publica-

tion by the end of the year, and probably made some
progress in the composition of The Lady of the Lake.
On the rising of the Court in July, he went, accompanied

by Mrs. Scott and his eldest daughter, to revisit the

localities, so dear to him in the days of his juvenile

rambling which he had chosen for the scene of his fable.

He gave a week to his old friends at Cambusmore, and
ascertained, in his own person, that a good horseman,
well mounted, might gallop from the shore of Loch
Vennachar to the rock of Stirling within the space allot-

ted for that purpose to FitzJames. From Cambusmore
the party proceeded to Eoss Priory, and, under the guid-

ance of Mr. Macdonald Buchanan, explored the islands
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of Loch Lomond, Arrochar, Loch Sloy, and all the

scenery of a hundred desperate conflicts between the

Marfarlanes, the Colquhouns, and the Clan Alpine. At
Buchanan House, which is very near Eoss Priory, Scott's

friends. Lady Douglas and Lady Louisa Stuart, were

then visiting the Duke of Montrose; he joined them
there, and read to them the Stag Chase, which he had

just completed under the full influence of the genius loci.

•It was on this occasion, at Buchanan House, that he

first saw Lord Byron's English Bards and Scotch Re-

viewers. On this subject he says, in his Introduction

to Marmion of 1830 :
"When Byron wrote his famous

satire, I had my share of flagellation among my betters.

My crime was having written a poem for a thousand

pounds, which was no otherwise true than that I sold the

copyright for that sum. Now, not to mention that an

author can hardly be censured for accepting such a sum

as the booksellers are willing to give him, especially as

the gentlemen of the trade made no complaints of their

bargain, I thought the interference with my private af-

fairs was rather beyond the limits of literary satire. I

was, moreover, so far from having had anything to do

with the offensive criticism in the Edinburgh, that I had

remonstrated with the editor, because I thought the

Hours of Idleness treated with undue severity. They

were written, like all juvenile poetry, rather from the

recollection of what had pleased the author in others,

than what had been suggested by his own imagination;

but nevertheless I thought they contained passages of

noble promise."

I need hardly transcribe the well-known lines—

down to

" Next view in state, proud prancing on his roan,

The golden-crested haughty Marmion,"

" For this we spurn Apollo's venal son,

And bid a long ' good-night to Marmion,' " —

with his Lordship's note on the last line, "Good-night
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to Marmion, the pathetic and also prophetic exclamation

of Henry Blount, Esquire, on the death of honest Mar-
mion."— But it may entertain my readers to compare

the style in which Scott alludes to Byron's assault in the

Preface of 1830, with that of one of his contemporary

letters on the subject. Addressing (August 7, 1809) the

gentleman in whose behalf he had been interceding with

Mr. Canning, he says: "By the way, is the ancient

* * * *, whose decease is to open our quest, thinking 'of

a better world? I only ask because about three years

ago I accepted the office I hold in the Court of Session,

the revenue to accrue to me only on the death of the old

incumbent. But my friend has since taken out a new
lease of life, and unless I get some Border lad to cut his

throat, may, for aught I know, live as long as I shall;

— such odious deceivers are these invalids. Mine re-

minds me of Sinbad's Old Man of the Sea, and will cer-

tainly throttle me if I can't somehow dismount him. If

I were once in possession of my reversionary income, I

would, like you, bid farewell to the drudgery of litera-

ture, and do nothing but what I pleased, which might be
another phrase for doing very little. I was always an
admirer of the modest wish of a retainer in one of Beau-
mont and Fletcher's plays—

•

' I would not be a serving man
To carry the cloak-tag still,

Nor would I be a falconer,

The greedy hawks to fill

;

But I would be in a good house,

And have a good master too,

But I would eat and drink of the best,

And no work would I do.' ^

In the mean time, it is funny enough to see a whelp of
a young Lord Byron abusing me, of whose circumstances
he knows nothing, for endeavoring to scratch out a living
with my pen. God help the bear, if, having little else

1 Old Merrythought— The Knight of the Burning Pestle, Act IV.
Scene 6.
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to eat, he must not even suck his own paws. I can as-

sure the noble imp of fame it is not my fault that I was
not born to a park and ^£5000 a year, as it is not his

lordship's merit, although it may be his great good for-

tune, that he was not born to live by his literary talents

or success. Adieu, my dear friend. I shall be impatient

to hear how your matters fadge."

This gentleman's affairs are again alluded to in a letter

to Ellis, dated Ashestiel, September 14 :
—

" I do not write to whet a purpose that is not blunted,

but to express my anxious wishes that your kind endea-

vors may succeed while it is called to-day, for, by all

tokens, it will soon be yesterday with this Ministry. And
they well deserve it, for crossing, jostling, and hamper-

ing the measures of the only man among them fit to be

entrusted with the salvation of the country. The spring-

tide may, for aught I know, break in this next session of

Parliament. There is an evil fate upon us in all we do

at home and abroad, else why should the conqueror of

Talavera be retreating from the field of his glory at a

moment when, by all reasonable calculation, he should

have been the soul and mover of a combined army of

150,000 English, Spaniards, and Portuguese? And why
should Gifford employ himself at home in the thriftless

exercise of correction, as if Mercury, instead of stretch-

ing to a race himself, were to amuse himself with start-

ing a bedrid cripple, and making a pair of crutches for

him with his own hand ? Much might have been done,

and may yet be done ; but we are not yet in the right

way. Is there no one among you who can throw a Con-

greve rocket among the gerunds and supines of that

model of pedants. Dr. Philopatris Parr? I understand

your foreign lingos too little to attempt it, but pretty

things might be said upon the memorable tureen which

he begged of Lord Somebody, whom he afterwards

wished to prove to be mad. For example, I would adopt

some of the leading phrases of independent, high-souled.
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contentus parvo, and so forth, with which he is bespat-

tered in the Edinburgh,^ and declare it our opinion, that,

if indulged with the three wishes of Prior's tale, he would

answer, like the heroine Corisca, —
' A ladle to my silver dish

Is all I want, is all I wish.'

I did not review Miss Edgeworth, nor do I think it all

well done; at least, it falls below my opinion of that

lady's merits. Indeed I have contributed nothing to the

last Eeview, and am, therefore, according to all rules,

the more entitled to criticise it freely. The conclusion

of the article on Sir John Moore is transcendently writ-

ten; and I think I can venture to say, ' aut Erasmus,

aut Diaholus. ' Your sugar-cake is very far from being

a heavy hon-hon ; but there I think we stop. The Mis-

sionaries, though very good, is on a subject rather stale,

and much of the rest is absolute wading. ^

"As an excuse for my own indolence, I have been in

the Highlands for some time past; and who should I meet

there, of all fowls in the air, but your friend Mr. Black-

burn, to whom I was so much obliged for the care he

took of my late unfortunate relative, at your friendly

request. The recognition was unfortunately made just

when I was leaving the country, and as he was in a gig,

and I on the driving-seat of a carriage, the place of meet-

ing a narrow Highland road, which looked as if forty

patent ploughs had furrowed it, we had not time or space

for so long a greeting as we could have wished. He has

a capital good house on the banks of the Leven, about

three miles below its discharge from the lake, and very

near the classical spot where Matthew Bramble and his

whole family were conducted by Smollett, and where

Smollett himself was born. There is a new inducement

for you to come to Caledon. Your health, thank God,

1 See article on Dr. Parr's Spittal Sermon, in the Edinburgh Bevieto,

No. I. Oototer, 1802.

2 Quarterly Beview, No. III. August, 1809.
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is now no impediment; and I am told sugar and rum
excel even whiskey, so your purse must be proportionally

distended."

The unfortunate brother, the blot of the family, to

whom Scott alludes in this letter, had disappointed all

the hopes under which his friends sent him to Jamaica.

It may be remarked, as characteristic of Scott at this

time, that in the various letters to Ellis concerning Dan-
iel, he speaks of him as his relation, never as his hrother ;

and it must also be mentioned as a circumstance suggest-

ing that Daniel had retained, after all, some sense of

pride, that his West-Indian patron was allowed by him-

self to remain, to the end of their connection, in igno-

rance of what his distinguished brother had thus thought

fit to suppress. Mr. Blackburn, in fact, never knew
that Daniel was Walter Scott's brother until he was

applied to for some information respecting him on my
own behalf, after this narrative was begun. The story

is, shortly, that the adventurer's habits of dissipation

proved incurable; but he finally left Jamaica under a

stigma which Walter Scott regarded with utter severity.

Being employed in some service against a refractory or

insurgent body of negroes, he had exhibited a lamentable

deficiency of spirit and conduct. He returned to Scot-

land a dishonored man ; and though he found shelter and

compassion from his mother, his brother would never see

him again. Nay, when soon after, his health, shattered

by dissolute indulgence, and probably the intolerable load

of shame, gave way altogether, and he died as yet a

young man, the poet refused either to attend his funeral

or to wear mourning for him like the rest of the family.

Thus sternly, when in the height and pride of his blood,

could Scott, whose heart was never hardened against the

distress of an enemy, recoil from the disgrace of a

brother. It is a more pleasing part of my duty to add,

that he spoke to me, twenty years afterwards, in terms

of great and painful contrition for the austerity with
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which he had conducted himself on this occasion. I

must add, moreover, that he took a warm interest in a

natural child whom Daniel had bequeathed to his mo-

ther's care; and after the old lady's death, religiously

supplied her place as the boy's protector.

About this time the edition of Sir Balph Sadler's State

Papers, etc. (3 vols, royal 4to), was at length completed

by Scott, and published by Constable; but the letters

which passed between the editor and the bookseller show

that their personal estrangement had as yet undergone

slender alteration. The collection of the Sadler papers

was chiefly the work of Mr. Arthur Clifford— but Scott

drew up the Memoir and Notes, and superintended the

printing. His account of the Life of Sadler ^ extends to

thirty pages ; and both it and his notes are written with

all that lively solicitude about points of antiquarian de-

tail, which accompanied him through so many tasks less

attractive than the personal career of a distinguished

statesman intimately connected with the fortunes of Mary,
Queen of Scots. Some volumes of the edition of Som-
ers's Tracts (which he had undertaken for Mr. Miller

and other booksellers of London two or three years be-

fore) were also published about the same period; but

that compilation was not finished (13 vols, royal 4to)

until 1812. His part in it (for which the booksellers

paid him 1300 guineas) was diligently performed, and
shows abundant traces of his sagacious understanding
and graceful expression. His editorial labors on Dry-
den, Swift, and these other collections, were gradually

storing his mind with that minute and accurate know-
ledge of the leading persons and events both of Scotch
and English history, which made his conversation on
such subjects that of one who had rather lived with than
read about the departed ; while, unlike other antiquaries,

he always preserved the keenest interest in the transac-

tions of his own time.

1 Eepublished in the Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. iv.
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The reader has seen that, during his stay in London
in the spring of this year, Scott became strongly im-
pressed with a suspicion that the Duke of Portland's
Cabinet could not much longer hold together; and the
letters which have been quoted, when considered along
with the actual course of subsequent events, can leave

little doubt that he had gathered this impression from
the tone of Mr. Canning's private conversation as to the
recent management of the War Department. On the

20th of September, Lord Castlereagh tendered his resig-

nation, and wrote the same day to Mr. Canning in these

terms: "Having," he said, "pronounced it unfit that I

should remain charged with the conduct of the war, and
made my situation as a Minister of the Crown dependent
on your will and pleasure, you continued to sit in the

same Cabinet with me, and leave me not only in the per-

suasion that I possessed your confidence and support as

a colleague, but allowed me, in breach of every principle

of good faith, both public and private, to originate and
proceed in the execution of a new enterprise of the most

arduous and important nature (the Walcheren expedition)

with your apparent concurrence and ostensible approba-

tion. You were fully aware that, if my situation in the

Government had been disclosed to me, I could not have

submitted to remain one moment in office, without the

entire abandonment of my private honor and public

duty. You knew I was deceived, and you continued to

deceive me."^

The result was a duel on the morning of the 21st, in

which Mr. Canning was attended by Mr. Charles Ellis

(now Lord Seaford) as his second. Mr. Canning, at the

second fire, was wounded in the thigh. Both combatants

retired from office; the Duke of Portland, whose health

1 In the Preface to Mr. Therry's Compilation of Mr. Canning's Speeches

the reader will find the contemporary documents, on which alone a fair

judgment can be formed as to the origin and nature of Mr. Canning's dif-

ferences with Lord Castlereagh.
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was entirely broken, resigned the premiersliip ; and after

fruitless negotiations with Lords Grey and GrenviUe,

Mr. Percival became First Lord of the Treasury, as well

as Chancellor of the Exchequer; while the Marquis

Wellesley took the Seals of the Foreign Department,

and Lord Liverpool removed from the Home Office to

that which Lord Castlereagh had occupied. There were

some other changes, but Scott's friend, Mr. E. Dundas

(now Lord Melville), remained in his place at the head

of the Board of Control.

"While the public mind was occupied with the duel and

its yet uncertain results, Scott wrote as follows to the

nearest relation and most intimate friend of Mr. Can-

ning's second :
—

TO GEOBSE ELLIS, ESQ.

AsHESTiEL, September 26, 1809.

Mt deak Ellis,— Your letter gave me great plea-

sure, especially the outside, for Canning's frank assured

me that his wound was at least not materially serious.

So, for once, the envelope of your letter was even more

welcome than the contents. That harebrained Irishman's

letter carries absurdity upon the face of it, for surely he

would have had much more reason for personal animosity

had Canning made the matter public, against the wishes

of his uncle, and every other person concerned, than for

his consenting, at their request, that it should remain a

secret, and leaving it to them to make such communica-
tion to Lord C. as they should think proper, and when
they should think proper. I am ill situated here for the

explanations I would wish to give, but I have forwarded

copies of the letters to Lord Dalkeith, a high-spirited

and independent young nobleman, in whose opinion Mr.
Canning would, I think, wish to stand well. I have also

taken some measures to prevent the good folks of Edin-
burgh from running after any straw that may be thrown
into the wind. I wrote a very hurried note to Mr. C.
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Ellis the instant I saw the accident in the papers, not

knowing exactly where you might be, and trusting he

would excuse my extreme anxiety and solicitude upon the

occasion.

I see, among other reports, that my friend, Robert

Dundas, is mentioned as Secretary at War. I confess I

shall be both vexed and disappointed if he, of whose tal-

ents and opinions I think very highly, should be prevailed

on to embark in so patched and crazy a vessel as can

now be lashed together, and that upon a sea which pro-

mises to be sufficiently boisterous. My own hopes of

every kind are as low as the heels of my boots, and me-

thinks I would say to any friend of mine as Tybalt says

to Benvolio, — " What, art thou drawn among these

heartless hinds? " I suppose the Doctor will be move the

first, and then the Whigs will come in like a land-flood,

and lay the country at the feet of Buonaparte for peace.

This, if his devil does not fail, he will readily patch up,

and send a few hundred thousands among our coach-driv-

ing Noblesse, and perhaps among our Princes of the

Blood. With the influence acquired by such gages

d'amitie, and by ostentatious hospitality at his court to

all those idiots who will forget the rat-trap of the detenus,

and crowd there for novelty, there will be, in the course

of five or six years, what we have never yet seen, a real

French party in this country. To this you are to add all

the Burdettites, men who, rather than want combustibles,

will fetch brimstone from hell. It is not these whom I

fear, however— it is the vile and degrading spirit of

egoisme so prevalent among the higher ranks, especially

among the highest. God forgive me if I do them injus-

tice, but I think champagne duty free would go a great

way to seduce some of them ; and is it not a strong symp-

tom when people, knowing and feeling their own weak-

ness, will, from mere selfishness and pride, suffer the

vessel to drive on the shelves, rather than she should be

saved by the only pilot capable of the task? I will be
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much obliged to you to let me know what is likely to be

done— whether any fight can yet be made, or if all is

over. Lord Melville had been furious for some time

against this Administration— I think he will hardly lend

a hand to clear the wreck. I should think, if Marquis

Wellesley returns, he might form a steady Administra-

tion ; but God wot, he must condemn most of the present

rotten planks before he can lay down the new vessel.

Above all, let me know how Canning's recovery goes on.

We must think what is to be done about the Keview.

Ever yours truly, W. S.

Scott's views as to the transactions of this period, and

the principal parties concerned in them, were consider-

ably altered by the observation of subsequent years; but

I have been much interested with watching the course of

his sentiments and opinions on such subjects ; and, in the

belief that others may feel in the same way with myself,

I shall insert, without comment, some further extracts

from this correspondence :
—

TO THE SAME.

AsHESTiEii, November 3, 1809.

My deak Ellis, — I had your letter some time ago,

which gave me less comfort in the present public emer-

gency than your letters usually do. Frankly, I see great

doubts, not to say an impossibility, of Canning's attain-

ing that rank among the Opposition which will enable

him to command the use of their shoulders to place him
where— you cannot be more convinced than I am— he

is entitled to stand. The condottieri of the Grenvilles
— for they have no political principles, and therefore no
political party, detached from their immense influence

over individuals— will hardly be seduced from their

standard to that of Canning, by an eloquence which has
been exerted upon them in vain, even when they might
have hoped to be gainers by listening to it. The soi-
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disant Whigs stick together like burs. The ragged regi-

ment of Burdett and Folkstone is under yet stricter disci-

pline, for you may have observed that no lover was ever

so jealous of his mistress as Sir Francis is of his mob
popularity— witness the fate of Paull, Tierney, even

Wardle ; in short, of whomsoever presumed to rival the

brazen image whom the mob of Westminster has set up.^

That either, or both of these parties, will be delighted

with the accession of our friend's wisdom and eloquence,

cannot for a moment be disputed. That the Grenvilles,

in particular, did he only propose to himself a slice of

the great pudding, would allow him to help himself where

the plums lie thickest, cannot be doubted. But I think

it is very doubtful whether they, closely banded and con-

fident of triumph as they at present are, will accept of

a colleague upon terms which would make him a master

;

and unless Canning has these, it appears to me that we
(the Eepublic) should be no better than if he had retained

his office in the present, or rather late. Administration.

But how far, in throwing himself altogether into the

arms of Opposition at this crisis, Canning will injure him-

self with the large and sound party who profess Pittism^

is, I really think, worthy of consideration. The influ-

ence of his name is at present as great as you or I could

wish it; but those who wish to undermine it want but,

according to our Scottish proverb, "a hair to make a

tether of." I admit his hand is very difficult to play,

and much as I Jove and admire him, I am most interested

because it is the decided interest of his country, that he

should pique, repique, and capot his antagonists. But
you know much of the delicacy of the game lies in dis-

carding— so I hope he will be in no hurry on throwing

out his cards.

I am the more anxious on this score, because I feel an

internal conviction that neither Marquis Wellesley nor

1 Sir Francis Burdett has lived to show how nnjustly the Tories of 1809

lead his political character.
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Lord Melville will lend their names to bolster out this

rump of an Administration. Symptoms of this are said

to have transpired in Scotland, but in this retirement I

cannot learn upon what authority. Should this prove so,

I confess my best wishes would be realized, because I

cannot see how Percival could avoid surrendering at dis-

cretion, and taking, perhaps, a peerage. We should then

have an Administration a la Pitt, which is a much better

thing than an Opposition, howsoever conducted or headed,

which, like a wave of the sea, forms indeed but a single

body when it is rolling towards the shore, but dashes into

foam and dispersion the instant it reaches its object.

Should Canning and the above-named noble peers come

to understand each,other, joined to all among the present

Ministry whom their native good sense, and an attach-

ment to good warm places, will lead to hear reason, it

does seem to me that we might form a deeper front to

the enemy than we have presented since the death of Pittj

or rather since the dissolution of his first Administration.

But if this be a dream, as it may very probably be, I

still hope Canning will take his own ground in Parlia-

ment, and hoist his own standard. Sooner or later it

must be successful. So much for politics— about which,

after all, my neighbors the blackcocks know about as

much as I do.

I have a great deal to write you about a new poem
which I have on the anvil— also, upon the melancholy

death of a favorite greyhound bitch—'rest her body,

since I dare not say soul! She was of high blood and
excellent promise. Should any of your sporting friends

have a whelp to spare, of a good kind, and of the female
sex, I would be grateful beyond measure, especially if

she has had the distemper. As I have quite laid aside

the gun, coursing is my only and constant amusement,
and my valued pair of four-legged champions, Douglas
and Percy, wax old and unfeary.

Ever yours truly, W. S.
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TO WAIiTER SCOTT, ESQ.

Gloucester Lodge, NoTember 13, 1809.

Mt deae Sik, — I am very sensibly gratified by your kind
expressions, whether of condolence or congratulation, and I
acknowledge, if not (with your Highland writer) the synony-
mousness of the two terms, at least the union of the two senti-

ments, as applied to my present circumstances. I am not so

heroically fond of being out (qudtenus out), as not to consider

that a matter of condolence. But I am at the same time suf-

ficiently convinced of the desirableness of not being in, when
one should he'in to no purpose, either of public advantage or

personal credit, to be satisfied that on that ground I am entitled

to your congratulations.

I should be very happy indeed to look forward, with the

prospect of being able to realize it, to the trip to Scotland which
you suggest to me ; and stiU more to the visit included therein,

which, as you hold it out, would not be the least part of my
temptation. Of this, however, I hope we shall have opportuni-

ties of talking before the season arrives ; for I reckon upon
your spring visit to London, and think of it, I assure you, with

great pleasure, as likely to happen at a period when I shall

have it more in my power than I have had on any former, occa-

sion to enjoy the advantage of it. You wiU find me not in quite

so romantic a scene of seclusion and tranquillity here as that

which you describe— but very tranquil and secluded neverthe-

less, at a mile and a half's distance from Hyde Park Corner—
a distance considerable enough, as I now am, to save me from

any very overwhelming " unda salutantium.

"

Here, or anywhere else, I beg you to believe in the very sin-

cere satisfaction which I shall derive from your society, and

which I do derive from the assurance of your regard and good

opinion. Ever, my dear Sir, very truly and faithfully yours,

Gboege Canning.
P. S. — I expect, in the course of this week, to send you a

copy of a more ample statement of the circumstances of my
retirement, which the misrepresentations of some who, I think,

must have known they were misrepresenting (though that I

must not say), have rendered necessary.
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I could not quote more largely from these political

letters without trespassing against the feelings of distin-

guished individuals still alive. I believe the extracts

which I have given are sufficient to illustrate the sagacity

with which Scott had at that early period apprehended

the dangers to which the political career of Mr. Canning

was exposed, by the jealousy of the old Tory aristocracy

on the one hand, and the insidious flatteries of Whig
intriguers on the other. I willingly turn from his poli-

tics to some other matters, which about this time occu-

pied a large share of his thoughts.

He had from his boyish days a great lov5 for theatrical

representation ; ^ and so soon as circumstances enabled

him to practise extended hospitality, the chief actors of

his time, whenever they happened to be in Scotland, were

among the most acceptable of his guests. Mr. Charles

Young was, I believe, the first of them of whom he saw

much. As early as 1803 I find him writing of that gen-

1 [One of the theatrical experiences of his boyhood, interesting for more

reasons than one, was recorded hy Scott in the Reoolleetions of tord Byron

which he wrote for Moore's Life of the poet :
—

" I remember having seen Lord Byron's mother before she was married,

and a certain coincidence rendered the circumstance rather remarkable-

It was daring Mrs. Siddons's first or second visit to Edinburgh [1784 or

1785], when the mnsic of that wonderful actress's voice, looks, manner
and person, produced the strongest effect which could possibly be exerted

by a human being upon her fellovr-creatnres. Nothing of the kind that I
ever witnessed approached it by a hundred degrees. The high state of

excitation was aided by the difficulties of obtaining entrance, and the

exhausting length of time that the audiences w^e contented to wait until

the piece commenced. When the curtain fell, a large proportion of the

ladies were generally in hysterics.

" I remember Miss Gordon of Ghight, in particular, harrowing the house

by the desperate and wild way in which she shrieked out Mrs. Siddons's

exclamation, in the character of Isabella [in The Fatal Marriage], ' Oh,
my Byron ! Oh, my Byron !

' A well-known medical gentleman, the

benevolent Dr. Alexander Wood, tendered his assistance ; but the thick-

pressed audience could not for a long time make way for the doctor to

approach his patient, or the patient the physician. The remarkable cir-

cumstance was, that the lady had not then seen Captain Byron, who,
like Sir Toby, made her conclude with ' Oh !

' as she had begun with
it."]
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tleman to the Marchioness of Abercorn as a valuable

addition to the society of Edinburgh ; and down to the

end of Scott's life, Mr. Young was never in the north

without visiting him.^

Another graceful and intelligent performer in whom he

took a special interest, and of whom he saw a great deal

in his private circle, was Miss Smith, afterwards Mrs.
Bartley.^ But at the period of which I am now treating,

his principal theatrical intimacy was with John Philip

Kemble, and his sister, Mrs. Siddons, both of whom he

appears to have often met at Lord Abercorn's villa near

Stanmore, during his spring visits to London after the

first establishment of his poetical celebrity. Of John
Kemble's personal character, and manners, he has re-

corded his impressions in a pleasing reviewal of Mr.
Boaden's Memoir.^ The great tragedian's love of black-

letter learning, especially of dramatic antiquities, afforded

a strong bond of fellowship ; and I have heard Scott say

that the only man who ever seduced him into very deep

potations in his middle life was Kemble. He was fre-

quently at Ashestiel, and the "fat Scotch butler," whom
Mr. Skene has described to us, by name John Macbeth,

made sore complaints of the bad hours kept on such occa-

sions in one of the most regular of households ; but the

1 [Charles Mayne Toung, as a tragedian, deservedly won both distinction

and fortune, and, with a greater measure of success than any other actor of

his time, could rival Kemble and later Kean in certain parts. Young retired

from the stage in 1832, and died in 1856, in his eightieth year. A memoir,

or rather sketch, of him was published by his son, the Eev. Julian Young,

in 1871.]

^ [Sarah Smith, who in the early part of her career was connected for

some years with the Edinburgh Theatre, married in 1814 George Hartley,

a comedian of repute. She achieved genuine success as a tragic actress,

not only in her own country but in America, which, with her husband, she

visited in 1818, remaining for two years. A number of Scott's letters to

her, written in the years 1807-14, can be found in the first volume of the

Familiar Letters. She played in more than one of those dramatizations of

his poems, which in one of these letters he calls his " theatrical grand-

children." Mrs. Bartley died in 1850, in her sixty-seventh year.]

' Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. xx. 1834.
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watcLings of the night were not more grievous to

"Cousin Macbeth," as Kemble called the honest beauf-

fotier, than were the hazards and fatigues of the morning

to the representative of "the Scotch usurper." Kemble's

miseries during a rough gallop were quite as grotesque

as those of his namesake, and it must be owned that spe-

cies of distress was one from the contemplation of which

his host could never derive anything but amusement.

I have heard Scott chuckle with particular glee over

the recollection of an excursion to the vale of the Ettrick,

near which river the party were pursued by a bull,

"Come, King John," said he, "we must even take the

water," and accordingly he and his daughter plunged into

the streamj But King John, halting on the bank and

surveying the river, which happened to be full and tur-

bid, exclaimed, in his usual solemn manner, —
" The flood is angry, Sheriff ;

Methinks I '11 get me up into a tree." ^

It was well that the dogs had succeeded in diverting the

bull, because there was no tree at hand which could have

sustained King John, nor, had that been otherwise, could

so stately a personage have dismounted and ascended

with such alacrity as circumstances would have required.

He at length followed his friends through the river with

the rueful dignity of Don Quixote.

It was this intercourse which led Scott to exert himself

very strenuously, when some change in the administra-

tion of the Edinburgh Theatre became necessary— (I be-

lieve in 1808), — to prevail on Mr. Henry Siddons, the

nephew of Kemble, to undertake the lease and manage-
1 John Kemble's most familiar tahle-talk often flowed into blank

verse ; and so indeed did his sister's. Scott (who was a capital mimic)
often repeated her tragic exclamation to a footboy during a dinner at

Ashestiel,—
" Tou 've brought me water, boy,— I asked for beer."

Another time, dining with a Provost of Edinburgh, she ejaculated, in

answer to her host's apology for hia piice de resistance, —
" Beef cannot be too salt for me, my Lord I

"
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ment. Such an arrangement would, he expected, induce

both Kemble and his sister to be more in Scotland than

hitherto; and what he had seen of young Siddons himself

led him to prognosticate a great improvement in the

whole conduct of the northern stage. His wishes were

at length accomplished in the summer of 1809.-^ On this

occasion he purchased a share, and became one of the

acting trustees for the general body of proprietors; and

thenceforth, during a long series of years, he continued

to take a very lively concern in the proceedings of the

Edinburgh company. In this he was plentifully en-

couraged by his domestic camarilla; for his wife had

all a Frenchwoman's passion for the spectacle; and the

elder of the two Ballantynes (both equally devoted to the

company of players) was a regular newspaper critic of

theatrical affairs, and in that capacity had already at-

tained a measure of authority supremely gratifying to

himself.

The first new play produced by Henry Siddons was

The Family Legend of Joanna Baillie. This was, I be-

lieve, the first of her dramas that ever underwent the

test of representation in her native kingdom ; and Scott

appears to have exerted himseK most indefatigably in

its behalf. He was consulted about all the minutice of

costume, attended every rehearsal, and supplied the

prologue. The play was better received than any other

which the gifted authoress has since subjected to the

same experiment; and how ardently Scott enjoyed its

'^ [Henry Siddons was manager of the Edinburgh Theatre till his death

in 1815. From the first the position proyed too arduous for him, and his

losses were heavy. But his accomplished wife,— long the leading actress

of the company,— with the efficient aid of her brother, William Murray,

who succeeded to the management, overcame all difficulties, and, at the

expiration of her lease in 1830, retired with a, competence. The brother

and sister were the children of Charles Murray, comedian and dramatist,

who was one of the younger sons of Sir John Murray of Broughton. (See

ante, vol. i. pp. 161, 162.) Murray's management of the Theatre Royal,

which lasted till 1848, was from first to last an unbroken success. He died

in 1852.]
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success will appear from a few specimens of the many-

letters which he addressed to his friend on the occasion.

The first of these letters is dated Edinburgh, October

27, 1809. He had gone into town for the purpose of

entering his eldest boy at the High School :
—

On receiving your long kind letter yesterday, I sought

out Siddons, who was equally surprised and delighted at

your liberal arrangement about the Lady of the Rock.

I will put all the names to rights, and retain enough of

locality and personality to please the antiquary, without

the least risk of bringing the clan Gillian about our ears.

I went through the theatre, which is the most complete

little thing of the kind I ever saw, elegantly fitted up,

and large enough for every purpose. I trust, with you,

that in this, as in other cases, our Scotch poverty may
be a counterbalance to our Scotch pride, and that we
shall not need in my time a larger or mqre expensive

building. Siddons himself observes, that even for the

purposes of show (so paramount nowadays) a moderate

stage is better fitted than a large one, because the ma-
chinery is pliable and manageable in proportion to its

size. With regard to the equipment of The Family
Legend, I have been much diverted with a discovery

which I have made. I had occasion to visit our Lord
Provost (by profession a stocking-weaver), and was sur-

prised to find the worthy magistrate filled with a new-
born zeal for the drama. He spoke of Mr. Siddons's

merits with enthusiasm, and of Miss Baillie's powers

almost with tears of rapture. Being a curious inves-

tigator of cause and effect, I never rested until I found
out that this theatric rage which had seized his lordship

of a sudden, was owing to a large order for hose, pan-

taloons, and plaids for equipping the rival clans of

Campbell and Maclean, and which Siddons was sensible

enough to send to the warehouse of our excellent provost.^

1 This magistrate was Mr. William Coulter (the salt-beef Amphitryon),
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. . . The Laird ^ is just gone to the High School, and it

is with inexpressible feeling that I hear him trying to

babble the first words of Latin, the signal of commencing
serious study, for his acquirements hitherto have been
under the mild dominion of a governess. I felt very like

Leontes—
" Looking on the lines

Of my boy's face, methought I did recoil

Thirty good years." ^

And O ! my dear Miss Baillie, what a tale thirty years

can tell even in an uniform and unhazardous course of

life ! How much I have reaped that I have never sown,

and sown that I have never reaped! Always, I shall

think it one of the proudest and happiest circumstances

of my life that enables me to subscribe myself your faith-

ful and affectionate friend, W. S.

Three months later, he thus communicates the result

of the experiment :
—

TO Miss JOASTNA BAILLIE, HAMPSTEAD.

January 30, 1810.

Mt deak Miss Baillie, — You have only to imagine

all that you could wish to give success to a play, and

your conceptions will still fall short of the complete and

decided triumph of The Family Legend. The house was

crowded to a most extraordinary degree; many people

had come from your native capital of the west; every-

who died in office in April, 1810, and is said to have been greatly consoled

on his deathbed by the prospect of so grand a funeral as must needs occur

in the ease of an actual Lord Provost of Auld Eeekie. Scott used to take

him off as saying at some public meeting, " Gentlemen, though doomed to

the trade of a stocking-weaver, I was born with the soul of a, Sheepio !
"

(Seipio.)

^ Young Walter Seott was called Gilnockie, the Laird of Gilnockie, or

simply the Laird, in consequence of his childish admiration for Johnny
Armstrong, whose ruined tower is still extant at Gilnockie on the Esk,

nearly opposite Netherby.
2 Winter's Tale, Act I. Scene 2.
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thing that pretended to distinction, whether from rank

or literature, was in the boxes, and in the pit such an

aggregate mass of humanity as I have seldom if ever

witnessed in the same space. It was quite obvious from

the beginning that the cause was to be very fairly tried

before the public, and that if anything went wrong, no

effort, even of your numerous and zealous friends, could

have had much influence in guiding or restraining the

general feeling. Some good-natured persons had been

kind enough to propagate reports of a strong opposition,

which, though I considered them as totally groundless,

did not by any means lessen the extreme anxiety with

which I waited the rise of the curtain. But in a short

time I saw there was no ground whatever for apprehen-

sion, and yet I sat the whole time shaking for fear a

scene-shifter, or a carpenter, or some of the subaltern

actors, should make some blunder, and interrupt the feel-

ing of deep and general interest which soon seized on the

whole pit, box, and gallery, as Mr. Bayes has it.^ The

scene on the rock struck the utmost possible effect into

the audience, and you heard nothing but sobs on all sides.

The banquet scene was equally impressive, and so was

the combat. Of the greater scenes, that between Lorn

and Helen in the castle of Maclean, that between Helen

and her lover, and the examination of Maclean himself

in Argyle's castle, were applauded to the very echo.

Siddons announced the play ''/or the rest of the week,"

which was received not only with a thunder of applause,

but with cheering and throwing up of hats and handker-

chiefs. Mrs. Siddons supported her part incomparably,

although just recovered from the indisposition mentioned

in my last. Siddons himself played Lorn very well in-

deed, and moved and looked with great spirit. A Mr.
Terry, who promises to be a fine performer, went through

the part of the Old Earl with great taste and effect. For
the rest I cannot say much, excepting that from highest

1 See The Hehearsal.
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to lowest they were most accurately perfect in their parts,

and did their very best. Malcolm de Gray was tolerable

but stickish— Maclean came off decently— but the

conspirators were sad hounds. You are, my dear Miss
Baillie, too much of a democrat in your writings; you
allow life, soul, and spirit to these inferior creatures of

the drama, and expect they will be the better of it. Now
it was obvious to me, that the poor monsters, whose
mouths are only of use to spout the vapid blank verse

which your modern playwright puts into the part of the

confidant and subaltern villain of his piece, did not know
what to make of the energetic and poetical diction which
even these subordinate departments abound with in the

Legend. As the play greatly exceeded the usual length

(lasting till half-past ten), we intend, when it is repeated

to-night, to omit some of the passages where the weight

necessarily fell on the weakest of our host, although we
may hereby injure the detail of the plot. The scenery

was very good, and the rock, without appearance of pan-

tomime, was so contrived as to place Mrs. Siddons in a

very precarious situation to all appearance. The dresses

were more tawdry than I should have judged proper, but

expensive and showy. I got my brother John's High-

land recruiting party to reinforce the garrison of Inver-

ary, and as they mustered beneath the porch of the castle,

and seemed to fill the courtyard behind, the combat

scene had really the appearance of reality. Siddons has

been most attentive, anxious, assiduous, and docile, and
had drilled his troops so well that the prompter's aid was

unnecessary, and I do not believe he gave a single hint

the whole night; nor were there any false or ridiculous

accents or gestures even among the underlings, though

God knows they fell often far short of the true spirit.

Mrs. Siddons spoke the epilogue^ extremely well: the

prologue,^ which I wiU send you in its revised state, was

^ Written by Henry Mackenzie.
2 See Scott's Poetical Works, vol. Tiii. p. 387 [Cambridge Ed. p. 405].
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also very well received. Mrs. Scott sends her kindest

compliments of congratulation ; she had a party of thirty

friends in one small box, which she was obliged to watch

like a clucking hen till she had gathered her whole flock,

for the crowd was insufferable. I am going to see the

Legend to-night, when I shall enjoy it quietly, for last

night I was so much interested in its reception that I

cannot say I was at leisure to attend to the feelings aris-

ing from the representation itself. People are dying to

read it. If you think of suffering a single edition to be

printed to gratify their curiosity, I will take care of it.-

But I do not advise this, because, until printed, no other

theatres can have it before you give leave. My kind

respects attend Miss Agnes Baillie, and believe me ever

your obliged and faithful servant,

Walter Scott.

P. S. —A friend of mine writes dramatic criticism

now and then. I have begged him to send me a copy of

the Edinburgh paper in which he inserts his lucubrations,

and I will transmit it to you : he is a play-going man,

and more in the habit of expressing himself on such sub-

jects than most people. — In ease you have not got a

playbill, I enclose one, because I think in my own case

I should like to see it.

The Family Legend had a continuous run of fourteen

nights, and was soon afterwards printed and published

by the Ballantynes.

The theatrical critic alluded to in the last of these

letters was the elder of those brothers ; the newspaper in

which his lucubrations then appeared was the Edinburgh
Evening Courant; and so it continued until 1817, when
the Edinburgh Weekly Journal was purchased by the

two partners of the Canongate; ever after which period

it was edited by the prominent member of that firm, and
from time to time was the vehicle of many fugitive pieces

by Scott.
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In one of these letters there occurs, for the first time,

the name of a person who soon obtained a large share of

Scott's regard and confidence— the late ingenious come-

dian, Mr. Daniel Terry. He had received a good educa-

tion, and been regularly trained as an architect; but

abandoned that profession, at an early period of life, for

the stage, and was now beginning to attract attention as

a valuable and efficient actor in Henry Siddons's new
company at Edinburgh. Already he and the Ballantynes

were constant companions, and through his familiarity

with them, Scott had abundant opportunities of appreci-

ating his many excellent and agreeable qualities. He
had the manners and feelings of a gentleman. Like

John Kemble, he was deeply skilled in the old literature

of the drama, and he rivalled Scott's own enthusiasm for

the antiquities of vertu. Their epistolary correspondence

in after-days was frequent, and will supply me with

many illustrations of Scott's minor tastes and habits.

As their letters lie before me, they appear as if they had

all been penned by the same hand. Terry's idolatry of

his new friend induced him to imitate his writing so zeal-

ously, that Scott used to say, if he were called on to

swear to any document, the utmost he could venture to

attest would be, that it was either in his own hand or in

Terry's. The actor, perhaps unconsciously, mimicked

him in other matters with hardly inferior pertinacity.

His small lively features had acquired, before I knew

him, a truly ludicrous cast of Scott's graver expression;

he had taught his tiny eyebrow the very trick of the

poet's meditative frown; and to crown all, he so habit-

ually affected his tone and accent, that, though a native

of Bath, a stranger could hardly have doubted he must

be a Scotchman, These things afforded Scott and all

their mutual acquaintances much diversion ; but perhaps

no Stoic could have helped being secretly gratified by

seeing a clever and sensible man convert himself into a

living type and symbol of admiration.
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Charles Mathews and Terry were once thrown out of

a gig together, and the former received an injury which

made him halt ever afterwards, while the latter escaped

unhurt. "Dooms, Daunid" said Mathews when they

next met, "what a pity that it wasna your luck to get

the game leg, mon ! Your Shirra wad hae been the very

thing, ye ken, an' ye wad hae been croose till ye war

coffined! " Terry, though he did not always relish banter-

ing on this subject, replied readily and good-humoredly

by a quotation from Peter Pindar's Bozzy and Piozzi :
—

" A/Then Foote his leg by some misfortune broke,

Says I to Johnson, all by way of joke,

Sam, sir, in Paragraph will soon be clever,

He '11 take off Peter better now than ever."

Mathews's mirthful caricature of Terry's sober mim-
icry of Scott was one of the richest extravaganzas of his

social hours ; but indeed I have often seen this Proteus

dramatize the whole Ballantyne group with equal success

— while Kigdumfunnidos screamed with delight, and

Aldiborontiphoscophornio faintly chuckled, and the Sher-

iff, gently smiling, pushed round his decanters.-'

Miss Seward died in March, 1809. She bequeathed

her poetry to Scott, with an injunction to publish it

speedily, and prefix a sketch of her life ; while she made
her letters (of which she had kept copies) the property of

Mr. Constable, in the assurance that due regard for his

own. interests would forthwith place the whole collection

before the admiring world. Scott superintended accord-

ingly the edition of the lady's verses, which was published

in three volumes, in August, 1810, by John Ballantyne

and Co. ; and Constable lost no time in announcing her

^ By the way, perhaps the very richest article in Mathews's social

budget was the scene alleged to have occurred when he himself commu-
nicated to the two Ballantynes the new title, which the Sheriff had con-

ferred on them. Eigdum's satisfaction with his own cap and bells, and
the other's indignant incredulity, passing by degrees into tragical horror,

made a delicious contrast.— (1839.)
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correspondence, which appeared a year later, in six vol-

umes. The following letter alludes to these productions,

as well as a comedy by Mr. Henry Siddons, which he had
recently brought out on the Edinburgh stage ; and lastly,

to The Lady of the Lake, the printing of which had by
this time made great progress.

TO MISS JOANNA BAILLIE.

Edinburgh, March 18, 1810.

Nothing, my dear Miss Baillie, can loiter in my hands,

when you are commanding officer. I have put the play

in progress through the press, and find my publishers, the

Ballantynes, had previously determined to make Mr.
Longman, the proprietor of your other works, the offer of

this. All that can be made of it in such a cause certainly

shall, and the booksellers shall be content with as little

profit as can in reason be expected. I understand the

trade well, and will take care of this. Indeed, I believe

the honor weighs more with the booksellers here than the

profit of a single play. So much for business. You are

quite right in the risk I run of failure in a third poem

;

yet I think I understand the British public well enough

to set every sail towards the popular breeze. One set of

folks pique themselves upon sailing in the wind's eye—
another class drive right before it; now I would neither

do one or t'other, but endeavor to go, as the sailors ex-

press it, upon a wind, and make use of it to carry me my
own way, instead of going precisely in its direction ; or,

to speak in a dialect with which I am more familiar, I

would endeavor to make my horse carry me, instead of

attempting to carry my horse. I have a vainglorious

presentiment of success upon this occasion, which may
very well deceive me, but which I would hardly confess

to anybody but you, nor perhaps to you neither, unless I

knew you would find it out whether I told it you or no, —
" You are a sharp ohserver, and you look

Quite through the eyes of men."
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I plead guilty to the charge of ill-breeding to Miss

* * * *_ Xiie despair which I used to feel on receiving

poor Miss Seward's letters, whom I really liked, gave me

a most unsentimental horror for sentimental letters. The

Grossest thing I ever did in my life was to poor dear Miss

Seward ; she wrote me in an evil hour (I had never seen

her, mark that ! ) a long and most passionate epistle upon

the death of a dear friend, whom I had never seen neither,

concluding with a charge not to attempt answering the

said letter, for she was dead to the world, etc., etc., etc.

Never were commands more literally obeyed. I remained

as silent as the grave, tiU the lady made so many inquiries

after me, that I was afraid of my death being prematurely

announced by a sonnet or an elegy. When I did see her,

however, she interested me very much, and I am now
doing penance for my ill-breeding, by submitting to edit

her posthumous poetry, most of which is absolutely exe-

crable. This, however, is the least of my evils, for when
she proposed this bequest to me, which I could not in

decency refuse, she combined it with a request that I

would publish her whole literary correspondence. This

I declined on principle, having a> particular aversion at

perpetuating that sort of gossip; but what availed it?

Lo ! to insure the publication, she left it to an Edinburgh
bookseller; and I anticipate the horror of seeing myself

advertised for a live poet like a wild beast on a painted

streamer, for I understand all her friends are depicted

therein in body, mind, and manners. So much for the

risks of sentimental correspondence.

Siddons's play was truly flat, but not unprofitable; he

contrived to get it well propped in the acting, and—
though it was such a thing as if you or I had written it

(supposing, that is, what in your case, and I think even

in my own, is impossible) would have been damned sev-

enty-fold, — yet it went through with applause. Such
is the humor of the multitude; and they will quarrel

with venison for being dressed a day sooner than fashion
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requires, and batten on a neck of mutton, because, on the

whole, it is rather better than they expected ; however,

Siddons is a good lad, and deserves success, through

whatever channel it comes. His mother is here just now.

I was quite shocked to see her, for the two last years have

made a dreadful inroad both on voice and person; she

has, however, a very bad .cold. I hope she will be able

to act Jane de Montfort, which we have long planned.

Very truly yours, W. S.
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THE POEM CRITICISED BY JEFFREY AND MACKINTOSH.
LETTERS TO SOUTHEY AND MORRITT. — ANECDOTES

FROM JAMES BALLANTYNE'S MEMORANDA

1810

There occurred, while the latter cantos of The Lady of

the Lake were advancing through the press, an affair

which gavQ Scott so much uneasiness, that I must not pass

it in silence. Each Clerk of Session had in those days

the charge of a particular office or department in the Great

Register House of Scotland, and the appointment of the

subalterns, who therein recorded and extracted the de-

crees of the Supreme Court, was in his hands. Some of

these situations, remunerated, according to a fixed rate of

fees, by the parties concerned in the suits before the

Court, were valuable, and considered not at all below the

pretensions of gentlemen who had been regularly trained

for the higher branches of the law. About the time when
Thomas Scott's affairs as a Writer to the Signet fell into

derangement, but before they were yet hopeless, a post

became vacant in his brother's office, which yielded an
average income of £400, and which he would very will-

ingly have accepted. The poet, however, considered a

respectable man, who had grown gray at an inferior desk
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in the same department, as entitled to promotion, and

exerted the right of patronage in his favor accordingly,

bestowing on his brother the place which this person left.

It was worth about £250 a year, and its duties being en-

tirely mechanical, might be in great part, and often had

been in former times entirely, discharged by deputy. Mr.
Thomas Scott's appointment to this Extractorship took

place at an early stage of the proceedings of that Com-
mission for inquiring into the Scotch System of Judica-

ture, which had the poet for its secretary. Thomas, very

soon afterwards, was compelled to withdraw from Edin-

burgh, and retired, as has been mentioned, to the Isle of

Man, leaving his official duties to the care of a substitute,

who was to allow him a certain share of the fees, until

circumstances should permit his return. It was not,

however, found so easy, as he and his friends had antici-

pated, to wind up his accounts, and settle with his cred-

itors. Time passed on, and being an active man, in the

prime vigor of life, he accepted a commission in the Manx
Fencibles, a new corps raised by the lord of that island,

the Duke of Athol, who willingly availed himself of the

military experience which Mr. Scott had acquired in the

course of his long connection with the Edinburgh Volun-

teers. These Manx Fencibles, however, were soon dis-

solved, and Thomas Scott, now engaged in the peaceful

occupation of collecting materials for a History of the

Isle of Man, to which his brother had strongly directed

his views, was anxiously expecting a final arrangement,

which might allow him to reestablish himself in Edin-

burgh, and resume his seat in the Register House, when

he received the intelligence that the Commission of Judi-

cature had resolved to abolish that, among many other

similar posts. This was a severe blow; but it was an-

nounced, at the same time, that the Commission meant to

recommend to Parliament a scheme of compensation for

the functionaries who were to be discharged at their sug-

gestion, and that his retired allowance would probably

amount to £130 per annum.
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In the spring of 1810, the Commission gave in its

report, and was dissolved; and a bill, embodying the

details of an extensive reform, founded on its suggestions,

was laid before the House of Commons, who adopted

most of its provisions, and among others passed, without

hesitation, the clauses respecting compensation for the

holders of abolished offices. But when the bill reached

the House of Lords, several of these clauses were severely

reprobated by some Peers of the Whig party, and the

case of Thomas Scott, in particular, was represented as

a gross and flagrant job. The following extract from

Hansard's Debates will save me the trouble of further

details :
—

THOMAS SCOTT.

" The Earl of Lauderdale moved an amendment, ' That
those only be remunerated who were mentioned in the schedule.'

The application of this amendment was towards the compensa-

tion intended for Mr. Thomas Scott, the brother of Walter

Scott. It appeared the former was appointed to the office of

an Extractor at a time when it must have been foreseen that

those offices would be abolished. Mr. Thomas Scott had not

been connected previously with that sort of situation, but was
recruiting for the Manx Fencibles in the Isle of Man at the

time,,and had not served the office, but performed its duties

through the means of a deputy. He considered this transaction

a perfect job. By the present bill Mr. T. Scott would have

£130 for life as an indemnity for an office, the duties of which
he never had performed, wlule those clerks who had labored

for twenty years had no adequate remuneration.
" ViscoTJNT Melville supported the general provisions of

the biU. With respect to Mr. T. Scott, he certainly had been
in business, had met with misfortunes, and on account of his

circumstances went to the Isle of Man ; but with respect to his

appointment, this was the fact : a situation in the same office

[of the Kegister House] with that of his brother, of £400, be-
came vacant, and he [Walter Scott] thought it his duty to pro-

mote a person who had meritoriously filled the situation which
was afterwards granted to Mr. T. Scott. His brother was
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therefore so disinterested as to have appointed him to the in-

ferior instead of the superior situation. The noble viscount

saw no injustice in the case, and there was no partiality but

what was excusable.

" LoBD HoLLAUD thought no man who knew him would

suspect that he was unfavorable to men of literature ; on the

contrary, he felt a great esteem for the literary character of

"Walter Scott. He and his colleagues ever thought it their duty

to reward literary merit mthout regard to political opinions ;

and he wished he could pay the same compliment to the noble

and learned viscount, for he must ever recoUect that the poet

Burns, of immortal memory, had been shamefully neglected.

But with respect to Mr. Thomas Scott, the question was quite

different, for he was placed in a situation which he and his bro-

ther knew at the time would be abolished ; and from Parlia-

ment he claimed an indemnity for what could not be pronoimced

any loss. It was unjust as regarded others, and improper as it

respected Parliament.

" The amendment was then proposed and negatived. The
bin was accordingly read the third time and passed."— Han-
sard, June, 1810.

I shall now extract various passages from Scott's letters

to his brother and other friends, which will show what his

feelings were while this affair continued under agitation.

TO THOMAS SCOTT, ESQ., DOUGLAS, ISLE OF MAN.

Edineubgh, 2.5th May, 1810.

My deak Tom, — I write under some anxiety for your

interest, though I sincerely hope it is groundless. The

devil or James Gibson ^ has put it into Lord Lauderdale's

head to challenge your annuity in the House of Lords on

account of your non-residence, and your holding a com-

mission in the militia. His lordship kept his intention

as secret as possible, but fortunately it reached the kind

1 James Gibaon, Esq., W. S. (now Sir James Gibson-Craig of Eicoarton,

Bart.), had always been regarded as one of the most able and active of the

Scotch Whigs— whose acknowledged chief in those days was the Earl of

Lauderdale.
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and friendly ear of Colin Mackenzie. Lord Melville

takes the matter up stoutly, and I have little doubt will

carry his point, unless the whole bill is given up for the

season, which some concurring opposition from different

quarters renders not impossible. In that case, you must,

at the expense of a little cash and time, show face in

Edinburgh for a week or two, and attend your oflSee. But
I devoutly hope all will be settled by the bill being passed

as it now stands. This is truly a most unworthy exertion

of private spite and malice, but I trust it will be in vain.

Edinbuegh, June 12.

Dear Tom, — I have the pleasure to acquaint you that

I have every reason to believe that the bill will pass this

week. It has been committed; upon which occasion Lord
Lauderdale stated various objections, all of which were
repelled. He then adverted to your case with some suffi-

ciently bitter observations. Lord Melville advised him
to reserve his epithets till he was pleased to state his

cause, as he would pledge himself to show that they were
totally inapplicable to the transaction. The Duke of

Montrose also intimated his intention to defend it, which
I take very kind of his Grace, as he went down on pur-
pose, and declared his resolution to attend whenever the

business should be stirred. So much for

" The Lord of Graham, by every chief adored,

Who boasts his native philabeg restored." ^

EDnfBDBGH, 21st June, 1810.

My dear Tom, — The bill was read a third time in
the House of Lords, on which occasion Lord Lauderdale
made his attack, which Lord Melville answered. There
was not much said on either side: Lord Holland sup-

1 These lines are slightly altered from the Bolliad, p. 308. The Duke
had obtained the repeal of an Act of Parliament forbidding the use of the
Highland garb.
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ported Lord Lauderdale, and the bill passed without a

division. So you have fairly doubled Cape Lauderdale.

I believe his principal view was to insult my feelings, in

which he has been very unsuccessful, for I thank God I

feel nothing but the most hearty contempt both for the

attack and the sort of paltry malice by which alone it

could be dictated.

The next letter is addressed to an old friend of Scott's,

who, though a stout Whig, had taken a lively interest in

the success of his brother's parliamentary business :
—

TO JOHN EICHARDSON, ESQ., FLUDYEB STREET, WESTMINSTER.

Edinburgh, 3d July, 1810.

Mt dear Kichaedson, — I ought before now to have

written you my particular thanks for your kind attention

to the interest which I came so strangely and unexpectedly

to have in the passing of the Judicature Bill. The only

purpose which I suppose Lord Lauderdale had in view

was to state charges which could neither be understood

nor refuted, and to give me a little pain by dragging my
brother's misfortunes into public notice. If the last was

his aim, I am happy to say it has most absolutely miscar-

ried, for I have too much contempt for the motive which

dictated his Lordship's eloquence, to feel much for its

thunders. My brother loses by the bill from X150 to

£200, which no power short of an Act of Parliament could

have taken from him ; and far from having a view to the

compensation, he is a considerable loser by its being sub-

stituted for the actual receipts of his office. I assure you

I am very sensible of your kind and friendly activity and

zeal in my brother's behalf.

I received the Guerras^ safe; it is a fine copy, and I

think very cheap, considering how difficult it is now to

procure foreign books. I shall be delighted to have the

Traite des Tournois. I propose, on the 12th, setting

1 A copy of the Guerras Civiles de Granada.
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forth for the West Highlands, with the desperate purpose

of investigating the caves of Staffa, Egg, and Skye.

There was a time when this was a heroic undertaking, and

when the return of Samuel Johnson from achieving it was

hailed by the Edinburgh literati with "per varies casus,"

and other scraps of classical gratulation equally new and

elegant. But the harvest of glory has been entirely

reaped by the early discoverers; and in an age when
every London citizen makes Loch Lomond his washpot,

and throws his shoe over Ben-Nevis, a man may endure

every hardship, and expose himself to every danger of the

Highland seas, from sea-sickness to the jaws of the great

sea-snake, without gaining a single leaf of laurel for his

pains.

The besb apology for bestowing all this tediousness

upon you is, that John Burnet is dinning into the ears of

the Court a botheration about the politics of the magnifi-

cent city of Culross. But I will release you sooner than

I fear I shall escape myself, with the assurance that I am
ever yours most truly, Walter Scott.

I conclude the affair of Thomas Scott with a brief ex-

tract from a letter which his brother addressed to him a

few weeks later: "Lord Holland has been in Edin-

burgh, and we met accidentally at a public party. He
made up to me, but I remembered his part in your affair,

and cut him with as little remorse as an old pen." The
meeting here alluded to occurred at a dinner of Tlie Fri-

day Club, at Fortune's Tavern, to which Lord Holland

was introduced by Mr. Thomas Thomson. Two gentle-

men who were present inform me that they distinctly

remember a very painful scene, for which, knowing Scott's

habitual good-nature and urbanity, they had been wholly

unprepared. One of them (Lord Jeffrey) adds, that this

was the only example of rudeness he ever witnessed in

him in the course of a lifelong familiarity. I have thought

it due to truth and justice not to omit this disagreeable



i8io LORD HOLLAND 165

passage in Scott's life, which shows how even his mind
could at times be unhinged and perverted by the malign

influence of political spleen. It is consolatory to add,

that he enjoyed much agreeable intercourse in after-days

with Lord Holland, and retained no feelings of resent-

ment towards any other of the "Whig gentlemen named in

the preceding correspondence.^

While these affairs were still in progress, the poem of

The Lady of the Lake was completed. Scott was at the

same time arranging the materials and superintending the

^ I subjoin a list of the Members of The Friday Club, which was insti-

tuted in June, 1803 (on the model, I helieve, of Johnson's at the Tui'k's

Head), down to the period of Scott's death. The others marked, like his

name, by an asterisk, are also dead.— (1841.)

1803. *Sir James Hall,
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printing of the collection entitled English Minstrelsy, in

which several of his own minor poems first appeared, and

which John Ballantyne and Co. also published in the sum-

mer of 1810. The Swift, too (to say nothing of reviews

and the like), was going on ; and so was the Somers. A
new edition of the Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border was

moreover at press, and in it the editor included a few

features of novelty, particularly Mr. Morritt's spirited

ballad of The Curse of Moy. He gives a lively descrip-

tion of his occupations, in the following letter addressed

to that gentleman :
—

TO J. B. S. MOBBITT, ESQ., 24 POETLAND PLACE, LONDON.

Edinbubgh, 2d March, 1810.

Mt deae Moreitt, — You are very good to remem-

ber such a false knave as I am, who have omitted so long

to thank you for a letter, bringing me the assurances of

your health and remembrance, which I do not value the

less deeply and sincerely for my seeming neglect. Truth

is, I do not eat the bread of idleness. But I was born a

Scotchman, and a bare one, and was therefore born to

fight my way with my left hand where my right failed

me, and with my teeth, if they were both cut off. This

is but a bad apology for not answering your kindness, yet

not so bad when you consider that it was only admitted as

a cause of procrastination, and that I have been— let me
see— I have been Secretary to the Judicature Commis-
sion, which sat daily during all the Christmas vacation.

I have been editing Swift, and correcting the press, at

the rate of six sheets a week. I have been editing Som-
ers at the rate of four ditto ditto. I have written reviews
— I have written songs— I have made selections— I

have superintended rehearsals— and all this independent
of visiting, and of my official duty, w"hich occupies me
four hours every working day except Mondays— and in-

dependent of a new poem with which I am threatening

the world. This last employment is not the most pru-
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dent, but I really cannot well help myseK. My office,

though a very good one for Scotland, is only held in re-

version ; nor do I at present derive a shilling from it. I

must expect that a fresh favorite of the public will super-

sede me, and my philosophy being very great on the point

of poetical fame, I would fain, at the risk of hastening

my own downfall, avail myself of the favorable moment
to make some further provision for my little people.

Moreover, I cannot otherwise honestly indulge myself in

some of the luxuries which, when long gratified, become

a sort of pseudo-necessaries. As for the terrible paro-

dies ^ which have come forth, I can only say with Bene-

dick, "A college of such witmongers cannot flout me out

of my humor." Had I been conscious of one place about

my temper, were it even, metaphorically speaking, the tip

of my heel, vulnerable to this sort of aggression, I have

that respect for mine own ease, that I would have shunned

being a candidate for public applause, as I would avoid

snatching a honeycomb from among a hive of live bees.

My present attempt is a poem, partly Highland— the

scene Loch Katrine, tempore Jacdbi quinti. If I fail, as

Lady Macbeth gallantly says, I fail, and there is only a

story liiurdered to no purpose ; and if I succeed, why then,

as the song says—
" Up with the bonnie blue bonnet,

The dirk and the feather and a'." ^

1 I suppose this is an allusion to T^e Lay of the Scotch Fiddle, The

Goblin Groom, and some other productions, like them, long since for-

gotten.

2 [Writing to Joanna Baillie, March 30, Scott speaks unflatteringly of

Westall's illustrations of the Lay, and of his fears as to those preparing

for the as yet unpublished poem: "I understand there are two rival

sets of illustrations in preparation for The Lady of the Lake, even before

she makes her appearance. Both will probably be execrable; for if

Westall, who is really a man of talent, failed in figfures of chivalry, . . .

what in the devil's name wUl be made of Highland figures ? I expect to

see my chieftain, Sir Roderick Dhu (for whom let me bespeak your favor),

in the guise of a recruiting sergeant of the Black Watch, and his bard

the very model of Anld Robin Gray upon a japanned tea-tray." — Famil-

iar Letters, vol. i. p. 175.]
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I hope to show this ditty to you soon in Portland Place,

for it seems determined I must go to London, though the

time is not fixed. The pleasure of meeting you and haH-

a-dozen other friends reconciles me to this change of plan,

for had I answered your letter the day I received it, I

would have said nothing was less likely than my going to

town in spring. I hope it will be so late as to afford me
an opportunity of visiting Rokeby and Greta Side on my
return. Thefelon smv herself could not think of them

with more affection than I do; and though I love Port-

land Place dearly, yet I would fain enjoy both. But this

must be as the Fates and Destinies and Sisters three de-

termine. Charlotte hopes to accompany me, and is par-

ticularly gratified by the expectation of meeting Mrs.

Morritt. We think of our sunny days at Rokeby with

equal delight.

Miss Baillie's play went off capitally here, notwith-

standing her fond and over-credulous belief in a Creator

of the world. The fact is so generally believed that it is

man who makes the deity, that I am surprised it has never

been maintained as a corollary, that the knife and fork

make the fingers. We wept till our hearts were sore, and

applauded till our hands were blistered— what could we
more ?— and this in crowded theatres.

I send a copy of the poetical collection, not for you, my
good friend, because you would not pay your literary sub-

scription,^ but for Mrs. Morritt. I thought of leaving it

as I came through Yorkshire, but as I can get as yet an

office frank, it will be safer in your charge. By a parity

of reasoning, you will receive a copy of the new edition of

the Minstrelsy just finished, and about to be shipped, en-

riched with your Curse of Moy, which is very much ad-

mired by all to whom I have shown it. I am sorry that

dear **** ****ig go f^r from you. There is some-

thing about her that makes me think of her with a mixture

^ Scott alludea to some translations' of Italian poetry whicli he had
wished for Mr. Morritt's permission to publish in the English Minstrels;/,
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of affection and anxiety— such a pure and excellent heart,

joined to such native and fascinating manners, cannot pass

unprotected through your fashionable scenes without much
hazard of a twinge at least, if not a stab. I remember
we talked over this subject once while riding on the banks
of Tees, and somehow (I cannot tell why) it falls like a

death-bell on my ear. She is too artless for the people

that she has to live amongst. This is all vile croaking,

so I will end it by begging ten times love and compli-

ments to Mrs. Morritt, in which Charlotte heartily joins.

Believe me ever, dear Morritt, yours most faithfully,

Walter Scott.

Early in May The Lady of the Lake came out ^— as her

two elder sisters tad done— in all the majesty of quarto,

with every accompanying grace of typography, and with,

moreover, an engraved frontispiece of Saxon's portrait

of Scott; the price of the book, two guineas. For the

copyright the poet had nominally received 2000 guineas,

but as John Ballantyne and Co. retained three fourths of

the property to themselves (Miller of London purchasing

the other fourth), the author's profits were, or should

have been, more than this.

It ought to be mentioned that during the progress of

^ [Of this work Scott had written to Lady Abercom, on the 21st of Jan-

uary :
—

" I am very anxions the poem should be snch as Lord Abercom can

stand godfather to with credit. ... I have tried, according to promise, to

make ' a knight of love who never broke a vow.' But well-a-day, though

I have succeeded tolerably with the damsel, ray lover, spite of my best

exertions, is like to turn out what the players call a walking gentleman.

It is incredible the pains it has cost me to give him a little dignity. Not-

withstanding this, I have had in my time melancholy cause to paint from

experience, for I gained no advantage from three years' constancy, except

the said experience and some advantage to my conversation and manners.

Mrs. Scott's match and mine was of our own making, and proceeded from

the most sincere affection on both sides, which has rather increased than

diminished during twelve years' marriage. But it was something short of

love in all its forms, which I suspect people only fed once in their lives

;

folks who have been nearly drowned in bathing rarely venturing a second

time out of their depth."— Familiar Letters, vol. i. p. 167.]
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the poem his feelings towards Constable were so much

softened, that he authorized John Ballantyne to ask, in his

name, that experienced bookseller's advice respecting the

amount of the first impression, the method of advertising,

and other professional details. Mr. Constable readily

gave the assistance thus requested, and would willingly

have taken any share they pleased in the adventure. The

property had been disposed of before these communica-

tions occurred, and the triumphant success of the coup

d'essai of the new firm was sufficient to close Scott's ears

for a season against any propositions of the like kind from

the house at the Cross; but from this time there was no

return of anything like personal ill-will between the par-

ties. One article of this correspondence will be sufficient.

TO ME. CONSTABLE.

Castle Street, 13tli March, 1810.

Dear Sie, — I am sure if Mr. Hunter is really sorry

for the occasion of my long absence from your shop, I

shall be happy to forget all disagreeable circumstances,

and visit it often as a customer and amateur. I think it

necessary to add (before departing from this subject, and

I hope forever) that it is not in my power to restore our

relative situation as author and publishers, because, upon
the breach between us, a large capital was diverted by the

Ballantynes from another object, and invested in their

present bookselling concern, under an express assurance

from me of such support as my future publications could

give them; which is a pledge not to be withdrawn without

grounds which I cannot anticipate. But this is not a

consideration which need prevent our being friends and
well-wishers. Yours truly, W. ScOTT.

Mr. Eobert Cadell, the publisher of this Memoir, who
was then a young man in training for his profession in

Edinburgh, retains a strong impression of the interest

which The Lady of the Lake excited there for two or
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three months before it was on the counter. "James Bal-

lantyne," he says, "read the cantos from time to time to

select coteries, as they advanced at press. Common fame
was loud in their favor ; a great poem was on all hands
anticipated. I do not recollect that any of all the author's

works was ever looked for with more intense anxiety, or

that any one of them excited a more extraordinary sensa-

tion when it did appear. The whole country rang with

the praises of the poet— crowds set off to view the scenery

of Loch Katrine, till then comparatively unknown ; and
as the book came out just before the season for excur-

sions, every house and inn in that neighborhood was
crammed with a constant succession of visitors. It is a

well-ascertained fact, that from the date of the publica-

tion of The Lady of the Lake, the post-horse duty in

Scotland rose in an extraordinary degree, and indeed it

continued to do so regularly for a number of years, the

author's succeeding works keeping up the enthusiasm for

our scenery which he had thus originally created."

I owe to the same correspondent the following details:

" The quarto edition of 2050 copies disappeared instantly,

and was followed in the course of the same year by four

editions in octavo, namely, one of 3000, a second of

3250, and a third and a fourth each of 6000 copies; thus,

in the space of a few months, the extraordinary number
of 20,000 copies were disposed of. In the next year

(1811) there was another edition of 3000; there was one

of 2000 in 1814; another of 2000 in 1815; one of 2000

again in 1819; and two, making between them 2500, ap-

peared in 1825 : Since which time The Lady of the Lake,

in collective editions of his poetry, and in separate issues,

must have circulated to the extent of at least 20,000

copies more." So that, down to the month of July, 1836,

the legitimate sale in Great Britain has been not less

than 50,000 copies.

I have little to add to what the Introduction of 1880,

and some letters already extracted, have told us concern-
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ing the history of the composition of this poem. Indeed

the coincidences of expression and illustration in the In-

troduction, and those private letters written twenty years

before, are remarkable. In both we find him quoting

Montrose's lines, and in both he quotes also "Up wi' the

bonnie blue bonnet," etc. In truth, both letters and In-

troduction were literal transcripts of his usual conversa-

tion on the subject. "A lady," he says, "to whom I

was nearly related, and with whom I lived during her

whole life on the most brotherly terms of affection, was
residing with me (at Ashestiel) when the work was in

progress, and used to ask me what I could possibly do to

rise so early in the morning. At last I told her the sub-

ject of my meditations; and I can never forget the anx-

iety and affection expressed in her reply. ' Do not be so

rash,' she said, ' my dearest cousin. You are already

popular— more so perhaps than you yourself will be-

lieve, or than even I or other partial friends can fairly

allow to your merit. You stand high ;— do not rashly

attempt to climb higher and incur the risk of a fall; for,

depend upon it, a favorite will not be permitted even to

stumble with impunity.' I replied to this affectionate

expostulation in the words of Montrose :—
' He either feais his fate too much,

Or his deserta are Bmall,

Who dares not put it to the touch,

To win or lose it all.'

' If I fail, ' I said— for the dialogue is strong in my
recollection, ' it is a sign that I ought never to have suc-

ceeded, and / will write prose for life : you shall see no
change in my temper, nor will I eat a single meal the
worse. But if I succeed—

" Up -wi' the bonnie blue bonnet,

The dirk and the feather an' a' ! " '

Afterwards I showed my critic the first canto, which
reconciled her to my imprudence."— The lady here al-

luded to was no doubt Miss Christian Kutherford, his
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mother's sister, who, as I have already mentioned, was
so little above his age that they seem always to have lived

together on the terms of equality indicated in her use of

the word "cousin" in the dialogue before us. She was,

however, about as devout a Shakespearean as her nephew,

and the use of cousin, for kinsman in general, is common
to all our elder dramatists.^

He says, in the same essay, "I remember that about

the same time a friend started in to ' heeze up my hope,

'

like the minstrel in the old song. He was bred a farmer,

but a man of powerful understanding, natural good taste,

and warm poetical feeling, perfectly competent tp supply

the wants of an imperfect. or irregular education. He
was a passionate admirer of field sports, which we often

pursued together. As this friend happened to dine with

me at Ashestiel one day, I took the opportunity of read-

ing to him the first canto of The Lady of the Lake, in

order to ascertain the effect the poem was likely to pro-

duce upon a person who was but too favorable a repre-

sentative of readers at large. His reception of my reci-

tation, or prelection, was rather singular. He placed

his hand across his brow, and listened with great atten-

tion through the whole account of the stag-hunt, till the

dogs throw themselves into the lake to follow their mas-

"ter, who embarks with Ellen Douglas. He then started

up with a sudden exclamation, struck his hand on the

table, and declared, in a voice of censure calculated for

the occasion, that the dogs must have been totally ruined

by being permitted to take the water after such a severe

chase. I own I was much encouraged by the species of

reverie which had possessed so zealous a follower of the

sports of the ancient Nimrod, who had been completely

surprised out of all doubts of the reality of the tale."

Scott adds, "Another of his remarks gave me less plea-

sure. He detected the identity of the king with the

1 Thus Lady Capulet exclaims, on seeing the corpse of Tybalt,—
" Tybalt, my cousin 1 — O my brother's child !

"
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wanderiDg knight, Fitz-James, when he winds his bugle

to summon his attendants. He was probably thinking

of the lively but somewhat licentious old ballad in which

the denouement of a royal intrigue" (one of James V.

himself, by the way) "takes place as follows:—
' He took a bugle from his side,

He blew both loud and shrill,

And four-and-twenty belted knights

Came skipping owre the hill.

' Then he took out a little knife,

Let a' his dnddies fa',

And he was the bravest gentleman

I That was amang them a'.

And we 'II go no more a roving,' etc.

This discovery, as Mr, Pepys says of the rent in his

camlet cloak, ' was but a trifle, yet it troubled me ;
' and

I was at a good deal of pains to efface any marks by

which I thought my secret could be traced before the

conclusion, when I relied on it with the same hope of

producing effect with which the Irish postboy is said to

reserve a ' trot for the avenue.'
" ^

I believe the shrewd critic here introduced was the

poet's excellent cousin, Charles Scott, now laird of

Knowe-South. The story of the Irish postilion's trot he

owed to Mr. Moore.

In their reception of this poem, the critics were for

once in full harmony with each other, and with the popu-

lar voice. The article in the Quarterly was written by
George Ellis; but its eulogies, though less discrimina-

tive, are not a whit more emphatic than those of Mr.
Jeffrey in the rival Review. Indeed, I have always

considered this last paper as the best specimen of con-

temporary criticism on Scott's poetry; ^ and I shall

1 Introduction to The Lady of the Lake —1830.

^ [On the 11th of August, Jeffrey writes to Scott, enclosing the review
of The Lady of the Lake :—

" I think it right to let you see these sheets before any one else sees

them. I cannot regret having told the truth according to my oath of



i8io THE LADY OF THE LAKE 175

therefore indulge myself with quoting here two of its

paragraphs :

—

" There is nothing in Mr. Scott of the severe and majestic

style of Milton— or of the terse and fine composition of Pope— or of the elaborate elegance and melody of Campbell— or

even of the flowing and redundant diction of Southey;— but
there is a medley of bright and glowing images, set carelessly

and loosely together— a diction tinged successively with the

careless richness of Shakespeare, the harshness and antique

simpUcity of the old romances, the homeliness of vulgar ballads

and anecdotes, and the sentimental glitter of the most modern
poetry— passing from the borders of the ludicrous to those of

the subhme— alternately minute and energetic— sometimes
artificial, and frequently negligent, but always fuU of spirit and
vivacity -— abounding in images that are striking at first sight

to minds of every contexture— and never expressing a senti-

ment which it can cost the most ordinary reader any exertion

to comprehend. Upon the whole, we are inchned to think

more highly of The Lady of the Lake than of either of its au-

thor's former pubUcations. We are more sure, however, that

it has fewer faults than that it has greater beauties ; and as its

beauties bear a strong resemblance to those with which the pub-

lic has been already made familiar in these celebrated works,

we should not be surprised if its popularity were less splendid

and remarkable. For our own parts, however, we are of opin-

ion that it will be oftener read hereafter than either of them

;

and that if it had appeared first in the series, their reception

would have been less favorable than that which it has experi-

enced. It is more pohshed in its diction, and more regular in

its versification ; the story is constructed with infinitely more

o£Bce ; but I should very deeply re^et having told it in such a way as to

give you any pain. I am now sensible that there were needless asperities

in my review of Marmion^ and from the hurry in which I have been forced

to write, I dare say there may be some here also. I have bungled your

poetical characters, too, by beginning my sketch on a scale too large for

my canvas, and the mere unskilfulness of the execution, I fear, has given

it something the air of caricature. But I think you have generosity

enough to construe me rightly in stating all these things, and to believe me
when I say that I am sincerely proud both of your genius .and of your

glory, and that I value your friendship more highly than most either of

my literary or political opinions."— Familiar Letters, vol. i. p. 185.]
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skill and address ; there is a greater proportion of pleasing and

tender passages, "with much less antiquarian detail ; and, upon

the whole, a larger variety of characters, more artfully and ju-

diciously contrasted. There is nothing so fine, perhaps, as the

battle in Marmion— or so picturesque as some of the scattered

sketches in the Lay ; but there is a richness and a spirit in the

whole piece, which does not pervade either of those poems—
a profusion of incident, and a shifting brilliancy of coloring,

that reminds us of the witchery of Ariosto— and a constant

elasticity, and occasional energy, which seem to belong more

peculiarly to the author now before us.

" It is honorable to Mr. Scott's genius that he has been able

to interest the public so deeply with this third presentment of

the same chivalrous scenes ; but we cannot help thinking that

both his glory and our gratification would have been greater, if

he had changed his hand more completely, and actually given

us a true Celtic story, with all its drapery and accompaniments,

in a corresponding style of decoration. Such a subject, we are

persuaded, has very great capabilities, and only wants to be in-

troduced to public notice by such a hand as Mr. Scott's, to make
a still more powerful impression than he has already effected

by the resurrection of the tales of romance. There are few

persons, we beUeve, of any degjree of poetical susceptibility,

who have wandered among the secluded valleys of the High-

lands, and contemplated the singular people by whom they are

still tenanted— with their love of music and of song— their

hardy and irregular life, so unlike the unvarying toils of the

Saxon mechanic— their devotion to their chiefs— their wild

and lofty traditions— their national enthusiasm— the melan-

choly grandeur of the scenes they inhabit— and the mtdtiplied

superstitions which stiU. linger among them— without feeling

that there is no existing people so well adapted for the purposes

of poetry, or so capable of furnishing the occasions of new and
striking inventions.

" "We are persuaded, that if Mr. Scott's powerful and creative

genius were to be turned in good earnest to such a subject,

something might be produced stUl more impressive and original

than even this age has yet witnessed." ^

It may interest the reader to compare with this passage a brief

extract from Sir James Mackintosh's Indian Diary of 1811 :
—
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The second of these paragraphs is a strikingly pro-

phetic one; and if the details already given negative

the prediction of the first, — namely, that the immedi-
ate popularity of The Lady of the Lake would be less

remarkable than that of the Lay or Marmion had been
— its other prediction, that the new poem would be
"oftener read hereafter than either of the former," has,

I believe, proved just. The Lay, if I may venture to

state the creed now established, is, I should say, gener-

ally considered as the most natural and original, Mar-
mion as the most powerful and splendid. The Lady of the

Lake as the most interesting, romantic, picturesque, and
graceful of his great poems.

Of the private opinions expressed at the time of its

first publication by his distinguished literary friends, and
expressed with an ease and candor equally honorable to

them and to him, that of Mr. Southey was, as far as I

know, the only one which called forth anything like a
critical reply; and even here, more suo, he seems glad to

turn from his own productions to those of his correspond-

ent. It will be seen that Mr. Southey had recently put
forth the first volume of his History of Brazil ; that his

Kehama was then in the Ballantyne press; and that he

had mentioned to Scott his purpose of writing another

poem under the title of Don Pelayo— which in the issue

was exchanged for that of Eoderiek the Last of the

Goths.

" The subject of the Lady," says he, " is a common Highland irruption,

but at a point where the neighborhood of the Lowlands affords the best

contrast of manners— where the scenery affords the noblest subject of

description— and where the wild clan is so near to the Court, that their

robberies can be connected with the romantic adventures of a disguised

king, an exiled lord, and a high-born beauty. The whole narrative is very

fine. There are not so many splendid passages for quotation as in the

two foi*mer poems. This may indeed silence the objections of the critics,

but I doubt whether it will promote the popularity of the poem. It

has nothing so good as the Address to Scotland, or the Death of Mar-
mion."— Life of Mackintosh, vol. ii. p. 82.
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TO KOBEKT SOUTHET, ESQ., DUEHAM.

Edinbubgh, May 20, 1810.

Mt dear Southey, — I am very sensible of the value

of your kind approbation of my efforts, and trust I shall,

under such good auspices, keep my ground with the pub-

lic. I have studied their taste as much as a thing so

variable can be calculated upon, and I hope I have again

given them an acceptable subject of entertainment.

What you say of the songs is very just, and also of the

measure. But, on the one hand, I wish to make a dif-

ference between my former poems and this new attempt,

in the general tenor of versification, and on the other,

having an eye to the benefits derivable from the change

of stanza, I omitted no opportunity which could be given

or taken, of converting my dog-trot into a hop-step-and-

jump. I am impatient to see Kehama; James BaUan-

tyne, who has a good deal of tact, speaks very highly of

the poetical fire and beauty which pervades it ; and, con-

sidering the success of Sir William Jones, I should think

the Hindoo mythology would not revolt the common
readers, for in that lies your only danger. As for Don
Pelayo, it should be exquisite under your management:

the subject is noble, the parties finely contrasted in man-
ners, dress, religion, and all that the poet desires to bring

into action ; and your complete knowledge of every his-

torian who has touched upon the period promises the

reader at once delight and instruction,
,

Twenty times twenty thanks for the History of Brazil,

which has been my amusement, and solace, and spring of

instruction for this month past. I have always made it

my reading-book after dinner, between the removal of

.the cloth and our early tea-time. There is only one de-

fect I can point out, and that applies to the publishers—
I mean the want of a good map. For, to tell you the

truth, with my imperfect atlas of South America, I can

hardly trace these same Twp& of yours (which in our
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Border dialect signifies rams), with all their divisions and
subdivisions, through so many ramifications, without a

carte de pays. The history itself is most singularly en-

tertaining, and throws new light upon a subject which
we have hitherto understood very imperfectly. Your
labor must have been immense, to judge from the number
of curious facts quoted, and unheard-of authorities which
you have collected. I have traced the achievements of

the Portuguese adventurers with greater interest than I

remember to have felt since, when a schoolboy, I first

perused the duodecimo collection of Voyages and Discov-

eries called The World Displayed— a sensation which I

thought had been long dead within me; for, to say the

truth, the philanthropic and cautious conduct of modern
discoverers, though far more amiable, is less entertaining

than that of the old Buccaneers, and Spaniards, and

Portuguese, who went to conquer and achieve adventures,

and met with strange chances of fate in consequence,

which could never have befallen a well-armed boat's crew,

not trusting themselves beyond their watering-place, or

trading with the natives on the principles of mercantile

good faith.

I have some thoughts of a journey and voyage to the

Hebrides this year, but if I don't make that out, I think

I shall make a foray into your northern counties, go to

see my friend Morritt. at Greta Bridge, and certainly

cast myself Keswick-ways either going or coming. I

have some literary projects to talk over with you, for the

reediting some of our ancient classical romances and

poetry, and so forth. I have great command of our

friends the Ballantynes, and I think, so far as the filthy

lucre of gain is concerned, I could make a very advan-

tageous bargain for the time which must necessarily be

bestowed in such a labor, besides doing an agreeable

thing for ourselves, and a useful service to literature.

What is become of Coleridge's Friend? I hope he had

a letter from me, enclosing my trifling subscription.
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How does our friend, Wordsworth? I won't write to

him, because he hates letter-writing as much as I do;

but I often think on him, and always with affection. If

you make any stay at Durham let me know, as I wish

you to know my friend Surtees of Mainsforth.^ He is

an excellent antiquary, some of the rust of which study

has clung to his manners; but he is good-hearted, and

you would make the summer eve (for so by the courtesy

of the calendar we must call these abominable easterly

blighting afternoons) short between you. I presume you

are with my friend Dr. Southey, who, I hope, has not

quite forgotten me, in which faith I beg kind compli-

ments to him, and am ever yours most truly,

Waltek Scott.

George Ellis having undertaken, at Gifford's request,

to review The Lady of the Lake, does not appear to have

addressed any letter to the poet upon the subject, until

after his article had appeared. He then says simply,

that he had therein expressed his candid sentiments, and

hoped his friend, as great a worshipper as himself of

Dryden's tales, would take in good part his remarks on

the octosyllabic metre as applied to serious continued

narrative. The following was Scott's reply :—
TO G. ELLIS, ESQ.

Mt dear Ellis, — I have been scandalously lazy in

answering your kind epistle, received I don't know how
long since; but then I had been long your creditor, and
I fancy correspondents, like merchants, are often glad to

plead their friends' neglect of their accompt-current as

^ This amiable gentleman, author of the History of Durham, in three

volumes folio,— one of the most learned as well as interesting works of

its class,— was an early and dear friend of Scott's. He died at the fam-
ily seat of Mainsforth, near Dnrham, 11th February, 1834, in his 55th
year. A club has since been instituted for the publication of ancient doc-
uments, etc., connected with the History of the English Border, and called,

in honor of his memory, The Surtees Club.
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an apology for their own, especially when they know that

the value of the payments being adjusted must leave a
sad balance against them. I have run up an attempt on
the Curse of Kehama for the Quarterly ; a strange thing

it is— the Curse, I mean— and the critique is not, as

the blackguards say, worth a damn ; but what I could I

did, which was to throw as much weight as possible upon
the beautiful passages, of which there are many, and to

slur over the absurdities, of which there are not a few.

It is infinite pity of Southey, with genius almost to ex-

uberance, so much learning and real good feeling of

poetry, that, with the true obstinacy of a foolish papa,

he will be most attached to the defects of his poetical

offspring. This said Kehama affords cruel openings for

the quizzers, and I suppose will get it roundly in the

Edinburgh Review. I could have made a very different

hand of it indeed, had the order of the day been pour
decJiirer.^

I told you how much I was delighted with your critique

on the Lady ; but, very likely moved by the same feeling

for which I have just censured Southey, I am still in-

clined to defend the eight-syllable stanza, which I have

somehow persuaded myself is more congenial to the Eng-
lish language— more favorable to narrative poetry at

least— than that which has been commonly termed heroic

verse. If you will take the trouble to read a page of

Pope's Iliad, you will probably find a good many lines

out of which two syllables may be struck without injury

to the sense. The first lines of this translation have been

repeatedly noticed as capable of being cut down from

ships of the line into frigates, by striking out the said

two-syllabled words, as—
" Achilles' wrath to Greece, the direful spring

Of woes unnumbered, heavenly goddess, sing,

That wrath which sent to Pluto's gloomy reign

1 See this article in his Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. xvii. pp. 301-

337.
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The souls of mighty chiefs in brittle slain,

Whose bones unburied on the desert shore,

Devouring dogs and hungry vultures tore."

Now, since it is true that by throwing out the epithets

underscored, we preserve the sense without diminishing

the force of the verses— and since it is also true that

scarcely one of the epithets are more than merely exple-

tive— I do really think that the structure of verse which

requires least of this sort of bolstering is most likely to

be forcible and animated. The case is different in de-

scriptive poetry, because there epithets, if they are hap-

pily selected, are rather to be sought after than avoided,

and admit of being varied ad infinitum. But if in nar-

rative you are frequently compelled to tag your substan-

tives with adjectives, it must frequently happen that you

are forced upon those that are merely commonplaces,

such as ^^ heavenly goddess," "desert shore," and so forth;

and I need not tell you, that whenever any syllable is

obviously inserted for the completion of a couplet, the

reader is disposed to quarrel with it. Besides, the eight-

syllable stanza is capable of certain varieties denied to

the heroic. Double rhymes, for instance, are congenial

to it, which often give a sort of Gothic richness to its

cadences
;
you may also render it more or less rapid by

retaining or dropping an occasional syllable. Lastly,

and which I think its principal merit, it runs better into

sentences than any length of line I know, as it corre-

sponds, upon an average view of our punctuation, very

commonly with the proper and usual space between
comma and comma. Lastly the Second, — and which
ought perhaps to have been said first, — I think I have

somehow a better knack at this "false gallop" of verse,

as Touchstone calls it, than at your more legitimate hex-

ameters; and so there is the short and long of my longs

and shorts. Ever yours, Walter Scott.

Mr. Ellis recurs to the octosyllabic measure of The
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Lady of the Lake in his next letter. "I don't think,"

says he, " after all the eloquence with which you plead
for your favorite metre, that you really like it from any
other motive than that sainte paresse— that delightful

indolence— which induces one to delight in doing those

things which we can do with the least fatigue. If you
will take the trouble of converting Dryden's Theodore
and Honoria (a narrative, is it not?) into Hudibrastic

measure, and after trying this on the first twenty lines

you feel pleased with the transformation, I will give up
the argument;— although, in point of fact, I believe

that I regret the variety of your own old stanza, much
more than the absence of that heroic measure, which you
justly remark is not, without great difficulty, capable of

being moulded into sentences of various lengths. When,
therefore, you give us another poem, pray indulge me
with rather a larger share of your ancient dithyrambics."

Canning, too, came to the side of Ellis in this debate.

After telling Scott, that "on a repeated perusal " he had
been "more and more delighted" with The Lady of the

Lake, he says, "But I should like to see something a

little different when you write next. In short, I have

sometimes thought (very presumptuously) that partly by
persuasion, and partly by showing the effect of a change

of dress— of a fuller and more sweeping style— upon
some of your favorite passages, I could induce you to

present yourself next time in a Drydenic habit. Has
this ever occurred to you, and have you tried it, and not

liked yourself so well?" We shall see by and by what

attention Scott gave to these friendly suggestions.

Of the success of the new poem he speaks as follows

in his Introduction of 1830: "It was certainly so ex-

traordinary as to induce me for the moment to conclude

that I had at last fixed a nail in the proverbially incon-

stant wheel of Fortune. I had attained, perhaps, that

degree of public reputation at which prudence, or cer-

tainly timidity, would have made a halt, and discontin-
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ued efforts by which I was far more likely to diminish

my fame than to increase it. But— as the celebrated

John Wilkes is said to have explained to King George

the Third that he himself, amid his full tide of popular-

ity, was never a Wilkite— so I can with honest truth

exculpate myself from having been at any time a partisan

of my own poetry, even when it was in the highest fash-

ion with the million. It must not be supposed that I

was either so ungrateful, or so superabundantly candid,

as to despise or scorn the value of those whose voice had

elevated me so much higher than my own opinion told

me I deserved. I felt, on the contrary, the more grate-

ful to the public, as receiving that from partiality which

I could not have claimed from merit : and I endeavored

to deserve the partiality by continuing such exertions as

I was capable of for their amusement."

James Ballantyne has preserved in his Memorandum
an anecdote strikingly confirmative of the most remark-
able statement in this page of Scott's confessions. "I
remember," he says, "going into his library shortly after

the publication of The Lady of the Lake, and finding

Miss Scott (who was then a very young girl) there by
herself. I asked her, ' Well, Miss Sophia, how do you
like The Lady of the Lake? ' Her answer was given

with perfect simplicity, ' Oh, I have not read it; papa
says there 's nothing so bad for young people as reading
bad poetry.'

"

In fact, his children in those days had no idea of the
source of his distinction— or rather, indeed, that his

position was in any respect different from that of other
Advocates, Sheriffs, and Clerks of Session. The eldest

boy came home one afternoon about this time from the
High School, with tears and blood hardened together
upon his cheeks. — "Well, Wat," said his father, "what
have you been fighting about to-day?" With that the
boy blushed and hung his head, and at la«t stammered
out that "he had been called a lassie." "Indeed!"
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said Mrs. Scott, "this was a terrible mischief to be

sure." "You may say what you please, mamma," Wat
answered roughly, "but I dinna think there 's 2kwaufer

(shabbier) thing in the world than to be a lassie, to sit

boring at a clout." Upon further inquiry it turned out

that one or two of his companions had dubbed him The
Lady of the Lake, and the phrase was to him incompre-

hensible, save as conveying some imputation on his

prowess, which he accordingly vindicated in the usual

style of the Yards. Of the poem he had never before

heard. Shortly after, this story having got wind, one

of Scott's colleagues of the Clerks' Table said to the

boy, "Gilnockie, my man, you cannot surely help see-

ing that great people make more work about your papa
than they do about me or any other of your uncles—
what is it, do you suppose, that occasions this?" The
little fellow pondered for a minute or two, and then an-

swered very gravely, "It 's commonly him that sees the

hare sitting." And yet this was the man that had his

children all along so very much with him. In truth,

however, young Walter had guessed pretty shrewdly in

the matter, for his father had all the tact of the Suther-

land Highlander, whose detection of an Irish rebel up

to the neck in a bog, he has commemorated in a note

upon Eokeby. Like him, he was quick to catch the

sparMe of the future victim's eye; and often said jest-

ingly of himself, that whatever might be thought of him

as a maker (poet), he was an excellent trouveur.

Ballantyne adds: "One day about this same time,

when his fame was supposed to have reached its acme, I

said to him, ' WiU you excuse me, Mr. Scott, but I

should like to ask you what you think of your own gen-

ius as a poet, in comparison with that of Burns ?
' He

replied, ' There is no comparison whatever— we ought

not to be named in the same day. '
' Indeed !

' I an-

swered, ' would you compare Campbell to Burns ? ' ' No,

James, not at all. If you wish to speak of a real poet,
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Joanna Baillie is now the highest genius of our country.

'

— But, in fact" (continues Ballantyne), "he had often

said to me that neither his own nor any modern popular

style of composition was that from which he derived most

pleasure. I asked him what it was. He answered,

Johnson's; and that he had more pleasure in reading

London, and The Vanity of Human Wishes, than any

other poetical composition he could mention ; and I think

I never saw his countenance more indicative of high ad-

miration than while reciting aloud from those produc-

tions."

In his Sketch of Johnson's Life, Scott says, "The

deep and pathetic morality of The Vanity of Human
Wishes has often extracted tears from those whose eyes

wander dry over pages professedly sentimental."-' And
Lord Byron, in his Eavenna Diary,^ has the following

entry on the same subject: "Eead Johnson's Vanity of

Human Wishes, — all the examples and mode of giving

them sublime, as well as the latter part, with the excep-

tion of an occasional couplet. 'T is a grand poem ^

—

and so true I— true as the 10th of Juvenal himself.

The lapse of ages changes all things— time— language

— the earth— the bounds of the sea— the stars of the

sky, and everything about, around, and underneath man,

except man himself, who has always been, and always

will be, an unlucky rascal. The infinite variety of lives

conduct but to death, and the infinity of wishes lead but

to disappointment."

The last line of MS. that Scott sent to the press was
a quotation from The Vanity of Human Wishes. Yet it

is the cant of our day, above all, of its poetasters, that

Johnson was no poet. To be sure, they say the same of

Pope— and hint it occasionally even of Dryden.

* Miscellaneous Prose Works, toI. iii. p. 264.
2 Life and Works, vol. v. p. 66.
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FIEST VISIT TO THE HEBEIDE8. — STAFFA. — SKTE. —
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AKD MOKKITT

1810

Walter Scott was at this epoch in the highest spir-

its, and having strong reasons of various kinds for his

resolution to avail himself of the gale of favor, only hesi-

tated in which quarter to explore the materials of some
new romance. His first and most earnest desire was to

spend a few months with the British army in the Penin-

sula, but this he soon resigned, from an amiable motive,

which a letter presently to be quoted will explain. He
then thought of revisiting Eokeby— for he had from the

.

first day that he spent on that magnificent domain, con-

templated it as the scenery of a future poem. But the

burst of enthusiasm which followed the appearance of The
Lady of the Lake finally swayed him to undertake a jour-

ney, deeper than he had as yet gone, into the Highlands,

and a warm invitation from the Laird of Staffa,^ a bro-

ther of his friend and colleague Mr. Macdonald Bu-
chanan, easily induced him to add a voyage to the Heb-

rides. He was accompanied by part of his family (not

forgetting his dog Wallace), and by several friends be-

sides ; among others his relation Mrs. Apreece (now Lady

^ The reader will find a warm tritute to Staffa's chaTacter as a High-

land landlord, in Scott's article on Sir John Carr's Caledonian Sketches, —
{Miscellaneous Prose Works, toI. six.) ; and some spirited verses, written

at his mansion of Ulva, in Scott's Poetical Works, Edition 1834, vol. x.

p. 356 [Cambridge Ed. p. 410].
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Davy), who had been, as he says in one of his letters, "a

lioness of the first magnitude in Edinburgh," during the

preceding winter. He travelled slowly with his own

horses, through Argyleshire, as far as Oban ; but indeed,

even where post-horses might have been had, this was the

mode he always preferred in these family excursions, for

he delighted in the liberty it afforded him of alighting

and lingering as often and as long as he chose : and, in

truth, he often performed the far greater part of the

day's journey on foot— examining the map in the morn-

ing so as to make himself master of the bearings— and

following his own fancy over some old disused riding

track, or along the margin of a stream, while the car-

riage, with its female occupants, adhered to the proper

road. At Oban, where they took to the sea, Mrs.

Apreece met him by appointment.

He seems to have kept no journal during this expedi-

tion; but I shall string together some letters which, with

the notes that he contributed many years afterwards to

Mr. Croker's Edition of BosweU, may furnish a tolerable

sketch of the insular part of his progress, and of the feel-

• ings with which he first inspected the localities of 'his last

great poem— The Lord of the Isles. The first of these

letters is dated from the Hebridean residence of the

young Laird of Staffa.^

TO MISS JOANTSTA BAILLIE.

UiiVA House, July 19, 1810.

I cannot, my dear Miss Baillie,. resist the temptation

of writing to you from scenes which you have rendered

classical as well as immortal. We— which in the pre-

sent case means my wife, my eldest girl, and myself—
are thus far in fortunate accomplishment of a pilgrimage

to the Hebrides. The day before yesterday we passed

the Lady's Eock, in the Sound of Mull, so near that I

1 Sir Beginald Macdonald Steuait Seton, of StafBa, Allanton, and Touch,
Baronet, died on the 15th of April, 1838, in his 61st year.
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could almost have touched it. This is, you know, the

Eock of your Family Legend. The boat, by my desire,

went as near as prudence permitted; and I wished to

have picked a relic from it, were it but a cockle-shell or

a mussel, to have sent to you ; but a spring-tide was run-

ning with such force and velocity as to make the thing

impossible. About two miles farther, we passed under

the Castle of Duart, the seat of Maclean, consisting of

one huge (indeed immense) square tower, in ruins, and

additional turrets and castellated buildings (the work,

doubtless, of Benlora's guardianship), on which the roof

still moulders. It overhangs the strait channel from a

lofty rock, without a single tree in the vicinity, and is

surrounded by high and barren mountains, forming alto-

gether as wild and dreary a scene as I ever beheld.

Duart is confronted by the opposite castles of DunstafE-

nage, DunoUy, Ardtorniah, and others; all once the

abodes of grim feudal chiefs, who warred incessantly with

each other. I think I counted seven of these fortresses

in sight at once, and heard seven times seven legends of

war and wonder connected with them. We landed late,

wet and cold, on the Island of Mull, near another old

castle called Aros, — separated, too, from our clothes,

which were in a large wherry, which could not keep pace

with our row-boat. Mr. Macdonald of Staffa, my kind

friend and guide, had sent his piper (a constant attendant,

mark that !) to rouse a Highland gentleman's family in the

neighborhood, where we were received with a profusion

of kindness and hospitality. Why should I appall you

with a description of our difficulties and distresses— how

Charlotte lost her shoes, and little Sophia her whole col-

lection of pebbles— how I was divorced from my razors,

and the whole party looked like a Jewish Sanhedrim!

By this time we were accumulated as follows : Sir George

Paul, the great philanthropist, Mrs. Apreece, a distant

relation of mine, Hannah Mackenzie, a daughter of our

friend Henry, and Mackinnon of Mackinnon, a young
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gentleman born and bred in England, but nevertbeless

a Highland chief. ^ It seems his father had acquired

wealth, and this young man, who now visits the High-

lands for the first time, is anxious to buy back some of

the family property, which was sold long since. Some
twenty Mackinnons, who happened to live within hearing

of our arrival (that is, I suppose, within ten miles of

Aros), came posting to see their young chief, who be-

haved with great kindness, and propriety, and liberality.

Next day we rode across the isle on Highland ponies,

attended by a numerous retinue of gillies, and arrived at

the head of the salt-water loch called Loch-an-Gaoil,

where Staifa's boats awaited us with colors flying and
pipes playing. We proceeded in state to this lonely isle,,

where our honored lord has a very comfortable residence,

and were received by a discharge of swivels and musketry
from his people:

Yesterday we visited Staffa and lona. The former is

one of the most extraordinary places I ever beheld. It

exceeded, in my mind, every description I had heard of

it; or rather, the appearance of the cavern, composed
entirely of basaltic pillars as high as the roof of a cathe-

dral,^ and running deep into the rock, eternally swept by

^ William Alexander Mackinnon, Esq., now member of Parliament for

Lymin^ton, Hants.

^ " That wondrous dome,
Where, as to shame the temples deck'd
By skill of earthly architect.

Nature herself, it seem'd, would raise

A minster t» her Maker's praise !

Not for a meaner use ascend .

Her columns, or her arches bend

;

Nor of a theme less solemn tells

That mighty surge that ebbs and swells,

And still, between each awful panse
From the high vault an answer draws,
In varied tone prolonged and high.

That mocks the organ's melody.
Nor doth its entrance front In vain
To old lona's holy fane,
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a deep and swelling sea, and paved as it were with ruddy
marble, baffles all description. You can walk along the

broken pillars, with some difficulty, and in some places

with a little danger, as far as the farthest extremity.

Boats also can come in below when the sea is placid, —
which is seldom the case. I had become a sort of favor-

ite with the Hebridean boatmen, I suppose from my anx-
iety about their old customs, and they were much pleased

to see me get over the obstacles which stopped some of

the party. So they took the whim of solemnly christen-

ing a great stone seat at the mouth of the cavern,

Clachan-an-Bairdh, or the Poet's Stone. It was conse-

crated with a pibroch, which the echoes rendered tre-

mendous, and a glass of whiskey, not poured forth in

the ancient mode of libation, but turned over the throats

of the assistants. The head boatman, whose father had
been himself a bard, made me a speech on the occasion

;

but as it was in Gaelic, I could only receive it as a silly

beauty does a fine-spun compliment— bow, and say no-

thing. ^

When this fun was over (in which, strange as it may

That Nature's voice might seem to say,
' Well hast thou done, frail Child of clay

!

Thy humble powers that stately shrine

Task'd high and hard— but witness mine !
'"

Lord of the Isles, Canto iv. st. 10.

1 [On September 30, 1810, Scott writes to Lady Abercom, regarding this

incident :
—

" The people are a wild and hardy race, very fond of music and poetry,

which they chant perpetually to their oars. While we were at StafEa, one

of the boatmen, who could not speak a word of English, came forward and

made me a speech, in which there was a great deal of compliment on ac-

count of my being 'the great bard of the Lowland border,' and 'bur-

nishing the shields of ancient chieftains,' with much more figurative

eulogy, of which I regretted I could not get an accurate translation. It

concluded with acquainting me with their determination to have a remark-

able pillar of the cavern called after me, ' Clachan an Bhaird Sassenach

mohr,' or the stone of the great Lowland bard. The ceremony was con-

cluded by a solemn dram of whiskey by way of libation. So you see, my
dear Lady Abercom, that poetry retains its honors even where it is not

understood."— Familiar Letters, vol. i. p. 188.]
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seem, the men were quite serious), we went to lona,

where there are some ancient and curious monuments.

'E^Tom this remote island the light of Christianity shone

forth on Scotland and Ireland. The ruins are of a rude

architecture, but curious to the antiquary. Our return

was less comfortable; we had to row twenty miles against

an Atlantic tide and some wind, besides the pleasure of

seeing occasional squalls gathering to windward. The

ladies were sick, especially poor Hannah Mackenzie, and

none of the gentlemen escaped except StafEa and myself.

The men, however, cheered by the pipes, and by their

own interesting boat-songs, which were uncommonly wild

and beautiful, one man leading and the others answering

in chorus, kept pulling away without apparently the least

sense of fatigue, and we reached Ulva at ten at night,

tolerably wet, and well disposed for bed.

Our friend Staffa is himself an excellent specimen of

Highland chieftainship ; he is a cadet of Clanranald, and

lord of a cluster of isles on the western side of Mull, and

a large estate (in extent at least) on that island. By dint

of minute attention to this property, and particularly to

the management of his kelp, he has at once trebled his

income and doubled his population, while emigration is

going on all around him. But he is very attentive to his

people, who are distractedly fond of him, and he has

them under such regulations as conduce both to his own
benefit and their profit ; and keeps a certain sort of rude

state and hospitality, in which they can take much pride.

I am quite satisfied that nothing under the personal at-

tention of the landlord himself will satisfy a Highland

tenantry, and that the substitution of factors, which is

now becoming general, is one great cause of emigration.

This mode of life has, however, its evils; and I can see

them in this excellent man. The habit of solitary power

is dangerous even to the best regulated minds, and this

ardent and enthusiastic young man has not escaped the

prejudices incident to his situation. But I think I have
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bestowed enough of my tediousness upon you. To bal-

last my letter, I put in one of the hallowed green pebbles
from the shore of St. Columba— put it into your work-
basket until we meet, when you will give me some ac-

count of its virtues. Don't suppose the lapidaries can
give you any information about it, for in their profane
eyes it is good for nothing. — But the piper is sounding
to breakfast, so no more (excepting love to Miss Agnes,
Dr. and Mrs. Baillie), from your truly affectionate

Walter Scott.
P. S. — I am told by the learned, the pebble will wear

its way out of the letter, so I will keep it till I get to

Edinburgh. I must not omit to mention, that all through
these islands I have found every person familiarly ac-

quainted with the Family Legend, and great admirers.

It would be idle to extract many of Scott's notes on
Boswell's Hebridean Journal; but the following speci-

mens appear too characteristic to be omitted. Of the

island Inchkenneth, where Johnson was received by the

head of the clan Maclean, he says :—
" Inchkenneth is a most beautiful little islet of the most ver-

dant green, while all the neighboring shore of Greban, as well

as the large islands of Colonsay and Ulva, are as black as heath

and moss can make them. But Ulva has a good anchorage,

and Inchkenneth is surrounded by shoals. It is now uninhab-

ited. The ruins of the huts, in which Dr. Johnson was received

by Sir Allan M'Lean, were still to be seen, and some tatters of

the paper-hangings were to be seen on the walls. Sir George

Onesiphorus Paul was at Inchkenneth with the same party of

which I was a member. He seemed to me to suspect many of

the Highland tales which he heard, but he showed most incre-

dulity on the subject of Johnson's having been entertained in the

wretched huts of which we saw the ruins. He took me aside,

and conjured me to tell him the truth of the matter. ' This

Sir Allan,' said he, ' was he a regular baronet, or was his title

such a traditional one as you find in Ireland ? ' I assured my
excellent acquaintance, that, ' for my own part, I would have
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paid more respect to a Knight of Kerry, or Knight of Glynn

— yet Sir Allan M'Lean was a regular baronet by patent;'

and, having given him this information, I took the liberty of

asking him, in return, whether he would not in conscience pre-

fer the worst cell in the jail at Gloucester (which he had been

very active in overlooking while the building was going on) to

those exposed hovels where Johnson had been entertained by

rank and beauty. He looked roimd the httle islet, and allowed

Sir Allan had some advantage in exercising ground ; but in

other respects he thought the compulsory tenants of Gloucester

had greatly the advantage. Such was his opinion of a place,

concerning which Johnson has recorded that ' it wanted little

which palaces could afford.'

" Sir Allan M'Lean, like many Highland chiefs, was embar-

rassed in his private affairs, and exposed to unpleasant solicita-

tions from attorneys, called, in Scotland, Writers (which, in-

deed, was the chief motive of his retiring to Inchkenneth).

Upon one occasion he made a visit to a friend, then residing at

Carron Lodge, on the banks of the Carron, where the banks of

that river are studded with pretty villas. Sir Allan, admiring

the landscape, asked his friend whom that handsome seat be-

longed to. ' M , the Writer to the Signet,' was the reply.

' Umph !

' said Sir Allan, but not with an accent of assent, ' I

mean that other house.' ' Oh ! that belongs to a very honest

fellow, Jamie , also a Writer to the Signet.'— ' Umph !

'

said the Highland chief of M'Lean, with more emphasis than

before.— ' And yon smaller house ?
'
—

' That belongs to a

Stirling man ; I forget his name, but I am sure he is a Writer

too ; for '— Sir Allan, who had recoiled a quarter of a circle

backward at every response, now wheeled the circle entire, and
turned his back on the landscape, saying, ' My good friend, I

must own you have a pretty situation here, but d—n your

neighborhood.'

"

The following notices of Boswell himself, and his

father, Lord Auchinleck, may be taken as literal tran-

scripts from Scott's Table-Talk :
—

" Boswell himself was callous to the contacts of Dr. Johnson,

and when telling them, always reminds one of a jockey receiv-
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ing a kick from the horse which he is showing off to a customer,

and is grinning with pain while he is trying to cry out, ' Pretty

rogue— no vice— all fun.' To him Johnson's rudeness was
only 'pretty Fanny's way.' Dr. Robertson had a sense of good

breeding, which inclined him rather to forego the benefit of

Johnson's conversation than awaken his rudeness. . . .

" Old Lord Auchinleck was an able lawyer, a good scholar,

after the manner of Scotland, and highly valued his own ad-

vantages as a man of good estate and ancient family ; and,

moreover, he was a strict Presbyterian and Whig of the old

Scottish cast. This did not prevent his being a terribly proud

aristocrat ; and great was the contempt he entertained and ex-

pressed for his son James, for the nature of his friendship, and

the character of the personages of whom he was engoue one

after another. ' There 's nae hope for Jamie, mon,' he said to

a friend. ' Jamie is gane clean gyte. What do you think,

mon ? He 's done wi' Paoli— he 's ofE wi' the land-louping

scoundrel of a Corsican ; and whose tail do you think he has

pinned himself to now, mon !

' Here the old Judge summoned
up a sneer of most sovereign contempt. ' A dominie, mon— an

auld dominie ! he keeped a schule, and caud it an acaadamy.'

Probably if this had been reported to Johnson, he would have

felt it most galling, for he never much liked to think of that

period of his life ; it would have aggravated his dislike of Lord

Auchinleck's Whiggery and Presbyterianism. These the old

Lord carried to such an unusual height, that once, when a

countryman came in to state some justice business, and being

required to make his oath, declined to do so before his Lord-

ship, because he was not a covenanted magistrate— ' Is that a'

your objection, mon ?
' said the Judge ;

* come your ways in

here, and we '11 baith of us tak the solemn league and covenant

together.' The oath was accordingly agreed and sworn to by

both, and I dare say it was the last time it ever received such

homage. It may be surmised how far Lord Auchinleck, such

as he is here described, was likely to suit a high Tory and

Episcopalian like Johnson. As they approached Auchinleck,

Boswell conjured Johnson by all the ties of regard, and in re-

quital of the services he had rendered him upon his tour, that

he would spare two subjects in tenderness to his father's pre-

judices ; the first related to Sir John Pringle, President of the
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Royal Society, about whom there was then some dispute current

;

the second concerned the general question of Whig and Tory.

Sir John Pringle, as Boswell says, escaped, but the controversy

between Tory and Covenanter raged with great fury, and

ended in Johnson's pressing upon the old Judge the question,

what good Cromwell, of whom he had said something deroga-

tory, had ever done to his country ?— when, after being much
tortured. Lord Auchinleck at last spoke out, ' God ! doctor, he

gart kings ken that they had a lith in their neck ' — he taught

kings they had a joint in their necks. Jamie then set to medi-

ating between his father and the philosopher, and availing him-

self of the Judge's sense of hospitality, which was punctilious,

reduced the debate to more order."

The following letter, dated Ashestiel, August 9, ap-

pears to have been written immediately on Scott's return

from this expedition :
—

TO J. B. S. MOREITT, ESQ., EOKEBY PAKK.

My dear MoKKiTT,— Your letter reached me in the

very centre of the Isle of Mull, from which circumstance

you will perceive how vain it was for me even to attempt

availing myself of your kind invitation to Eokeby, which

would otherwise Lave given us so much pleasure. We
deeply regretted the absence of our kind and accom-

plished friends, the Clephanes, yet, entre nous, as we
were upon a visit to a family of the Capulets, I do not

know but we may pay our respects to them more plea-

santly at another time. There subsist some aching scars

of the old wounds which were in former times inflicted

upon each other by the rival tribes of Maclean and Mac-
donald, and my very good friends the Laird of Staffa
and Mrs. Maclean Clephane are both too true Highland-
ers to be without the characteristic prejudices of their

clans, which, in their case, divide two highly accom-
plished and most estimable families, living almost within
sight of each other, and on an island where polished con-
versation cannot be supposed to abound.
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I was delighted, on the whole, with my excursion.

The weather was most excellent during the whole time of

our wanderings; and I need not tell you of Highland
hospitality. The cavern at Staffa, and indeed the island

itself, dont on parle en histoire, is one of the few lions

which completely maintain an extended reputation. I

do not know whether its extreme resemblance to a work
of art, from the perfect regularity of the columns, or the

grandeur, of its dimensions, far exceeding the works of

human industry, joined to a certain ruggedness and mag-
nificent irregularity, by which nature vindicates her

handiwork, are most forcibly impressed upon my memory.
We also saw the far-famed Island of Columba, where

there are many monuments of singular curiosity, forming

a strange contrast to the squalid and dejected poverty of

the present inhabitants of the isle. We accomplished

both these objects in one day, but our return, though we
had no alarms to boast of, was fatiguing to the ladies,

and the sea not affording us quite such a smooth passage

as we had upon the Thames (that morning we heard the

voice of Lysons setting forth the contents of the records

in the White Tower), did, as one may say, excite a com-

bustion in the stomachs of some of our party. Mine

being a stanch anti-revolutionist, was no otherwise trou-

blesome than by demanding frequent supplies of cold

beef and biscuit. Mrs. Apreece was of our party. Also

"— Sir George Paul, for prison-house renowned,

A wandering knight, on high adventures hound."

— We left this celebrated philanthropist in a plight not

unlike some of the misadventures of "Him of the sorrow-

ful figure." The worthy baronet was mounted on a

quadruped, which the owners called a pony, with his

woeful valet on another, and travelling slowly along the

coast of Mull, in order to detect the point which approached

nearest to the continent, protesting he would not again

put foot in a boat till he had discovered the shortest pos-

sible traject. Our separation reminded me of the disas-
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trous incident in Byron's Shipwreck, when they were

forced to abandon two of their crew on an unknown coast,

and beheld them at a distance commencing their solitary

peregrination along the cliffs.

Waltee Scott.

The lona pebble, mentioned in Scott's letter from

Ulva, being set in a brooch of the form of a harp, was

sent to Joanna Baillie some months later; but it may be

as well to insert here the letter which accompanied it.

The young friend, to whose return from a trip to the seat

of war in the Peninsula it alludes, was John Miller,

Esq., then practising at the Scotch Bar, but now an emi-

nent King's counsel of Lincoln's Inn.

TO MISS JOASNA BAILLIE, HAMPSTEAD.

Edinbubgh, November 23, 1810.

I should not have been so long your debtor, my dear

Miss Baillie, for your kind and valued letter, had not

the false knave, at whose magic touch the lona pebbles

were to assume a shape in some degree appropriate to the

person to whom they are destined, delayed finishing his

task. I hope you will set some value upon this little

trumpery brooch, because it is a harp, and a Scotch harp,

and set with lona stones. This last circumstance is more
valuable, if ancient tales be true, than can be ascertained

from the reports of dull modern lapidaries. These green

stones, blessed of St. Columba, have a virtue, saith old

Martin, to gratify each of them a single wish of the

wearer. I believe, that which is most frequently formed

by those who gather them upon the shores of the Saint,

is for a fair wind to transport them from his domains.

Now, after this, you must suppose everything respecting

this said harp sacred and hallowed. The very inscription

is, you will please to observe, in the ancient Celtic lan-

guage and character, and has a very talismanic look. I

hope that upon you it will have the effect of a conju-
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ration, for the words Buail a'n Tend signify Strike the

String ; and thus having, like the pedlars who deal in

like matters of value, exhausted all my eloquence in set-

ting forth the excellent outward qualities and mysterious

virtues of my little keepsake, I have only to add, in

homely phrase, God give you joy to wear it. I am de-

lighted with the account of your brother's sylvan empire

in Glo'stershire. The planting and cultivation of trees

always seemed to me the most interesting occupation of

the country. I cannot enter into the spirit of common
vulgar farming, though I am doomed to carry on, in a

small extent, that losing trade. It never occurred to me
to be a bit more happy because my turnips were better

than my neighbor's; and as for grieving my shearers, as

we very emphatically term it in Scotland, I am always

too happy to get out of the way, that I may hear them
laughing at a distance when on the harvest rigg.

" So every servant takes his course,

And bad at first, they all grow worse "—
I mean for the purposes of agriculture, — for my hind

shall kill a salmon, and my plough-boy find a hare sit-

ting, with any man in the Forest. But planting and

pruning trees I could work at from morning till night;

and if ever my poetical revenues enable me to have a few

acres of my own, that is one of the principal pleasures I

look forward to. There is, too, a sort of self-congratula-

tion, a little tickling self-flattery in the idea that, while

you are pleasing and amusing yourself, you are seriously

contributing to the future welfare of the country, and

that your very acorn may send its future ribs of oak to

future victories like Trafalgar.

You have now by my calculation abandoned your ex-

tensive domains and returned to your Hampstead villa,

which, at this season of the year, though the lesser, will

prove, from your neighborhood to good society, the more

comfortable habitation of the two. Dr. Baillie's cares

are transferred (I fear for some time) to a charge still
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more important than the poor Princess.^ I trust in God
that his skill and that of his brethren may be of advan-

tage to the poor King; for a Regency, from its unsettled

and uncertain tenure, must in every country, but espe-

cially where parties run so high, be a lamentable busi-

ness. I wonder that the consequences which have taken

place had not occurred sooner, during the long and trying

suspense in which his mind must have been held by the

protracted lingering state of a beloved child.

Your country neighbors interest me excessively. I

was delighted with the man, who remembered me, though

he had forgotten Sancho Panza; but I am afraid my pre-

eminence in his memory will not remain much longer

than the worthy squire's government at Barataria. Mean-
while, The Lady of the Lake is likely to come to prefer-

ment in an unexpected manner, for two persons of no

less eminence than Messrs. Martin and Reynolds, play-

carpenters in ordinary to Covent Garden, are employed

in scrubbing, careening, and cutting her down into one

of those new-fashioned sloops called a melodrama, to be

launched at the theatre; and my friend, Mr. H. Siddons,

emulous of such a noble design, is at work on the same

job here. It puts me in mind of the observation with

which our parish smith accompanied his answer to an in-

quiry, whom he had heard preach on Sunday— " Mr.

Such-a-one— O ! sir, he made neat work" thinking,

doubtless, of turning off a horse-shoe handsomely. I

think my worthy artisans wiU make neat work, too, before

they have done with my unlucky materials— but, as

Durandarte says in the cavern of Montesinos— "Pa-
tience, cousin, and shuffle the cards." Jeffrey was the

author of the critique in the Edinburgh; he sent it to

me in the sheet, with an apology for some things in that

of Marmion which he said contained needless asperities

;

and, indeed, whatever I may think of the justice of some

^ The Princess Amelia— whose death was immediately followed hy the

hopeless malady of King George III.
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part of his criticism, I think his general tone is much soft-

ened in my behalf.

You say nothing about the drama on Fear, for which
you have chosen so admirable a subject, and which, I

think, will be in your own most powerful manner. I

hope you will have an eye to its being actually repre-

sented. Perhaps of all passions it is the most univer-

sally interesting ; for although most part of an audience

may have been in love once in their lives, and many en-

gaged in the pursuits of ambition, and some perhaps

have fostered deadly hate; yet there will always be many
in each case who cannot judge of the operations of these

motives from personal experience: Whereas, I will bet

my life there is not a soul of them but has felt the im-

pulse of fear, were it but, as the old tale goes, at snuffing

a candle with his fingers. I believe I should have been

able to communicate some personal anecdotes on the sub-

ject, had I been enabled to accomplish a plan I have had

much at heart this summer, namely, to take a peep at

Lord Wellington and his merry men in Portugal; but

I found the idea gave Mrs. Scott more distress than I

am entitled to do for the mere gratification of my own

curiosity. Not that there would have been any great dan-

ger,—for I could easily, as a non-combatant, have kept out

of the way of the "grinning honor " of my namesake, Sir

Walter Blount,^ and I think I should have been overpaid

for a little hardship and risk by the novelty of the scene.

I could have got very good recommendations to Lord

Wellington; and, I dare say, I should have picked up

some curious materials for battle scenery. A friend of

mine made the very expedition, and arriving at Oporto

when our army was in retreat from the frontier, he was

told of the difficulty and danger he might encounter in

crossing the country to the southward, so as to join them

on the march; nevertheless, he travelled on through a

country totally deserted, unless when he met bands of

1 See 1st King Henry IV. Act V. Scene 3.
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fugitive peasantry flying they scarce knew whither, or

thd yet wilder groups of the Ordinanza, or levy en masse,

who, fired with revenge or desire of plunder, had armed

themselves to harass the French detached parties. At
length, in a low glen he heard, with feelings that may be

easily conceived, the distant sound of a Highland bagpipe

playing The Garb of Old Gaul, and fell into the quar-

ters of a Scotch regiment, where he was most courteously

received by his countrymen, who assured "his honor he

was just come in time to see the pattle." Accordingly,

being a young man of spirit, and a volunteer sharp-

shooter, he got a rifle, joined the light corps, and next

day witnessed the battle of Busaco, of which he describes

the carnage as being terrible. The narrative was very

simply told, and conveyed, better than any I have seen,

the impressions which such scenes are likely to make
when they have the effect (I had almost said the charm)

of novelty. I don't know why it is I never found a

soldier could give me an idea of a battle. I believe their

mind is too much upon the tactique to regard the pictur-

esque, just as the lawyers care very little for an eloquent

speech at the Bar, if it does not show good doctrine.

The technical phrases of the military art, too, are unfa-

vorable to convey a description of the concomitant terror

and desolation that attends an engagement; but enough

of "this bald disjointed chat,"^ from ever yours,

W. S.

There appeared in the London Courier of September

15, 1810, an article signed S. T. C, charging Scott with

being a plagiarist, more especially from the works of the

poet for whose initials this signature had no doubt been

meant to pass. On reading this silly libel, Mr. Southey
felt satisfied that Samuel Taylor Coleridge could have no
concern in its manufacture ; but as Scott was not so well

acquainted with Coleridge as himself, he lost no time in

^ Hotspur— Ut King Senry IV. Act I. Scene 3.
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procuring his friend's indignant disavowal, and forward-
ing it to Ashestiel. Scott acknowledges this delicate

attention as follows :
—

TO KOBEET SOUTHET, ESQ.

AsHESTiEi,, Thursday.

My dear Sottthet, — Your letter, this morning re-

ceived, released me from the very painful feeling, that
a man of Mr. Coleridge's high talents, which I had
always been among the first to appreciate as they deserve,

had thought me worthy of the sort of public attack which
appeared in the Courier of the 15th. The initials are so

remarkable, and the trick so very impudent, that I was
likely to be fairly duped by it, for which I have to re-

quest Mr. Coleridge's forgiveness. I believe attacks of

any sort sit as light upon me as they can on any one. If

I have had my share of them, it is one point, at least, in

which I resemble greater poets— but I should not like to

have them come from the hand of contemporary genius.

A man, though he does not "wear his heart upon his

sleeve for daws to peck at,"^ would not willingly be

stooped upon by a falcon. I am truly obliged to your
friendship for so speedily relieving me from so painful

a feeling. The hoax was probably designed to set two
followers of literature by the ears, and I dare say will be

followed up by something equally impudent. As for the

imitations, I have not the least hesitation in sajang to

you, that I was unconscious at the time of appropriating

the goods of others, although I have not the least doubt

that several of the passages must have been running in

my head. Had I meant to steal, I would have been more

cautious to disfigure the stolen goods. In one or two

instances the resemblance seems general and casual, and

in one, I think, it was impossible I could practise pla-

giarism, as Ethwald, one of the poems quoted, was pub^

lished after The Lay of the Last Minstrel. A witty

1 Othello, Act I. Scene 1.
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rogue, tlie other day, who sent me a letter subscribed

Detector, proved me guilty of stealing a passage from

one of Vida's Latin poems, which I had never seen or

heard of; yet there was so strong a general resemblance,

as fairly to authorize Detector's suspicion.

I renounced my Greta excursion in consequence of

having made instead a tour to the Highlands, particu-

larly to the Isles. I wished for Wordsworth and you

a hundred times. The scenery is quite different from

that on the mainland— dark, savage, and horrid, but

occasionally magnificent in the highest degree. Staffa,

in particular, merits well its far-famed reputation : it is

a cathedral arch, scooped by the hand of nature, equal in

dimensions and in regularity to the most magnificent aisle

of a Gothic cathedral. The sea rolls up to the extremity

in most tremendous majesty, and with a voice like ten

thousand giants shouting at once. I visited Icohnkill

also, where there are some curious monuments, moulder-

ing among the poorest and most naked wretches that I

ever beheld. Affectionately yours, W. Scott.

The "lines of Vida," which "Detector" had enclosed

to Scott as the obvious original of the address to " Wo-
man " in Marmion, closing with

" When pain and anguish wring the brow,

A ministering angel thou !
"

end as follows;— and it must be owned that, if Vida
had really written them, a more extraordinary example
of casual coincidence could never have been pointed

out:—
" Cum doloT atque supercilio gravis imminet anger,

Fungeris augelico sola ministerio !
"

Detector's reference is "Vida ad Eranen, El. II. v.

21 ;
"— but it is almost needless to add there are no such

lines— and no piece bearing such a title in Vida's works.
Detector was no doubt some young college wag, for his

letter has a Cambridge postmark.
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1810-1811

In the course of this autumn appeared the Poetical

Works of Miss Seward, in three volumes, with a Prefa-

tory Memoir of her Life by Scott. This edition had, as

we have seen, been enjoined by her last will — but his

part in it was an ungrateful one, and the book was among
the most unfortunate that James Ballantyne printed, and

his brother published, in deference to the personal feel-

ings of their partner. He had been, as was natural,

pleased and flattered by the attentions of the Lichfield

poetess in the days of his early aspirations after literary

distinction ; but her verses, which he had with his usual

readiness praised to herself beyond their worth, appeared

when collected a formidable monument of mediocrity.

Her Correspondence, published at the same time by Con-

stable, was considered by him with still greater aversion.

He requested the bookseller to allow him to look over the
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MS., and draw his pen through passages in which her

allusions to letters of his own might compromise him as

a critic on his poetical contemporaries. To this request

Constable handsomely acceded, although it was evident

that he thus deprived the collection of its best chance of

popularity. I see, on comparing her letters as they origi-

nally reached Scott, with the printed copies, that he had

also struck out many of her most extravagant rhapsodies

about himself and his works. No collection of this kind,

after all, can be wholly without value; I have already

drawn from it some sufficiently interesting fragments, as

the biographers of other eminent authors of this time will

probably do hereafter under the like circumstances : and,

however affected and absurd, Miss Seward's prose is cer-

tainly far better than her verse.

And now I come to a very curious letter of James Bal-

lantyne's, the date of which seems to fix pretty accurately

the time when Scott ^rs^ resumed the long-forgotten MS.
of his Waverley. As in the Introduction of 1829 he

mentions having received discouragement as to the open-

ing part of the novel from two friends, and as BaUantyne
on this occasion writes as if he had never before seen any

portion of it, I conclude that the fragment of 1805 had

in that year been submitted to Erskine alone.

TO WALTER SCOTT, ESQ., ASHESTIEL,

Edinburgh, September 15, 1810.

Deab Sir,— What you have sent of Waverley has amused

me much ; and certainly if I had read it as part of a new novel,

the remainder of which was open to my perusal, I should have

proceeded with avidity. So much for its general effect ; but

you have sent me too little to enable me to form a decided

opinion. Were I to say that I was equally struck with Waver-
ley as I was with the much smaller portion of the Lady, which

you first presented to us as a specimen, the truth would not be

in me ; but the cases are different. It is impossible that a small

part of a fine novel can equally impress one with the decided
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conviction of splendor and success as a small part of a fine

poem. I will state one or two things that strike me. Consid-

ering that " sixty years since " only leads us back to the year

1750, a period when our fathers were alive and merry, it seems
to me that the air of antiquity diffused over the character is

rather too great to harmonize with the time. The period is

modern ; Johnson was writing— and Garrick was acting — and
in fact scarcely anything appears to have altered, more impor-

tant than the cut of a coat.

The account of the studies of Waverley seems unnecessarily

minute. There are few novel readers to whom it would be in-

teresting. I can see at once the connection between the studies

of Don Quixote, or of the Female Quixote, and the events of

their lives ; but I have not yet been able to trace betwixt

Waverley's character and his studies such clear and decided

connection. The account, in short, seemed to me too particu-

lar ; quite unlike your usual mode in your poetry, and less

happy. It may be, however, that the further progress of the

character will defeat this criticism. The character itself I

think excellent and interesting, and I was equally astonished

and delighted to find in the last-written chapter, that you can

paint to the eye in prose as well as in verse.

Perhaps your own reflections are rather too often mixed with

the narrative— but I state this with much diffidence. I do not

mean to object to a train of reflections arising from some strik-

ing event, but I don't like their so frequent recurrence. The

language is spirited, but perhaps rather careless. The humor

is admirable. Should you go on ? My opinion is, clearly—
certainly. I have no doubt of success, though it is impossible

to guess how much. . . .

Ever respectfuUy, J. B.

The part of the letter which I have omitted refers to

the state of Ballantyne's business at the time when it

was written. He had, that same week, completed the

eleventh edition of the Lay; and the fifth of The Lady

of the Lake had not passed through his press, before new

orders from London called for the beginning of a sixth,

I presume the printer's exultation on this triumphant

success had a great share in leading him to consider with
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doubt and suspicion the propriety of his friend's inter-

rupting just then his career as the great caterer for

readers of poetry. However this and other matters may
have stood, the novel appears to have been forthwith laid

aside again.

Some sentences refer to less fortunate circumstances

in their joint affairs. The publishing firm was not as

yet a twelvemonth old, and already James began to ap-

prehend that some of their mightiest undertakings would

wholly disappoint Scott's prognostications. He speaks

with particular alarm of the edition of Beaumont and

Fletcher's plays, of which Weber had now dismissed sev-

eral volumes from his incompetent and presumptuous

hand. How Scott should ever have countenanced the

project of an edition of an English book of this class, by

a mere drudging Oerman, appears to me quite inexpli-

cable. He placed at Weber's disposal his own annotated

copy, which had been offered some years before for the

use of Gifford; but Weber's text is thoroughly disgrace-

ful, and so are all the notes, except those which he owed

to his patron's own pen. James Ballantyne augurs, and

well might he do so, not less darkly, as to "the Aston

speculation "— that is, the bulky collection entitled

" Tixall poetry. " " Over this, " he says, " the (Edinburgh)

Eeview of the Sadler has thrown a heavy cloud— the

fact is, it seems to me to have ruined it. Here is the

same editor and the same printer, and your name with-

drawn. I hope you agree with John and me, that this

Aston business ought to be got rid of at almost any

sacrifice. We could not now even ask a London book-

seller to take a share, and a net outlay of near £2500,
upon a worse than doubtful speculation, is surely ' most
tolerable and not to be endured. '

"

Another unpromising adventure of this season was
the publication of the History of the Culdees (that is, of

the clergy of the primitive Scoto-Celtic Church), by
Scott's worthy old friend. Dr. John Jamieson, the author
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of the celebrated Dictionary. This work, treating of

an obscure subject, on which very different opinions were
and are entertained by Episcopalians on the one hand,
and the adherents of Presbyterianism on the other, was
also printed and published by the Ballantynes, in conse-

quence of the interest which Scott felt, not for the
writer's hypothesis, but for the writer personally: and
the result was another heavy loss to himself and his part-

ners. But a far more serious business was the establish-

ment of the Edinburgh Annual Eegister, which, as we
have seen, was suggested by Scott in the very dawn of

his bookselling projects. The first two volumes were
issued about this time, and expectation had been highly

excited by the announcement that the historical depart-

ment was in the hands of Southey, while Scott and many
other eminent persons were to contribute regularly to its

miscellaneous literature and science. Mr. Southey was
fortunate in beginning his narrative with the great era

of the Spanish Eevolt against Napoleon, and it exhib-

ited his usual research, reflection, elegance, and spirit.

Several of the miscellanies, also, were admirable: Mr.

Southey inserted in the second volume for 1808, pub-

lished in 1810, some of the most admired of his minor

poems ; — and Scott did the like. He moreover drew

up for that volume an Essay of considerable extent on

those changes in the Scottish System of Judicature,

which had occupied the attention of the Commission

under which he served as secretary; and the sagacity

of this piece appears, on the whole, as honorable to him,

as the clear felicity of its language. Nevertheless, the

public were alarmed by the prospect of two volumes an-

nually : it was, in short, a new periodical publication on

a large scale; all such adventures are hazardous in the

extreme; and none of them ever can succeed, unless

there be a skilful bookseller, and a zealous editor, who

give a very large share of their industry and intelligence,

day after day, to the conduct of all its arrangements.
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Such a bookseller John Ballantyne was not; such an

editor, with Scott's multifarious engagements, he could

not he for an Annual Eegister; and who, indeed, could

wish that this had been otherwise? The volumes suc-

ceeded each other at irregular intervals ; there was soon

felt the want of one ever active presiding spirit; and

though the work was continued during a long series of

years, it never was the source of anything but anxiety

and disappointment to its original projectors.

I am tempted, as Scott's Essay on Judicial Eeform

has never been included in any collection of his writings,

to extract here a few specimens of a composition which

appears to be as characteristic of the man as any that

ever proceeded from his pen. His deep jealousy of the

national honor of Scotland, his fear lest the course of

innovation at this time threatened should end in a total

assimilation of her Jurisprudence to the system of the

more powerful sister country, and his habitual and deep-

rooted dread of change in matters affecting the whole

machinery of social existence, are expressed in, among
others, the following passages :

—
" An established system is not to be tried by those tests which

may with perfect correctness be apphed to a new theory. A
civilized nation, long in possession of a code of law, under

which, with all its inconveniences, they have found means to

flourish, is not to be regarded as an infant colony, on which

experiments in legislation may, without much charge of pre-

sumption, be hazarded. A philosopher is not entitled to inves-

tigate such a system by those ideas which he has fixed in his

own mind as the standard of possible excellence. The only un-

erring test of every old establishment is the effect it has actually

produced ; for that must be held to be good, from whence good
is derived. The people have, by degrees, moulded their habits

to the law they are compelled to obey ; for some of its imper-

fections, remedies have been found ; to others they have recon-

ciled themselves ; till, at last, they have, from various causes,

attained the object which the most sanguine visionary could

promise to himself from his own perfect unembodied system-
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Let us not be understood to mean, that a superstitious regard
for antiquity ought to stay the hand of a temperate reform.
But the task is delicate, and full of danger

;
perilous in its exe-

cution, and extremely doubtful in its issue. Is there not ra-

tional ground to apprehend, that, in attempting to eradicate

the disease, the sound part of the constitution may be essentially

injured ? Can we be quite certain that less inconvenience will

result from that newly discovered and unknown remedy, than
from the evil, which the juices and humors with which it has
long been incorporated may have neutralized ?— that, after a
thorough reformation has been achieved, it may not be found
necessary to counterwork the antidote itself, by having recourse

to the very error we have incautiously abjured ? We are

taught, by- great authority, that ' possibly they may espy some-

thing that may, in truth, be mischievous in some particular

case, but weigh not how many inconveniences are, on the other

side, prevented or remedied by that which is the supposed vi-

cious strictness of the law ; and he that purchases a reformation

of a law with the introduction of greater inconveniences, by the

amotion of a mischief, makes an ill bargain. No human law

can be absolutely perfect. It is sufficient that it be best ut

plurimum ; and as to the mischiefs that it occasions, as they

are accidental and casual, so they may be oftentimes, by due

care, prevented, without an alteration of the main.' ^

" Every great reform, we farther conceive, ought to be taken

at a point somewhat lower than the necessity seems to require.

Montesquieu has a chapter, of which the title is, QuHl ne faut

pas tout corriger. Our improvement ought to contain within

itself a principle of progressive improvement. We are thus

enabled to see our way distinctly before us ; we have, at the

same time, under our eyes, the ancient malady, with the pallia-

tives by which the hand of time has controlled its natural

symptoms, and the effects arising from the process intended to

remove it ; and our course, whether we advance or recede, will

be safe, and confident, and honorable ; whereas, by taking our

reform at the utmost possible stretch of the wrong complained

of, we cannot fail to bring into disrepute the order of things, as

established, without any corresponding certainty that our inno-

vations will produce the result which our sanguine hopes have

^ Lord Hale on the Amendinent of the Laws.
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anticipated ; and we thus deprive ourselves of the chance of a

secure retreat, in the event of our failure."

Nor does the following paragraph on the proposal for

extending to Scotland the system of Jury Trial in civil

actions of all classes, appear to me less characteristic of

Scott: —
" We feel it very difBcult to associate with this suhject any

idea of political or personal liberty ; both of which have been

supposed to be secured, and even to be rendered more valuable,

by means of the trial by jury in questions of private right. It

is perhaps owing to our want of information, or to the phlegm

and frigidity of our national character, that we cannot partici-

pate in that enthusiasm which the very name of this institution

is said to excite in many a patriotic bosom. We can listen to

the cabalistic sound of Trial by Jury, which has produced ef-

fects only to be paralleled by those of the mysterious words

uttered by the Queen of the City of Enchantments, in the Arar

bian Tale, and retain the entire possession of our form and

senses. We understand that sentiment of a celebrated author,

that this barrier against the usurpation of power, in matters

where power has any concern, may probably avert from our

island the fate of many states that now exist but in history ;

and we think this great possession is peculiarly valuable in

Scotland, where the privileges of the public prosecutor are not

controlled by those of a grand jury. The merits of the estab-

lishment we are now examining are to be ascertained by a

different test. It is merely a contrivance for attaining the ends

of private justice, for developing the merits of a civil question

in which individuals are interested ; and that contrivance is the

best, which most speedily and effectually serves the purpose for

which it was framed. In causes of that description, no shield

is necessary against the invasion of power ; the issue is to be

investigated without leaning or partiaUty, for whatever is un-

duly given to one party is unduly wrested from the other ; and

unless we take under our consideration those advantages which

time or accident may have introduced, we see not what superi-

ority can in the abstract be supposed to belong to this as a ju-

dicature for the determination of all or the greater number of
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civil actions. "We discover no ground for suspecting that the

judgments of a few well-educated and upright men may be in-

fluenced by any undue bias ; that an interest, merely patrimo-

nial, is more safely lodged in an obscure and evanescent body than
in a dignified, independent, and permanent tribunal, versed in

the science to be administered, and responsible for the decisions

they pronounce ; — and we suspect that a philosopher, contem-
plating both in his closet, will augur more danger from a sys-

tem which devolves on one set of men the responsibility of doc-

trines taught them by another, than from that system which
attaches to the judges all the consequences of the law they de-

Hver."

Some, though not all, of the changes deprecated in

this Essay had been adopted by the Legislature before

it was published; others of them have since been submit-

ted to experiment; and I believe that, on the whole, his

views may safely bear the test to which time has exposed

them— though as to the particular point of trial hy jury

in civil causes, the dreaded innovation, being conducted

by wise and temperate hands, has in its results proved

satisfactory to the people at large, as well as to the Bench
and the Bar of Scotland. I have, however, chiefly in-

troduced the above extracts as illustrative of the dissatis-

faction with which Scott considered the commencement

of a system of jurisprudential innovation; and though

it must not be forgotten that his own ofSce as a Clerk

of Session had never yet brought him anything but labor,

and that he consequently complained from time to time

of the inroads this labor made on hours which might

otherwise have been more profitably bestowed, I suspect

his antipathy to this new system, as a system, had no

small share in producing the state of mind indicated in

a remarkable letter addressed, in the later part of this

year, to his brother Thomas. The other source of un-

easiness to which it alludes has been already touched

upon— and we shall have but too much of it hereafter.

He says to his brother (Ashestiel, 1st November, 1810),
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"I have no objection to tell you in confidence, that, were

Dundas to go out Governor-General to India, and were

he willing to take me with him in a good situation, I

would not hesitate to pitch the Court of Session and the

booksellers to the Devil, and try my fortune in another

climate." He adds, "But this is strictly entre nous"—
nor indeed was I aware, until I found this letter, that

he had ever entertained such a design as that which it

communicates. Mr. Dundas (now Lord Melville), being

deeply conversant in our Eastern affairs, and highly

acceptable to the Court of Directors in the office of Presi-

dent of the Board of Control, which he had long filled,

was spoken of, at various times in the coarse of his public

life, as likely to be appointed Governor-General of India.

He had, no doubt, hinted to Scott, that in case he should

ever assume that high station it would be very agreeable

for him to be accompanied by his early friend : and there

could be little question of his capacity to have fiUed with

distinction the part either of an Indian secretary or of

an Indian judge.

But, though it is easy to account for his expressing in

so marked a manner at this particular period his willing-

ness to relinquish literature as the main occupation of his

time, it is impossible to consider the whole course of his

correspondence and conversation, without agreeing in the

conclusion of Mr. Morritt, that he was all along sincere

in the opinion that literature ought never to be ranked

on the same scale of importance with the conduct of busi-

ness in any of the great departments of public life. This

opinion he always expressed ; and I have no doubt that,

at any period preceding his acqiiisition of a landed pro-

perty, he would have acted on it, even to the extent of

leaving Scotland, had a suitable opportunity been af-

forded him to give that evidence of his sincerity. This

is so remarkable a feature in his character, that the

reader will forgive me should I recur to it in the sequel.

At the same time I have no notion that at this or any
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other period he contemplated abandoning literature.

Such a thought would hardly enter the head of the man,
not yet forty years of age, whose career had been one of
unbroken success, and whose third great work had just

been received with a degree of favor, both critical and
popular, altogether unprecedented in the annals of his
country. His hope, no doubt, was that an honorable
official station in the East might afford him both a world
of new materials for poetry, and what would in his case
be abundance of leisure for turning them to account,

according to the deliberate dictates of his own judgment.
What he desired to escape from was not the exertion of

his genius, which must ever have been to him the source

of his most exquisite enjoyment, but the daily round of

prosaic and perplexing toils in which his connection with

the Ballantynes had involved him. He was able to com-
bine the regular discharge of such functions with the ex-

ercise of the high powers of imagination, in a manner of

which history affords no other example; yet many, no
doubt, were the weary hours, when he repented him of

the rash engagements which had imposed such a burden

of mere task-work on his energies. But his external

position, before the lapse of another year, underwent a

change which forever fixed his destiny to the soil of his

best affections and happiest inspirations.

The letters of Scott to all his friends have sufficiently

shown the unflagging interest with which, among all his

personal labors and anxieties, he watched the progress of

the great contest in the Peninsula. It was so earnest,

that he never on any journey, not even in his very fre-

quent passages between Edinburgh and Ashestiel, omit-

ted to take with him the largest and best map he had

been able to procure of the seat of war; upon this he was

perpetually poring, tracing the marches and counter-

marches ol the French and English by means of black

and white pins ; and not seldom did Mrs. Scott complain

of this constant occupation of his attention and her car-
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riage. In the beginning of 1811, a committee was formed

in London to collect subscriptions for the relief of the

Portuguese, who had seen their lands wasted, their vines

torn up, and their houses burnt in the course of Mas-

sena's last unfortunate campaign ; and Scott, on reading

the advertisement, immediately addressed Mr. Whitmore,

the chairman, begging that the committee would allow

him to contribute to their fund the profits, to whatever

they might amount, of a poem which he proposed to write

upon a subject connected with the localities of the patri-

otic struggle. His offer was of course accepted; and

The Vision of Don Eoderick was begun as soon as the

Spring vacation enabled him to retire to Ashestiel.

On the 26th of April he writes thus to Mr. Morritt,

who had lost a dear young friend in the battle of Ba-

rossa :

—

"I rejoice with the heart of a Scotsman in the success

of Lord Wellington, and with all the pride of a seer to

boot. I have been for three years proclaiming him as

the only man we had to trust to— a man of talent and

genius— not deterred by obstacles, not fettered by preju-

dices, not immured within the pedantries of his profes-

sion— but playing the general and the hero, when most

of our military commanders would have exhibited the

drill-sergeant, or at best the adjutant. These campaigns

will teach us what we have long needed to know, that

success depends not on the nice drilling of regiments,

but upon the grand movements and combinations of an

army. We have been hitherto polishing hinges, when
we should have studied the mechanical union of a huge
machine. Now— our army begin to see that the grand
secret, as the French call it, consists only in union, joint

exertion, and concerted movement. This will enable

us to meet the dogs on fair terms as to numbers, and for

the rest, ' My soul and body on the action both.'

"The downfall of Buonaparte's military fame will be
the signal of his ruin, and, if we may trust the reports
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this day brings us from Holland, there is glorious mis-
chief on foot already. I hope we shall be able to fling

fuel into the flame immediately. A country with so

many dykes and ditches must be fearfully tenable when
the peasants are willing to fight. How I should enjoy
the disconsolate visages of those Whig dogs, those dwell-

ers upon the Isthmus, who have been foretelling the rout

and ruin which it only required their being in power to

have achieved ! It is quite plain, from Sir Eobert Wil-
son's account, that they neglected to feed the lamp of

Russia, and it only resulted from their want of opportu-

nity that they did not quench the smoking flax in the

Peninsula — a thought so profligate, that those who, from
party or personal interest, indulged it ought to pray for

mercy, and return thanks for the Providential interrup-

tion which obstructed their purpose, as they would for

a meditated but prevented parricide. But enough of the

thorny subject of politics.

"I grieve for your loss at Barossa, but what more glo-

rious fall could a man select for himself or friend, than

dying with his sword in hand and the cry of victory in

his ears?

"As for my own operations they are very trifling,

though sufficiently miscellaneous. I have been writing

a sketch of Buonaparte's tactics for the Edinburgh Regis-

ter, and some other trumpery of the same kind. Par-

ticularly I meditate some wild stanzas referring to the

Peninsula : if I can lick them into any shape, I hope to

get something handsome from the booksellers for the

Portuguese sufferers :
' Silver and gold have I none, but

that which I have I will give unto them. ' My lyrics are

called The Vision of Don Roderick : you remember the

story of the last Gothic King of Spain descending into

an enchanted cavern to know the fate of the Moorish in-

vasion— that is my machinery. Pray don't mention

this, for some one will snatch up the subject, as I have

been served before: and I have not written a line yet.
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I am going to Ashestiel for eight days, to fish and

rhyme."

The poem was published, in 4to, in July; and the

immediate proceeds were forwarded to the board in Lon-

don. His friend the Earl of Dalkeith seems to have

been a member of the committee, and he writes thus to

Scott on the occasion :
" Those with ample fortunes and

thicker heads may easily give 100 guineas to a subscrip-

tion, but the man is really to be envied who can draw

that sum from his own brains, and apply the produce so

beneficially and to so exalted a purpose."

In the original preface to this poem, Scott alludes to

two events which had "cruelly interrupted his task"—
the successive deaths of his kind friend the Lord Presi-

dent of the Court of Session (Blair), ^ and his early

patron, Henry Dundas, Viscount Melville: and his let-

ters at the time afford additional evidence of the shock

his feelings had thus sustained.

The following, to Mrs. Scott of Harden, is dated May
20, 1811: —

My dear Madam, — We are deprived of the prospect

of waiting upon you on the birthday, by the confusion

into which the business of this court is thrown by the

most unexpected and irreparable loss which it has sus-

tained in the death of the President. It is scarcely pos-

sible to conceive a calamity which is more universally, or

will be so long, felt by the country. His integrity and
legal knowledge, joined to a peculiar dignity of thought,

action, and expression, had begun to establish in the

minds of the public at large that confidence in the regular

and solemn administration of justice, which is so neces-

sary to its usefulness and respectability. My official

situation, as well as the private intimacy of our families,

makes me a sincere mourner on this melancholy occasion,

1 The Eight Hon. Robert Blair of Avoutoun, aon of the author of The
Grave.
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for I feel a severe personal deprivation, besides the gen-

eral share of sorrow common to all of every party or de-

scription who were in the way of witnessing his conduct.

He was a rare instance of a man whose habits were
every way averse to the cultivation of popularity, rising,

nevertheless, to the highest point in the public opinion,

by the manly and dignified discharge of his duty. I

have been really so much shocked and out of spirits, yes-

terday and the day preceding, that I can write and think

of nothing else.

I have to send you The Vision of Don Eoderick, as

soon as we can get it out— it is a trifle I have written to

eke out the subscription for the suffering Portuguese.

Believe me, my dear Mrs. Scott, ever yours most truly

and respectfully,

Walter Scott.

The next letter is to Mr. Morritt, who, like himself,

had enjoyed a large share of Lord Melville's friendly

regard; and had more than once met his Lordship, after

his fall, at the Poet's house, in Castle Street; where,

by the way, the old Statesman entered with such simple-

heartedness into all the ways of the happy circle, that it

had come to be an established rule for the children to sit

up to supper whenever Lord Melville dined there.

Edinbuegh, July 1, 1811.

My deae M. — I have this moment got your kind

letter, just as I was packing up Don Roderick for you.

This patriotic puppet-show has been finished under

wretched auspices; poor Lord Melville's death so quickly

succeeding that of President Blair, one of the best and

wisest judges that ever distributed justice, broke my
spirit sadly. My official situation placed me in daily

contact with the President, and his ability and candor

were the source of my daily admiration. As for poor

dear Lord Melville, " 'T is vain to name him whom we
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mourn in rain." Almost the last time I saw him, he

was talking of you in the highest terms of regard, and

expressing great hopes of again seeing you at Dunira this

summer, where I proposed to attend you. Hei mihil

quid hei mihif Tvwmana perpessi sumus. His loss wUl

be long and severely felt here, and Envy is already pay-

ing her cold tribute of applause to the worth which she

maligned while it walked upon earth.

There is a very odd coincidence between the deaths of

these eminent characters, and that of a very inferior

person, a dentist of this city, named Dubisson. He met

the President before his death, who used a particular ex-

pression in speaking to him; the day before Lord Mel-

ville died, he also met Dubisson nearly on the same

spot, and to the man's surprise used the President's very

words in saluting him. On this second death, he ex-

pressed (jocularly, however) an apprehension that he him-

self would be the third— was taken ill and died in an

hour's space. Was not this remarkable?

Yours ever, W. S.

The Vision of Don Eoderick had features of novelty,

both as to the subject and the manner of the composition,

which excited much attention, and gave rise to some
sharp controversy. The main fable was indeed from the

most picturesque region of old romance ; but it was made
throughout the vehicle of feelings directly adverse to

those with which the Whig critics had aU along regarded

the interference of Britain in behalf of the nations of the

Peninsula; and the silence which, while celebrating our

other generals on that scene of action, had been preserved

with respect to Scott's own gallant countryman, Sir John
Moore, was considered or represented by them as an
odious example of genius hoodwinked by the influence of

party. Nor were there wanting persons who affected to

discover that the charm of Scott's poetry had to a great

extent evaporated under the severe test to which he had
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exposed it, by adopting, in place of those comparatively

light and easy measures in which he had hitherto dealt,

the most elaborate one that our literature exhibits. The
production, notwithstanding the complexity of the Spen-
serian stanza, had been very rapidly executed; and it

shows, accordingly, many traces of negligence. But the

patriotic inspiration of it found an echo in the vast major-

ity of British hearts; many of the Whig oracles them-
selves acknowledged that the difficulties of the metre had
been on the whole successfully overcome; and even the

hardest critics were compelled to express unqualified

admiration of various detached pictures and passages,

which, in truth, as no one now disputes, neither he nor
any other poet ever excelled. The whole setting or

framework— whatever relates in short to the last of the

Goths himself— was, I think, even then unanimously

pronounced admirable ; and no party feeling could blind

any man to the heroic splendor of such stanzas as those

in which the three equally gallant elements of a British

army are contrasted. I incline to believe that the choice

of the measure had been in no small degree the result of

those hints which Scott received on the subject of his

favorite octosyllabics, more especially from Ellis and

Canning; and, as we shall see presently, he about this

time made more than one similar experiment, in all like-

lihood from the same motive.

Of the letters which reached him in consequence of

the appearance of the Vision, he has preserved several,

which had no doubt interested and gratified him at the

time. One of these was from Lady Wellington, to whom
he had never had the honor of being presented, but who

could not, as she said, remain silent on the receipt of

such a tribute to the fame of "the first and best of men."

Ever afterwards she continued to correspond with him,

and indeed, among the very last letters which the Duchess

of Wellington appears to have written, was a most affect-

ing one, bidding him farewell, and thanking him for the
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solace his works had afforded her during her fatal illness.

Another was in these terms ;
—

TO WAIiTEE SCOTT, ESQ.

Hinckley, July 26, 1811.

Mt deae Sir,— I am very glad that you have essayed a

new metre— new I mean for you to use. That which you

have chosen is perhaps at once the most artificial and the most

magnificent that our language affords ; and your success in it

ought to encourage you to believe, that for you, at least, the

majestic march of Dryden (to my ear the perfection of har-

mony) is not, as you seem to pronounce it, irrecoverable. Am
I vrrong in imagining that Spenser does not use the plusquanv-

Alexandrine— the verse which is as much longer than an

Alexandrine, as an Alexandrine is longer than an ordinary

heroic measure? I have no books where I am, to which to

refer. You use this— and in the first stanza.

Your poem has been met on my part by an exchange some-

what like that of Diomed's armor against Glaucus's— brass

for gold— a heavy speech upon bullion. K you have never

thought upon the subject— as to my great contentment I never

had a twelvemonth ago— let me counsel you to keep clear of

it, and forthwith put my speech into the fire, unread. It has

no one merit but that of sincerity. I formed my opinion most

reluctantly ;— having formed it, I could not but maintain it

;

having maintained it in Parliament, I wished to record it in-

telligibly. But it is one which, so far from cherishing and

wishing to make proselytes to, I would much rather renounce,

if I could find a person to convince me that it is erroneous.

This is at least an unusual state of mind in controversy. It is

such as I do not generally profess on all subjects— such as you

will g^ve me credit for not being able to maintain, for instance,

when either the exploits which you celebrate in your last poem,

or your manner of celebrating them, are disputed or disparaged.

Believe me, with great regard and esteem.

Very sincerely yours, Geokge Cahtstng.

But, of all the letters addressed to the author of The
Vision of Don Eoderick, I am very sure no one was so

welcome as that which reached him, some months after
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Ws poem had ceased to be new in England, from a dear
friend of his earliest days, who, after various chances
and changes of life, was then serving in Lord Welling-
ton's army, as a captain in the 58th regiment. I am
sure that Sir Adam Ferguson's good-nature will pardon
my inserting here some extracts from a communication
which his affectionate schoolfellow very often referred to

in after-years with the highest appearance of interest and
pleasure.

TO WALTEE SCOXT, ESQ.

Lisbon, 31st Angpist, 1811.

Mt dear Waiter, — After such a length of silence between

us, and, I grant on my part, so unwarrantable, I think I see

your face of surprise on recognizing this MS., and hear you ex-

claim— What strange wind has blown a letter from Linton ?

I must say, that although both you and my good friend Mrs.

S. must long ago have set me down as a most indifferent, not

to say ungrateful sort of gentleman, far otherwise has been the

case, as in the course of my wanderings through this country,

I have often beguiled a long march, or watchful night's duty,

by thinking on the merry fireside in North Castle Street.

However, the irregular roving life we lead always interfered

with my resolves of correspondence.

But now, quitting self, I need not tell you how greatly I was

delighted at the success of The Lady of the Lake. I dare say

you are by this time well tired of such greetings— so I shall

only say, that last spring I was so fortunate as to get a reading

of it, when in the lines of Torres Vedras, and thought I had no

inconsiderable right to enter into and judge of its beauties,

having made one of the party on your first visit to the Tros-

sachs ; and you will allow, that a Httle vanity on my part on

this account (everything considered) was natural enough.

While the book was in my possession, I had nightly invitations

to evening parties I to read and illustrate passages of it ; and

I must say that (though not conscious of much merit in the way

of recitation) my attempts to do justice to the grand opening of

the stag-hunt were always followed with bursts of applause—
for this Canto was the favorite among the rough sons of the
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fighting Third Division. At that time supplies of various kinds,

especially anything in the way of delicacies, were very scanty |

— and, in gratitude, I am bound to declare, that to the good

offices of the Lady I owed many a nice slice of ham, and rum-

mer of hot punch, which, I assure you, were amongst the most

welcome favors that one officer could bestow on another, during

the long rainy nights of last January and February. By desire

of my messmates of the Black-cuJSs, I some time ago sent a

commission to London for a copy of the music of the Boat-

Song, Hail to the Chief, as performed at Covent Garden, but

have not yet got it. If you can assist in this, I need not say

that on every performance a flowing bumper will go round to

the Bard. We have lately been fortunate in getting a good

master to our band, who is curious in old Scotch and Lrish airs,

and has harmonized Johnny Cope, etc., etc. . . .

Lisbon, 6th October.

I had written aU the foregoing botheration, intending to send

it by a wounded friend going home to Scotland, when, to my
no small joy, your parcel, enclosing Don Roderick, reached me.

How kind I take it your remembering old Linton in this way.

A day or two after I received yours, I was sent into the Alem-
tejo, where I remained a month, and only returned a few days

ago, much delighted with the trip. You wish to know how I

like the Vision ; but as you can't look for any learned critique

from me, I shall only say that I fully entered into the spirit

and beauty of it, and that I relished much the wild and fanciful

opening of the introductory part ; yet what particularly de-

lighted me were the stanzas announcing the approach of the

British fleets and armies to this country, and the three delight-

ful ones descriptive of the different troops, English, Scotch, and

Irish ; and I can assure you the Pats are, to a man, enchanted

with the picture drawn of their countrymen, and the mention

of the great man himself. Your swearing, in the true character

of a minstrel, " shiver my harp, and burn its every chord,"

amused me not a little. From being well acquainted with a

great many of the situations described, they had of course the

more interest, and " Grim Busaco's iron ridge " most happily

paints the appearance of that memorable field. You must
know that we have got with us some bright geniuses, natives of



i8ii VISION OF DON RODERICK 225

the dear country, and who go by the name of " the poets." Of
course, a present of this kind is not thrown away upon indiffer-

ent subjects, but it is read and repeated with all the enthusiasm

your warmest wish could desire.— Should it be my fate to sur-

vive, I am resolved to try my hand on a snug Uttle farm either

up or down the Tweed, somewhere in your neighborhood ; and

on this dream many a delightful castle do I build.

I am most happy to hear that the Club ^ goes on in the old

smooth style. I am afraid, however, that now * * * has be-

come' a judge, the delights of Scrogum and The Tailor will be

lost, tiE revived perhaps by the old croupier in the shape of a

battered half-pay officer. Yours affectionately,

Adam Ferguson.

More than one of the gallant captain's chateaux en

Es'pagne were, as we shall see, realized in the sequel. I

must not omit a circumstance which had reached Scott

from another source, and which he always took special

pride in relating, namely, that in the course of the day

when The Lady of the Lake first reached Sir Adam Fer-

guson, he was posted with his company on a point of

ground exposed to the enemy's artillery; somewhere no

doubt on the lines of Torres Vedras. The men were

ordered to lie prostrate on the ground; while they kept

that attitude, the Captain, kneeling at their head, read

aloud the description of the battle in Canto YI. , and the

listening soldiers only interrupted him by a joyous huzza,

whenever the French shot struck the bank close above

them.

The only allusion which I have found, in Scott's let-

ters, to the Edinburgh Eeview on his Vision, occurs in a

letter to Mr. Morritt (26th September, 1811), which also

contains the only hint of his having been about this time

requested to undertake the task of rendering into English

the Charlemagne of Lucien Buonaparte. He says :
" The

Edinburgh Keviewers have been down on my poor Don
hand to fist; but, truly, as they are too fastidious to ap-

' See atite, vol. i. pp. 134, 135.
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prove of the campaign, I should be very unreasonable if I

expected them to like the celebration of it. I agree with

them, however, as to the lumbering weight of the stanza,

and I shrewdly suspect it would require a very great poet

indeed to prevent the tedium arising from the recurrence

of rhymes. Our language is unable to support the ex-

penditure of so many for each stanza : even Spenser him-

self, with all the license of using obsolete words and un-

common spellings, sometimes fatigues the ear. They are

also very wroth with me for omitting the merits of Sir

John Moore; but as I never exactly discovered in what

these lay, unless in conducting his advance and retreat

upon a plan the most likely to verify the desponding spec-

ulations of the foresaid reviewers, I must hold myself ex-

cused for not giving praise where I was unable to see that

much was due. The only literary news I have to send

you is that Lucien Buonaparte's epic, in twenty-four

chants, is about to appear. An application was made to

me to translate it, which I negatived of course, and that

roundly."^

I have alluded to some other new experiments in versi-

fication about this time as probably originating in the

many hints of Ellis, Canning, and probably of Erskine,

that, if he wished to do himself full justice in poetical

narration, he ought to attempt at least the rhyme of Dry-

den's Fables. Having essayed the most difficult of all

English measures in Don Eoderick, he this year tried

also the heroic couplet, and produced that imitation of

Crabbe, The Poacher— on seeing which, Crabbe, as his

son's biography tells us, exclaimed, "This man, whoever

he is, can do all that I can, and something more/" This

piece, together with some verses, afterwards worked up
into The Bridal of Triermain, and another fragment in

imitation of Moore's Lyrics, when first forwarded to

^ The ponderous epic entitled Charlemagne ou I'Eglise dUimie was pub-

lished in 1814 ; and an English yetsion, by the BeT. S. Butler and the

Bev. F. Hodgson, appeared in 1815. 2 vols. 4to.
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Ballantyne, were accompanied with a little note, In which
he says: "Understand, I have no idea of parody, but
serious imitation, if I can accomplish it. The subject
for my Crabbe is a character in his line which he has
never touched. I think of Wordsworth, too, and per-
haps a ghost story after Lewis. I should be ambitious
of trying Campbell; but his peculiarity consists so much
in the matter, and so little in the manner, that (to his

praise be it spoken), I rather think I cannot touch him."
The three imitations which he did execute appeared in

the Edinburgh Eegister for 1809, published in the au-

tumn of 1811. They were there introduced by a letter

entitled The Inferno of Altisidora, in which he shadows
out the chief reviewers of the day, especially his friends

Jeffrey and Gifford, with admirable breadth and yet

lightness of pleasantry. He kept his secret as to this

Inferno, and all its appendages, even from Miss Baillie

— to whom he says, on their appearance, that— "the

imitation of Crabbe had struck him as good; that of

Moore as bad; and that of himself as beginning well,

but falling off grievously to the close." He seems to

have been equally mysterious as to an imitation of the

quaint love verses of the beginning of the seventeenth

century, which had found its way shortly before into the

newspapers, under the name of The Kesolve ; ^ but I find

him acknowledging its parentage to his brother Thomas,

whose sagacity had at once guessed at the truth. "As
to The Eesolve," he says, "it is mine; and it is not—
or, to be less enigmatical, it is an old fragment, which

I coopered up into its present state with the purpose of

quizzing certain judges of poetry, who have been ex-

tremely delighted, and declare that no living poet could

write in the same exquisite taste." These critics were

his Friends of the Friday Club. When included in the

Eegister, however. The Eesolve had his name affixed to

it. In that case his concealment had already answered

1 See Poetical Works, (1834), vol. Tui. p. 374 [Cambridge Ed. p. 404].
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its purpose. It is curious to trace the beginnings of the

systematic mystification which he afterwards put in prac-

tice with regard to the most important series of his

works.

The quarto edition of Don Koderick having rapidly

gone off, instead of reprinting the poem as usual in a

separate octavo, he inserted it entire in the current vol-

ume of the Eegister; a sufficient proof how much that

undertaking was already felt to require extraordinary

exertion on the part of its proprietors. Among other

minor tasks of the same year, he produced an edition of

Wilson's Secret History of the Court of King James I.,

in two volumes 8vo, to which he supplied a copious pre-

face, and a rich body of notes. He also contributed two
or three articles to the Quarterly Eeview.



CHAPTER XXIII

NEW AKBANGEMENT CONCERNING THE CLERKS OF SES-

SION. — Scott's first purchase op land. — ab-

BOTSFORD; TURN-AGAIN, ETC. — JOANNA BAILLIE'S

OBRA, ETC.— DEATH OF JAMES GRAHAME, — AND OF
JOHN LETDEN

1811

Throughout 1811, Scott's serious labor continued to

be bestowed on the advancing edition of Swift ; but this

and all other literary tasks were frequently interrupted

in consequence of an important step which he took early

in the year; namely, the purchase of the first portion of

what became in the sequel an extensive landed property

in Koxburghshire. He had now the near prospect of

coming into the beneficial use of the office he had so long

filled without emolument in the Court of Session. For,

connected with the other reforms in the Scotch judica-

ture, was a plan for allowing the retirement of functiona-

ries, who had served to an advanced period of life, upon

pensions; should this meet the approbation of Parlia-

ment, there was little doubt that Mr. George Home
would avail himself of the opportunity to resign the place

of which he had for five years executed none of the duties;

and the second Lord Melville, who had now succeeded his

father as the virtual Minister for Scotland, had so much

at heart a measure in itself obviously just and prudent,

that little doubt could be entertained of the result of his

efforts in its behalf. The Clerks of Session, it had been

already settled, were henceforth to be paid not by fees,

but by fixed salaries ; the amount of each salary, it was
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soon after arranged, should be ^61300 per annum; and

contemplating a speedy accession of professional income

so considerable as this, and at the same time a vigorous

prosecution of his literary career, Scott fixed his eyes on

a small farm within a few miles of Ashestiel, which it

was understood would presently be in the market, and

resolved to place himself by its acquisition in the situa-

tion to which he had probably from his earliest days

looked forward as the highest object of ambition, that of

a Tweedside Laird. — Sit mihi sedes utindm senectce I

And the place itself, though not to the general observer

a very attractive one, had long been one of peculiar in-

terest for him. I have often heard him tell, that when
travelling in his boyhood with his father, from Selkirk

to Melrose, the old man suddenly desired the carriage to

halt at the foot of an eminence, and said, "We must get

out here, Walter, and see a thing quite in your line."

His father then conducted him to a rude stone on the

edge of an acclivity about half a mile above the Tweed
at Abbotsford, which marks the spot—

" Where gallant Cessford's life-blood dear

Beeked on dark Elliott's border spear."

This was the conclusion of the battle of Melrose, fought in

1526, between the Earls of Angus and Home, and the two

chiefs of the race of Kerr on the one side, and Buccleuch

on the other, in sight of the young King James V., the

possession of whose person was the object of the contest.

This battle is often mentioned in the Border Minstrelsy,

and the reader will find a long note on it, under the lines

which I have just quoted from The Lay of the Last Min-
strel. In the names of various localities between Melrose

and Abbotsford, such as Skirmish-field, Charge-Law,
and so forth, the incidents of the fight have found a last-

ing record; and the spot where the retainer of Buccleuch
terminated the pursuit of the victors by the mortal wound
of Kerr of Cessford (ancestor of the Dukes of Eoxburghe)
has always been called Turn-again, In his own future
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domain the young minstrel had before him the scene of

the last great Clan-battle of the Borders.

Qn the 12th of May, 1811, he writes to James Bal-

lantyne, apologizing for some- delay about proof-sheets.

"My attention," he adds, "has been a little dissipated by
considering a plan for my own future comfort, which I

hasten to mention to you. My lease of Ashestiel is out
— I now sit a tenant at will under a heavy rent, and at

all the inconvenience of one when in the house of another.

I have, therefore, resolved to purchase a piece of ground
sufficient for a cottage and a few fields. There are two
pieces, either of which would suit me, but both would
make a very desirable property indeed. They stretch

along the Tweed, near halfway between Melrose and
Selkirk, on the opposite side from Lord SomerviUe, and
could be had for between £7000 and £8000— or either

separate for about half the sum. I have serious thoughts

of one or both, and must have recourse to my pen to

make the matter easy. The worst is the difficulty which
John might find in advancing so large a sum as the copy-

right of a new poem ; supposing it to be made payable

within a year at farthest from the work going to press, —
which would be essential to my purpose. Yet The Lady
of the Lake came soon home. I have a letter this morn-
ing giving me good hope of my Treasury business being

carried through : if this takes place, I will buy both the

little farms, which will give me a mile of the beautiful

turn of Tweed, above Gala-foot— if not, I will confine

myself to one. As my income, in the event supposed,

will be very considerable, it will afford a sinking fund

to clear off what debt I may incur in making this pur-

chase. It is proper John and you , should be as soon as

possible apprised of these my intentions, which I believe

you will think reasonable in my situation, and at my age,

while I may yet hope to sit under the shade of a tree of

my own planting. I shaU not, I think, want any pecu-

niary assistance beyond what I have noticed, but of
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course my powers of rendering it will be considerably-

limited for a time. I hope this Kegister will give a start

to its predecessors ; I assure you I shall spare no pains.

John must lend his earnest attention to clear his hands

of the quire stock, and to taking in as little as he can

unless in the way of exchange; in short, reefing our

sails, which are at present too much spread for our bal-

last."

He alludes in the same letter to a change in the firm

of Messrs. Constable, which John Ballantyne had just

announced to him ; and, although some of his prognosti-

cations on this business were not exactly fulfilled, I must

quote his expressions for the light they throw on his opin-

ion of Constable's temper and character. "No associa-

tion," he says, "of the kind Mr. C. proposes, will stand

two years with him for its head. His temper is too

haughty to bear with the complaints, and to answer all

the minute inquiries, which partners of that sort will

think themselves entitled to make, and expect to have
answered. Their first onset, however, will be terrible,

and John must be prepared to lie by. . . . The new
poem would help the presses." The new partners to

which he refers were Mr. Robert Cathcart oif Drum,
Writer to the Signet, a gentleman of high worth and in-

tegrity, who continued to be connected with Constable's

business until his death in November, 1812; and Mr.
Robert Cadell, who afterwards married Mr. Constable's

eldest daughter. 1

Of the two adjoining farms, both of which he had at

this time thought of purchasing, he shortly afterwards

made up his mind that one would be sufficient to begin
with ; and he selected that nearest to Ashestiel, and com-
prising the scene of Cessford's slaughter. The person
from whom he bought it was an old friend of his own,

1 This union was dissolved hj the death of the lady -within a year of the
marriage. Mr. Cadell, not long after the catastrophe of 1826, became sole
publisher of Scott's later works.
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whose sterling worth he venerated, and whose humorous
conversation rendered him an universal favorite among
the gentry of the Forest— the late Kev. Dr. Kobert
Douglas, minister of Galashiels— the same man to whom
Mrs. Cockburn described the juvenile prodigy of George's
Square, in November, 1777. Dr. Douglas had never
resided on the property, and his efforts to embellish it

had been limited to one stripe of firs, so long and so

narrow that Scott likened it to a black hair-comb. It

ran from the precincts of the homestead towards Turn-
again, and has bequeathed the name of the Doctor''s red-

ding-kame to the mass of nobler trees amidst which its

dark straight line can now hardly be traced. The farm
consisted of a rich meadow or haugh along the banks of

the river, and about a hundred acres of undulated ground
behind, all in a neglected state, undrained, wretchedly

enclosed, much of it covered with nothing better than the

native heath. The farmhouse itself was small and poor,

with a common kailyard on one flank, and a staring

barn of the Doctor's erection on the other; while in front

appeared a filthy pond covered with ducks and duckweed,

from which the whole tenement had derived the unhar-

monious designation of Clarty Hole,. But the Tweed
was everything to him— a beautiful river, flowing broad

and bright over a bed of milkwhite pebbles, unless here

and there where it darkened into a deep pool, overhung

as yet only by the birches and alders which had survived

the statelier growth of the primitive Forest ; and the first

hour that he took possession he claimed for his farm the

name of the adjoiningybrc?, situated just above the influx

of the classical tributary Gala. As might be guessed

from the name of Ahhotsford, these lands had all be-

longed of old to the great Abbey of ]y{elrose ; and indeed

the Duke of Buccleuch, as the territorial representative

of that religious brotherhood, still retains some seigniorial

rights over them, and almost all the surrounding district.

Another feature of no small interest in Scott's eyes was
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an ancient Eoman road leading from the Eildon hills to

this ford, the remains of which, however, are now mostly

sheltered from view amidst his numerous plantations.

The most graceful and picturesque of all the monastic

ruins in Scotland, the Abbey of Melrose itself, is visible

from many points in the immediate neighborhood of the

house; and last, not least, on the rising ground full in

view across the river, the traveller may stiU observe the

chief traces of that ancient British barrier, the Catrail,

of which the reader has seen frequent mention in Scott's

early letters to Ellis, when investigating the antiquities

of Eeged and Strathclyde.

Such was the territory on which Scott's prophetic eye

already beheld rich pastures, embosomed among flourish-

ing groves, where his children's children should thank

the founder. But the state of his feelings when he first

called these fields his own, will be best illustrated by a

few extracts from his letters. To his brother-in-law,

Mr. Carpenter, he thus writes, from Ashestiel, on the

5th of August :
—

"As my lease of this place is out, I have bought, for

about ,£4000, a property in the neighborhood, extending

along the banks of the river Tweed for about half a mile.

It is very bleak at present, having little to recommend it

but the vicinity of the river; but as the ground is well

adapted by nature to grow wood, and is considerably

various in form and appearance, I have no doubt that by
judicious plantations it may be rendered a very pleasant

spot; and it is at present my great amusement to plan
the various lines which may be necessary for that purpose.

The farm comprehends about a hundred acres, of which
I shall keep fifty in pasture and tillage, and plant aU the

rest, which will be a very valuable little possession in a
few years, as wood bears a high price among us. I in-

tend building a small cottage here for my summer abode,
being obliged by law, as well as induced by inclination,

to make this country my residence for some months every
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year. This is the greatest incident which has lately-

taken place in our domestic concerns, and I assure you
we are not a little proud of being greeted as laird and
lady of Ahhotsford. We will give a grand gala when
we take possession of it, and as we are very clannish in

this corner, aU the Scotts in the country, from the Duke
to the peasant, shall dance on the green to the bagpipes,

and drink whiskey-punch. Now as this happy festival is

to be deferred for more than a twelvemonth, during which
our cottage is to be built, etc., etc., what is there to

hinder brother and sister Carpenter from giving us their

company upon so gratifying an occasion ? Pray, do not

stay broiling yourself in India for a moment longer than

you have secured comfort and competence. Don't look

forward to peace ; it will never come either in your day or

mine."

The same week he says to Joanna BaiUie :
—

"My dreams about my cottage go on; of about a hun-

dred acres I have manfully resolved to plant from sixty

to seventy ; as to my scale of dwelling— why, you shall

see my plan when I have adjusted it. My present inten-

tion is to have only two spare bedrooms, with dressing-

rooms, each of which will on a pinch have a couch bed;

but I cannot relinquish my Border principle of accommo-
dating aU the cousins and duniwastles, who will rather

sleep on chairs, and on the floor, and in the hay-loft,

than be absent when folks are gathered together; and

truly I used to think Ashestiel was very much like the

tent of Pari-Banou, in the Arabian Nights, that suited

alike all numbers of company equally; ten people fill it

at any time, and I remember its lodging thirty-two with-

out any complaint. As for the go-about folks, they gen-

erally pay their score one way or other ; for you who are

always in the way of seeing, and commanding, and se-

lecting your society, are too fastidious to understand how

a dearth of news may make anybody welcome that can

tell one the current report of the day. If it is any plea-
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sure to these stragglers to say I made them welcome as

strangers, I am sure that costs me nothing— only I de-

precate publication, and am now the less afraid of it that

I think scarce any bookseller wiU be desperate enough

to print a new Scottish tour. Besides, one has the plea-

sure to tell over all the stories that«have bored your

friends a dozen of times, with some degree of propriety.

In short, I think, like a true Scotchman, that a stranger,

unless he is very unpleasant indeed, usually brings a title

to a welcome along with him ; and to confess the truth,

I do a little envy my old friend Abou Hassan his walks

on the bridge of Bagdad, and evening conversations, and

suppers with the guests whom he was never to see again

in his life: he never fell into a scrape tiU he met with

the Caliph— and, thank God, no Caliphs frequent the

brigg of Melrose, which will be my nearest Kialto at

Abbotsford.

"I never heard of a stranger that utterly baffled all

efforts to engage him in conversation, excepting one whom
an acquaintance of mine met in a stage-coach. My
friend,^ who piqued himself on his talents for conversa-

tion, assailed this tortoise on all hands, but in vain, and

at length descended to expostulation. ' I have talked to

you, my friend, on all the ordinary subjects— literature,

farming, merchandise— gaming, game-laws, horse-races

— suits at law— politics, and swindling, and blasphemy,

and philosophy— is there any one subject that you will

favor me by opening upon? ' The wight writhed his

countenance into a grin,— ' Sir,' said he, ' can you say

anything clever about bend leather ? ' There, I own, I

should have been as much non-plussed as my acquaint-

ance; but upon any less abstruse subject, I think, in

general, something may be made of a stranger, worthy
of his clean sheets, and beef-steak, and glass of port.

You, indeed, my dear friend, may suffer a little for me,

as I should for you, when such a fortuitous acquaintance

1 This friend was Mr. William Clerk.
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talks of the intercourse arising from our meeting as any-

thing beyond the effect of chance and civility : but these

braggings break no bones, and are always a compliment
to the person of whom the discourse is held, though the

narrator means it to himself ; for no one can suppose the

affectation of intimacy can be assumed unless from an

idea that it exalts the person who brags of it. My little

folks are well, and I am performing the painful duty of

hearing my little boy his Latin lesson every morning;

painful, because my knowledge of the language is more
familiar than grammatical, and because little Walter

has a disconsolate yawn at intervals, which is quite irre-

sistible, and has nearly cost me a dislocation of my
jaws."

In answering the letter which announced the acquisi-

tion of Abbotsford, Joanna Baillie says, very prettily:

"Yourself and Mrs. Scott, and the children, will feel

sorry at leaving Ashestiel, which will long have a conse-

quence, and be the object of kind feelings with many,

from having once been the place of your residence. If

I should ever be happy enough to be at Abbotsford, you

must take me to see Ashestiel too. I have a kind of

tenderness for it, as one has for a man's first wife, when

you hear he has married a second." The same natural

sentiment is expressed in a manner characteristically

different, in a letter from the Ettrick Shepherd, of about

the same date: "Are you not sorry at leaving auld

Ashestiel for gude ari' a\ after having been at so much

trouble and expense in making it a complete thing?

Upon my word I was, on seeing it in the papers."

That Scott had many a pang in quitting a spot which

had been the scene of so many innocent and noble plea-

sures, no one can doubt; but the desire of having a

permanent abiding-place of his own, in his ancestorial

district, had long been growing upon his mind; and,

moreover, he had labored in adorning Ashestiel, not only

to gratify his own taste as a landscape gardener, but
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because he had for years been looking forward to the

day when Colonel Eussell^ would return from India to

claim possession of his romantic inheritance. And he

was overpaid for all his exertions, when the gallant sol-

dier sat down at length among the trees which an affec-

tionate kinsman had pruned and planted in his absence.

He retained, however, to the end of his life, a certain

"tenderness of feeling" towards Ashestiel, which could

not perhaps be better shadowed than in Joanna Baillie's

similitude. It was not his first country residence— nor

could its immediate landscape be said to equal the Vale

of the Esk, either in actual picturesqueness, or (before

Marmion) in dignity of association. But it was while

occupying Ashestiel that he first enjoyed habitually the

free presence of wild and solitary nature; and I shall

here quote part of a letter, in which he alludes to his

favorite wildernesses between Tweed and Yarrow, in lan-

guage, to my mind, strongly indicative of the regrets and

misgivings with which he must have taken his farewell

wanderings over them in the summer and autumn of

1811.

Miss Baillie had then in the press a new volume of

Tragedies, but had told her friend that the publication,

for booksellers' reasons, would not take place until win-

ter. He answers (August 24), — " Were it possible for

me to hasten the treat I expect by such a composition

with you, I would promise to read the volume at the

silence of noonday, upon the top of Minchmuir, or Win-
dlestrawlaw. The hour is allowed, by those skilful in

demonology, to be as full of witching as midnight itself;

and I assure you, I have felt really oppressed with a sort

of fearful loneliness, when looking around the naked and
towering ridges of desolate barrenness, which is all the

eye takes in from the top of such a mountain— the

patches of cultivation being all hidden in the little glens

and valleys— or only appearing to make one sensible

1 Now Major-General Sir James Kussell, K. C. B.
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how feeble and inefficient the efforts of art have been to

contend with the genius of the soil. It is in such a scene

that the unknown author of a fine, but unequal poem,

called Albania, places the remarkable superstition which

consists in hearing the noise of a chase, with the baying

of the hounds, the throttling sobs of the deer, the halloos

of a numerous band of huntsmen, and the ' hoofs thick

beating on the hollow hill.' I have often repeated his

verses with some sensations of awe in such a place, and

I am sure yours would ' effect their purpose as com-

pletely."!

Miss Baillie sent him, as soon as it was printed, the

book to which this communication refers; she told him

it was to be her last publication, and that she was getting

her knitting-needles in order— meaning to begin her

new course of industry with a purse, by way of return

for his lona brooch. The poetess mentioned, at the same

time, that she had met the evening before with a Scotch

lady who boasted that "she had once been Walter Scott's

bedfellow."— "Don't start," adds Joanna; "it is thirty

1 The lines here alluded to — and which Scott delighted to repeat—

'

are as follows :
—
" Ere Bince, of old, the haughty thanes of Ross,—
So to the simple swain tradition tells,—
Were wont with clans, and ready vassals thronged,

To wake the bounding stag, or guilty wolf.

There oft is heard, at midnight, or at noon,

Beginning faint, but rising still more loud,

And nearer, voice of hunters, and of hoimds.

And horns, hoarse winded, blowing far and keen :
—

Forthwith the hubbub multiplies ; the gale

Labors with wilder shrieks, and rifer din

Of hot pursuit ; the broken cry of deer

Mangled by throttling dogs ; the shouts of men,

And hoofs, thick beating on the hollow hill.

Sudden the grazing heifer in the vale

Starts at the noise, and both the herdsman's ears

Tingle with inward dread. Aghast, he eyes

The mountain's height, and all the ridges round,

Tet not one trace of living wight discerns.

Nor knows, o'erawed, and trembling aa he stands,

To what, or whom, he owes his idle fear.

To ghost, to witch, to fairy, or to fiend ;

But wonders, and no end of wondering finds."

Albania— Tepriatei in Scottish Descriptive Poems, pp. 167, 168.
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years since the irregularity took place, and she describes

her old bedfellow as the drollest-looking, entertaining

little urchin that ever was seen. I told her that you are

a great strong man, six feet high, but she does not be-

lieve me." In point of fact, the assigned date was a

lady's one; for the irregularity in question occurred on

board the Leith smack which conveyed Walter Scott to

London on his way to Bath, when he was only four years

of age, A. D. 1775.

Miss Baillie's welcome volume contained, among others,

her tragedy on the Passion of Fear; and Scott gives so

much of himself in the letter acknowledging this present,

that I must insert it at length.

TO MISS JOANNA BATLLIE.

Mt deae Fkiend, — ... It is too little to say I

am enchanted with the said third volume, especially with

the two first plays, which in every point not only sustain,

but even exalt your reputation as a dramatist. The
whole character of Orra is exquisitely supported as well

as imagined, and the language distinguished by a rich

variety of fancy, which I know no instance of excepting

in Shakespeare. After I had read Orra twice to myself,

Terry read it over to us a third time, aloud, and I have

seldom seen a little circle so much a£fected as during the

whole fifth act. I think it would act charmingly, omit-

ting, perhaps, the baying of the hounds, which could not

be happily imitated, and retaining only the blast of the

horn and the halloo of the huntsmen at a distance. Only
I doubt if we have now an actress that could carry

through the mad scene in the fifth act, which is certainly

one of the most sublime that ever were written. Yet I

have a great quarrel with this beautiful drama, for you
must know you have utterly destroyed a song of mine,
precisely in the turn of your outlaw's ditty, and sung by
persons in somewhat the same situation. I took out my
unfortunate manuscript to look at it, but alas, it was the
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encounter of the iron and the earthen pitchers in the

fable. I was clearly sunk, and the potsherds not worth
gathering up. But only conceive that the chorus should

have run thus verbatim—
" 'T is mirk niidnig-ht with peaceful men,

With us 't is dawn of day "—
And again—

" Then boot and saddle, comrades boon.

Nor wait the dawn of day." ^

I think the Dream extremely powerful indeed, but I

am rather glad we did not hazard the representation. It

rests so entirely on Osterloo, that I am almost sure we
must have made a bad piece of work of it. By the bye,

a story is told of an Italian buffoon, who had contrived

to give his master, a petty prince of Italy, a good hearty

ducking, and a fright to boot, to cure him of an ague;

the treatment succeeded, but the potentate, by way of

retaliation, had his audacious physician tried for treason,

and condemned to lose his head; the criminal was

brought forth, the priest heard his confession, and the

poor jester knelt down to the block. Instead of wielding

his axe, the executioner, as he had been instructed, threw

a pitcher of water on the bare neck of the criminal ; here

the jest was to have terminated, but poor Gonella was

found dead on the spot. I believe the catastrophe is

very possible.^ The latter half of the volume I have not

perused with the same attention, though I have devoured

both the Comedy and the Beacon in a hasty manner. I

think the approlDation of the public will make you alter

your intention of taking up the knitting-needle— and

1 These lines were accordingly struck out of the outlaw's song in

BoTceby. The verses of Orra, to which Scott alludes, are no doubt the

following :
—

*• The wild fire danoea on the fen,

The red star sheds its ray,

Tip rouse ye, then, my merry men.

It is our opening day," etc.

Plays an the Passioni, vol. iii. p. 44.

2 This story is told, among others, by Montaigne.
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that I shall be as much to seek for my purse as for the

bank-notes which you say are to stuff it— though I have

no idea where they are to come from. But I shall think

more of the purse than the notes, come when or how they

may.

To return, I really think Fear the most dramatic pas-

sion you have hitherto touched, because capable of being

drawn to the most extreme paroxysm on the stage. In

Orra you have all gradations, from a timidity excited by

a strong and irritable imagination, to the extremity which

altogether unhinges the understanding. The most dread-

ful fright I ever had in my life (being neither constitu-

tionally timid, nor in the way of being exposed to real

danger) was in returning from Hampstead the day which I

spent so pleasantly with you. Although the evening was

nearly closed, I foolishly chose to take the short cut

through the fields, and in that enclosure, where the path

leads close by a thick and high hedge— with several gaps

in it, however— did I meet one of your very thorough-

paced London ruffians, at least judging from the squalid

and jail-bird appearance and blackguard expression of

countenance. Like the man that met the devil, I had no-

thing to say to him, if he had nothing to say to me, but I

could not help looking back to watch the movements of

such a suspicious figure, and to my great uneasiness saw

him creep through the hedge on my left hand. I instantly

went to the first gap to watch his motions, and saw him
stooping, as I thought, either to lift a bundle or to speak

to some person who seemed lying in the ditch. Imme-
diately after, he came cowering back up the opposite side

of the hedge, as returning towards me under cover of it.

I saw no weapons he had, except a stick, but as I moved
on to gain the stile which was to let me into the free

field— with the idea of a wretch springing upon me from
the cover at every step I took— I assure you I would not

wish the worst enemy I ever had to undergo such a feel-

ing as I had for about five minutes j my fancy made him
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of that description which usually combines murder with

plunder, and though I was well armed with a stout stick

and a very formidable knife, which when opened becomes

a sort of skene-dhu, or dagger, I confess my sensations,

though those of a man much resolved not to die like

a sheep, were vilely short of heroism; so much so, that

when I jumped over the stile, a sliver of the wood run

a third of an inch between my nail and flesh, without my
feeling the pain, or being sensible such a thing had hap-

pened. However, I saw my man no more, and it is as-

tonishing how my spirits rose when I got into the open

field ;— and when I reached the top of the little mount,

and all the bells in London (for aught I know) began to

jingle at once, I thought I had never heard anything so

delightful in my life— so rapid are the alternations of

our feelings. This foolish story— for perhaps I had no

rational ground for the horrible feeling which possessed

my mind for a little while— came irresistibly to my pen

when writing to you on the subject of terror.

Poor Grahame, gentle, and amiable, and enthusiastic,

deserves all you can say of him; his was really a hal-

lowed harp, as he was himself an Israelite without guile.

How often have I teased him, but never out of his good-

humor, by praising Dundee and laughing at the Cove-

nanters ! —; but I beg your pardon ; you are a Westland

Whig too, and will perhaps make less allowance for a

descendant of the persecutors. I think his works should

be collected and published for the benefit of his family.

Surely the wife and orphans of such a man have a claim

on the generosity of the public.^

Pray make my remembrance to the lady who so kindly

1 James Grahame, author of The Sabbath, had been originally a member

of the Scotch Bar, and wag an early friend of Scott's. Not succeeding in

the law, he (with all his love for the Covenanters) took orders in the

Church of England, obtained a curacy in the county of Durham, and died

there, on the 14th of September, 1811, in the 47th year of his age. See a

Memoir of his Life and Writings in the Edinburgh Annual Register for

1812, part ii. pp. 384-415.
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remembers our early intimacy. I do perfectly remember

being an exceedingly spoiled, chattering monkey, whom
indifferent health and the cares of a kind Grandmamma
and Aunt, had made, I suspect, extremely abominable

to everybody who had not a great deal of sympathy and

good-nature, which I dare say was the case of my quon-

dam bedfellow, since she recollects me so favorably.

Farewell, and believe me faithfully and respectfully, your

sincere friend, Walter Scott.

Miss Baillie, in her next letter, mentioned the name
of the "old bedfellow," and that immediately refreshed

Scott's recollection. "I do," he replies, "remember
Miss Wright perfectly well. Oh, how I should like to

talk over with her our voyage in the good ship the Duch-
ess of Buccleuch, Captain Beatson, master; much of

which, from the novelty doubtless of the scene, is strongly

impressed on my memory. A long voyage it was— of

twelve days, if I mistake not, with the variety of a day
or two in Yarmouth Boads. I believe the passengers

had a good deal of fun with me; for I remember being

persuaded to shoot one of them with an air-gun, who, to

my great terror, lay obstinately dead on the deck, and
would not revive till I fell a-crying, which proved the

remedy specific upon the occasion,"

The mention of Mr. Terry, in the letter about Orra,

reminds me to observe that Scott's intimacy with that

gentleman began to make very rapid progress from the

date of the first purchase of Abbotsford. He spent sev-

eral weeks of that autumn at Ashestiel, riding over daily

to the new farm, and assisting his friend with advice,

which his acquirements as an architect and draughtsman
rendered exceedingly valuable, as to the future arrange-

ments about both house and grounds. Early in 1812
Terry proceeded to London, and made, on the 20th May,
a very successful debut on the boards of the Haymarket as

Lord Ogleby. He continued, however, to visit Scotland
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almost every season, and no ally had more to do either

with the plans ultimately adopted as to Scott's new struc-

ture, or with the collection of literary and antiquarian

curiosities which now constitute its museum. From this

time the series of letters between them is an ample one.

The intelligent zeal with which the actor labored to pro-

mote the gratification of the poet's tastes and fancies on
the one side: on the other, Scott's warm anxiety for

Terry's professional success, the sagacity and hopefulness

with which he counsels and cheers him throughout, and
the good-natured confidence with which he details his

own projects, — both the greatest and the smallest, — all

this seems to me to make up a very interesting picture.

To none of his later correspondents, with the one excep-

tion of Mr. Morritt, does Scott write with a more perfect

easy-heartedness than to Terry; and the quaint dramatic

turns and allusions with which these letters abound will

remind all who knew him of the instinctive courtesy with

which he uniformly adopted, in conversation, a strain the

most likely to fall in with the habits of any companion.

It has been mentioned that his acquaintance with Terry

sprung from Terry's familiarity with the Ballantynes;

as it ripened, he had, in fact, learned to consider the

ingenious comedian as another brother of that race ; and

Terry, transplanted to the south, was used and trusted by

him, and continued to serve and communicate with him,

very much as if one of themselves had found it convenient

to establish his headquarters in London.

Among the letters written immediately after Scott had

completed his bargain with Dr. Douglas, is one which

(unlike the rest) I found in his own repositories :
—

FOR DOCTOR LEYDEN, CALCUTTA.

Favored by the Son. Lady Hood.

AsHESTiEii, 25th August, 1811.

My dear Letden, — You hardly deserve I should

write to you, for I have written you two long letters since



246 SIR WALTER SCOTT jet. 40

I saw Mr. Purves, and received from him your valued

dagger,^ which I preserve carefully till Buonaparte shall

come or send for it. I might take a cruel revenge on

you for your silence, by declining Lady Hood's request

to make you acquainted with her ; in which case, I assure

you, great would be your loss. She is quite a congenial

spirit; an ardent Scotswoman, and devotedly attached to

those sketches of traditionary history which all the waters

of the Burrampooter cannot, I suspect, altogether wash

out of your honor's memory. This,' however, is the least

of her praises. She is generous, and feeling, and intelli-

gent, and has contrived to keep her heart and social affec-

tions broad awake amidst the chilling and benumbing

atmosphere of London fashion. I ought perhaps first to

have told you, that Lady H. was the Honorable Mary
Mackenzie, daughter of Lord Seaforth, and is the wife

of Sir Samuel Hood, one of our most distinguished naval

heroes, who goes out to take the command in your seas.

Lastly, she is a very intimate friend of Mrs. Scott's and

myself, and first gained my heart by her admiration of

the Scenes of Infancy. So you see, my good friend,

what your laziness would have cost you, if, listening

rather to the dictates of revenge than generosity, I had

withheld my pen from the inkhorn. But, to confess the

truth, I fear two such minds would soon have found each

other out, like good dancers in a ball-room, without the

assistance of a master of ceremonies. So I may even play

Sir Clement Cotterel with a good grace, since I cannot

further my vengeance by withholding my good offices.

My last went by favor of John Pringle,^ who carried you
a copy of The Lady of the Lake, a poem which I really

think you will like better than Marmion on the whole,

though not perhaps in particular passages. Pray let me
know if it carried you back to the land of mist and moun-
tain?

1 A Malay crease, now at Abbotsford.
^ A son of Mr. Pringle of Whytbank.
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Lady Hood's departure being sudden, and your deserts

not extraordinary (speaking as a correspondent), I have

not time to write you much news. The best domestic

intelligence is, that the Sheriff of Selkirkshire, his lease

of Ashestiel being out, has purchased about 100 acres,

extending along the banks of the Tweed just above the

confluence of the Gala, and about three miles from Mel-

rose. There, saith fame, he designs to bigg himself a

bower— sibi et amicis— and happy wUl he be when In-

dia shall return you to a social meal at his cottage. The
place looks at present very like "poor Scotland's gear."

It consists of a bank and haugh as poor and bare as Sir

John Falstaff's regiment; though I fear, ere you come

to see, the verdant screen I am about to spread over its

nakedness wiU have in some degree removed this re-

proach. But it has a wild solitary air, and commands

a splendid reach of the Tweed; and, to sum all in the

words of Touchstone, "it is a poor thing, but mine

own."i

Our little folks, whom you left infants, are now shoot-

ing fast forward to youth, and show some blood, as far

as aptitude to learning is concerned. Charlotte and I

are wearing on as easily as this fashions world will per-

mit. The outside of my head is waxing grizzled, but I

cannot find that this snow has cooled either my brain

or my heart.— Adieu, dear Leyden!— Pray, brighten

the chain of friendship by a letter when occasion serves

;

and believe me ever yours, most affectionately,

Walter Scott.

On the 28th of August, 1811, just three days after this

letter was penned, John Leyden died. On the very day

when Scott was writing it, he, having accompanied the

Governor-General, Lord Minto, on the expedition against

Java, dashed into the surf, that he might be the first

1 " An ill-favored thing, sir, but mine OTra," etc.

As You Like It, Act V. Scene 4.
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Briton in the armament who would set foot on the island.

"When," says Scott, in his Sketch of Leyden's Life,

"the well-concerted movements of the invaders had given

them possession of the town of Batavia, he displayed the

same ill-omened precipitation in his haste to examine a

library, or rather warehouse of books, in which many
Indian MSS. of value were said to be deposited. The
apartment had not been regularly ventilated, and, either

from this circumstance, or already affected by the fatal

sickness peculiar to Batavia, Leyden, when he left the

place, had a fit of shivering, and declared the atmosphere

was enough to give any mortal a fever. The presage

was too just. He took to his bed and died in three days,

on the eve of the battle which gave Java to the British

empire—
' Grata qnies patriae, sed et omnia terra Bepulchrntn.' " 1

The packet in which Lady Hood, on her arrival in

India, announced this event, and returned Scott's un-

opened letter, contained also a very touching one from

the late Sir John Malcolm, who, although he had never

at that time seen the poet, assumed, as a brother Borderer

lamenting a common friend, the language of old acquaint-

anceship; and to this Scott replied in the same style

which, from their first meeting in the autumn of the next

year, became that, on both sides, of warm and respectful

attachment. I might almost speak in the like tenor of

a third letter in the same melancholy packet, from an-

other enthusiastic admirer of Leyden, Mr. Henry EUis,^

who also communicated to Scott his spirited stanzas on

that untimely fate ; but his personal intercourse with this

distinguished diplomatist took place at a later period.

Before passing from the autumn of 1811, I may men-
tion, that the letter of James Hogg, from which I have

^ This little biography of Leyden is included in Scott's Miscellaneous

Prose Works, vol. iv. p. 137.

^ Now the Eight Honorable Henry Ellis, appointed, in 1836, ambassar
dor from the Court of St. James's to the Shah of Persia.
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quoted an expression of regret as to Ashestiel, was one
of many from the Shepherd, bearing about this date,

which Scott esteemed worthy of preservation. Strange
as the fact may appear, Hogg, on the other hand, seems

to have preserved none of thfe answers ; but the half of

the correspondence is quite sufficient to show how con-

stantly and earnestly, in the midst of his own expanding

toils and interests, Scott had continued to watch over the

struggling fortunes of the wayward and imprudent Shep-

herd. His letters to the different members of the Buo-
cleuch family at this time are full of the same subject.

I shall insert one, addressed, on the 24th of August, to

the Countess of Dalkeith, along with a presentation copy

of Hogg's Forest Minstrel. It appears to me a remark-

able specimen of the simplest natural feelings on more
subjects than one, couched in a dialect which, in any

hands but the highest, is apt to become a cold one :
—

Ashestiel, August 24, 1811.

Deae Lady Dalkeith, — The Ettrick Bard, who
compiled the enclosed collection, which I observe is in-

scribed to your Ladyship, has made it his request that

I would transmit a copy for your acceptance. I fear

your Ladyship will find but little amusement in it; for

the poor fellow has just talent sufficient to spoil him for

his own trade, without having enough to support him by

literature. But I embrace the more readily an opportu-

nity of intruding upon your Ladyship's leisure, that I

might thank you for the very kind and affecting letter

with which you honored me some time ago. You do me
justice in believing that I was deeply concerned at the

irreparable loss you sustained in the dear and hopeful

boy^ to whom all the friends of the Buccleuch family

looked forward with so much confidence. I can safely

say, that since that inexpressible misfortune, I almost

felt as if the presence of one, with whom the recollection

^ Lord Seott. See ante, p. 40.
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of past happiness might in some degree be associated,

must have awakened and added to your Ladyship's dis-

tress, from a feeling that scenes of which we were not to

speak were necessarily uppermost in the recollection of

both. But your Ladyship knows better than I can teach,

that, where all common topics of consolation would be

inapplicable. Heaven provides for us the best and most

effectual lenitive in the progress of time, and in the con-

stant and unremitting discharge of the duties incumbent

on the station in which we are placed. Those of your

Ladyship are important, in proportion to the elevation of

your rank, and the promising qualities of the young minds

which I have with so much pleasure seen you forming

and instructing— to be comforts, I trust, to yourself, and

an honor to society. Poor Lady Eosslyn ^ is gone, with

all the various talent and vivacity that rendered her soci-

ety so delightful. I regret her loss the more, as she died

without ever making up some unkindness she had towards

me for these foolish politics. It is another example of

the great truth, that life is too short for the indulgence of

animosity. I have the honor to be, with the greatest

respect, your Ladyship's obliged and very humble servant,

Walter Scott.

The Countess, in acknowledgment of the dedication of

The Forest Minstrel, sent Hogg, through Scott's hands,

the donation of a hundred guineas— a sum which, to him,

in those days, must have seemed a fortune; but which
was only the pledge and harbinger of still more important

benefits conferred soon after her Ladyship's husband
became the head of his house.

^ The Countess of Rosslyn, bom Lady Harriet Bonverie, a very intimate
friend of Lady Dalkeith, died 8th August, 1810. She had, as has been
mentioned before, written to Scott, resenting somewhat wannly his song at

the Melville dinner. See ante, vol. i. p. 486. [Lady Eosslyn's letter will

be found in Familiar Letters, vol. i. p. 47.]
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Op the £4000 whicli Scott paid for the original farm

of Abbotsford, he borrowed one half from his eldest bro-

ther, Major John Scott; the other moiety was raised by
the Ballantynes, and advanced on the security of the as

yet unwritten, though long meditated, poem of Eokeby.

He immediately, I believe by Terry's counsel, requested

Mr. Stark of Edinburgh, an architect of whose talents he

always spoke warmly, to give him a design for an orna-

mental cottage in the style of the old English vicarage

house. But before this could be done, Mr. Stark died;

and Scott's letters will show how, in the sequel, his build-

ing plans, checked for a season by this occurrence, grad-

ually expanded, — until twelve years afterwards the site

was occupied not by a cottage, but a castle.

His first notions are sketched as follows, in a letter

addressed to Mr. Morritt very shortly after the purchase

:

"We stay at Ashestiel this season, but migrate the next

to our new settlements. I have fixed only two points

respecting my intended cottage— one is, that it shall be

in my garden, or rather kailyard— the other, that the

little drawing-room shall open into a little conservatory,

in which conservatory there shall be a fountain. These
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are articles of taste which I have long since determined

upon ; but I hope, before a stone of my paradise is begun,

we shall meet and collogue upon it."

Three months later (December 20, 1811), he opens the

design of his new poem in another letter to the lord of

Eokeby, whose household, it appears, had just been dis-

turbed by the unexpected accouchement of a fair visitant.

The allusion to the Quarterly Eeview, towards the close,

refers to an humorous article on Sir John Sinclair's pam-

phlets about the Bullion Question— a joint production

of Mr. Ellis and Mr. Canning.

TO J. B. 8. MORKITT, ESQ.

My deak Moeritt, — I received your bind letter a

week or two ago. The little interlude of the bantling at

Kokeby reminds me of a lady whose mother happened to

produce her upon very short notice, between the hands of

a game at whist, and who, from a joke of the celebrated

David Hume, who was one of the players, lived long dis-

' tinguished by the name of The Parenthesis. My wife

had once nearly made a similar blunder in very awkward
circumstances. We were invited to dine at Melville Cas-

tle (to which we were then near neighbors), with the Chief

Baron ^ and his lady, its temporary inhabitants, — when
behold, the Obadiah whom I despatched two hours before

dinner from our cottage to summon the Dr. Slop of Edin-

burgh, halting at Melville Lodge to rest his wearied horse,

make apologies, and so forth, encountered the Melville

Castle Obadiah sallying on the identical errand, for the

identical man of skill, who, like an active knight-errant,

relieved the two distressed dames within three hours of

each other. A blessed duet they would have made if they

had put off their crying bout, as it is called, till they

could do it in concert.

And now, I have a grand project to tell you of. No-

^ The late Bight Honorable Kohert Dundas, Chief Baron of the Scotch
Conrt of Exchequer.
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thing less than a fourth romance, in verse ; the theme,
during the English civil wars of Charles I., and the scene,

your own domain of Rokeby. I want to build my cottage

a little better than my limited finances will permit out of

my ordinary income ; and although it is very true that an
author should not hazard his reputation, yet, as Bob
Acres says, I really think Eeputation should take some
care of the gentleman in return. Now, I have all your
scenery deeply imprinted in my memory, and moreover,
be it known to you, I intend to refresh its traces this

ensuing summer, and to go as far as the borders of Lan-
cashire, and the caves of Yorkshire, and so perhaps on to

Derbyshire. I have sketched a story which pleases me,
and I am only anxious to keep my theme quiet, for its

being piddled upon by some of your Meady-to-catch lit-

erati, as John Bunyan calls them, would be a serious

misfortune to me. I am not without hope of seducing

you to be my guide a little way on my tour. Is there not

some book (sense or nonsense, I care not) on the beauties

of Teesdale— I mean a descriptive work ? If you can

point it out or lend it me, you will do me a great favor,

and no less if you can tell me any traditions of the period.

By which party was Barnard Castle occupied ? It strikes

me that it should be held for the Parliament. Pray, help

me in this, by truth, or fiction, or tradition, — I care not

which, if it be picturesque. What the deuce is the name
of that wild glen, where we had such a clamber on horse-

back up a stone staircase ?— Cat's Cradle, or Cat's Cas-

tle, I think it was. I wish also to have the true edition

of the traditionary tragedy of your old house at Mortham,

and the ghost thereunto appertaining, and you will do me
yeoman's service in compiling the relics of so valuable a

legend. Item— Do you know anything of a striking an-

cient castle belonging, I think, to the Duke of Leeds,

called Coningsburgh ? ^ Grose notices it, but in a very

flimsy manner.' I once flew past it on the mail-coach,

^ See note, Ivanhoe, chap. zlii.
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when its round tower and flying buttresses had a most

romantic effect in the morning dawn.

The Quarterly is beyond my praise, and as much be-

yond me as I was beyond that of my poor old nurse who
died the other day. Sir John Sinclair has gotten the

golden fleece at last. Dogberry would not desire a richer

reward for having been written down an ass. ^66000 a

year ! ^ Good faith, the whole reviews in Britain should

rail at me, with my free consent, better cheap by at least

a cipher. There is no chance, with all my engagements,

to be at London this spring. My little boy Walter is ill

with the measles, and I expect the rest to catch the dis-

order, which appears, thank God, very mild. Mrs. Scott

joins in kindest compliments to Mrs. Morritt, — many
merry Christmases to you— and believe me,

Truly yours, Walter Scott.

I insert Mr. Morritt' s answer, both for the light which
it throws on various particular passages in the poem as

we have it, and because it shows that some of those fea-

tures in the general plan, which were censured by the

professional critics, had been early and strongly recom-

mended to the poet's consideration by the person whom,
on this occasion, he was most anxious to please.

TO WALTER SCOTT, ESQ.

BoEEBY, 28tli December, 1811.

Mt dear Scott,— I begin at the top of my paper, because

your request must be complied with, and I foresee that a letter

on the antiquities of Teesdale will not be a short one. Tour
project delights me much, and I willingly contribute my mite

to its completion. Yet, highly as I approve of the scene where
you lay the events of your romance, I liave, I think, some ob-

servations to make as to the period you have chosen for it. Of

1 Shortly after the appearance of the article aUnded to, Sir John Sin-

clair was appointed cashier of Excise for Scotland. " It should be added,"
says his biographer, " that the emoluments of the situation were greatly

reduced at the death of Sir James Grant, his predecessor."
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this, however, you will he a hatter judge after I have detailed

my antiquarian researches.— Now, as to Barnard Castle, it

was built in Henry I.'s time, by Barnard, son of Guy Baliol,

who landed with the Conqueror. It remained with the Baliols

till their attainder by Edward I. The tomb of Alan of Gallo-

way was here in Leland's time ; and he gives the inscription.

Alan, if you remember, married Margaret of Huntingdon,

David's daughter, and was father, by her, of Devorgild, who
married John Baliol, and from whom her son, John Baliol,

claimed the crown of Scotland. Edward I. granted the castle

and liberties to Beauchamp, Earl of Warwick ; it descended

(with that title) to the NeviUs, and by Ann NeviU to Eichard,

Duke of Gloucester, afterwards King Richard III. It does not

appear to whom Henry VII. or his son regranted it, but it fell

soon into the hands of the NevUls, Earls of Westmoreland, by
whom it was forfeited in the Rising of the North. It was

gfranted by James I. to the citizens of London, from whom Sir

Henry Vane received it by purchase. It does not seem ever

to have been used as a place of strength after the Rising of the

North ; and when the Vanes bought it of the citizens, it was

probably in a dismantled state. It was, however, a possession

of the Vanes before the Civil Wars, and, therefore, with a safe

conscience you may swear it stood for the Parliament. The
lady for whose ghost you inquire at Rokeby, has been so buried

in uncertainty, you may make what you like of her. The most

interesting fiction makes her the heiress of the Rokebys, mur-

dered in the woods of the Greta by a greedy collateral who in-

herited the estate. She reached the house before she expired,

and her blood was extant in my younger days at Mortham

tower. Others say it was a Lady Rokeby, the wife of the

owner, who was shot in the walks by robbers ; but she certainly

became a ghost, and, under the very poetic nom de guerre of

Mortham Dobby, she appeared dressed as a fine lady, with a

piece of white silk trailing behind her— without a head, in-

deed (though no tradition states how she lost so material a

member), but with many of its advantages, for she had long

hair on her shoulders— and eyes, nose, and mouth, in her

breast. The parson once, by talking Latin to her, confined her

under the bridge that crosses the Greta at my dairy, but the

arch being destroyed by floods in 1771, became incapable of
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containing a ghost any longer, and she was seen after that time

by some of the older parishioners. I often heard of her in my
early youth, from a sibyl who lived in the park to the age of

105, but since her death I believe the history has become obso-

lete.

The Kokebys were at all times loyal, at least from Henry

IV. downward. They lived early at Mortham tower, which

was, I believe, a better building than the tower of Rokeby, for

here also was one where my house now stands. I fancy they

got Mortham by marriage.* Colonel Rokeby, the last possessor

of the old blood, was ruined in the CivU Wars by his loyalty

and unthriftiness, and the estates were bought by the Robin-

sons, one of whom, the long Sir Thomas Robinson, so well

known and well quizzed in the time of our grandfathers, after

laying out most of the estate on this place, sold the place and

the estate together to my father in 1769. Oliver Cromwell

paid a visit to Barnard Castle on his way from Scotland, Octo-

ber, 1648. He does not seem to have been in the castle, but

lodged in the town, whence I conclude the castle was then un-

inhabitable. Now I would submit to you, whether, considering

the course of events, it would not be expedient to lay the time

of your romance as early as the War of the Roses. For, 1st,

As you seem to hint that there will be a ghost or two in it, like

the King of Bohemia's giants, they will be " more out of the

way." 2d, Barnard Castle, at the time I propose, belonged to

NevUls and Plantagenets, of whom something advantageous

(according to your Cavalier views) may be brought forward

;

whereas, a short time before the Civil Wars of the Parliament,

the Vanes became possessors, and stiU remain so ; of whom, if

any Tory bard should be able to say anything obliging, it will

certainly be " insigne, recens, adhuc indictum, ore alio," and do

honor to his powers of imagination. 3d, The knights of

Rokeby itself were of high rank and fair domain at the earlier

period, and were ruining themselves ignobly at the other. 4th,

Civil war for civil war : the first had two poetical sides, and

' The heiress of Moitham married Rokeby in the reign of Edward
II. ; and his own castle at Hokeby having been destroyed by the Scotch
after the battle of Bannockbnrn, he built one on his wife's estate— the

same of whioh considerable remains still exist— on the northern bank of

the Greta.
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the last only one ; for the Roundheads, though I always thought
them politically right, were sad materials for poetry ; even Mil-

ton cannot make much of them. I think no time suits so well

with a romance, of which the scene lies in this country, as the

Wars of the two Roses— unless you sing the Rising of the

North ; and then you will abuse Queen Elizabeth, and be cen-

sured as an abettor of Popery. How you would be involved in

political controversy— with all our Whigs, who are anti-Stu-

arts ; and all our Tories, who are anti-Papistical ! I therefore

see no alternative but boldly to venture back to the days of the

holy King Harry ; for, God knows, it is difficult to say anything

civil of us since that period. Consider only, did not Cromwell
himself pray that the Lord would deliver him from Sir Harry
Vane ? and what wiU you do with him ?— stiU more, if you
take into the account the improvements in and about the castle

to which yourself was witness when we visited it together ?
'

There is a book of a few pages, describing the rides through

and about Teesdale ; I have it not, but if I can get it I will

send it. It is very bare of information, but gives names. If

you can get the third volume of Hutchinson's History of Dur-

ham, it would give you some useful bits of information, though

very ill written. The glen where we clambered up to Cat-castle

is itself called Deepdale. I fear we have few traditions that

have survived the change of farms, and property of all sorts,

which has long taken place in this neighborhood. But we have

some poetical names remaining, of which we none of us know

the antiquity, or at least the origin. Thus, in the scamper we
took from Deepdale and Cat-castle, we rode next, if you re-

member, to Cotherstone, an ancient village of the Fitzhughs on

the Tees, whence I showed you a rock rising over the crown

of the wood, still called Pendragon Castle. The river that

joins the Tees at Cotherstone is yclept the Balder, I fancy in

honor of the son of Odin ; for the farm contiguous to it retains

the name of Woden's Croft. The parish in which it stands is

Romaldkirk, the church of St. Romald the hermit, and was once

a hermitage itself in Teesdale forest. The parish next to

1 Mr. Morritt alludes to the mutilation of a onrioua vaulted roof of ex-

treme antiquity, in the great tower of Barnard Castle, occasioned by its

conversion into a mannfaetory of patent shot ;— an improvement at which

the Poet had expressed some indignation.
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Eokeby, on the Tees below my house, is WyclifE, where the

old reformer was born, and the day-star of the Eeformation

first rose on England.

The family of Rokeby, who were the proprietors of this

place, were valiant and knightly. They seem to have had

good possessions at the Conquest (see Doomsday Book) ; in

Henry III.'s reign they were Sheriffs of Yorkshire. In Ed-

ward U.'s reign, Froissart informs us that when the Scotch

army decamped in the night so ingeniously from Weardale that

nobody knew the direction of their march, a hue and cry was

raised after them, and a reward of a hundred merks' annual

value in land was offered by the Crown for whoever could dis-

cover them, and that de Rokeby— I think Sir Ralph— was

the fortunate knight who ascertained their quarters on the moors

near Hexham. In the time of Henry IV., the High-Sheriff of

Yorkshire, who overthrew Northumberland and drove him to

Scotland after the battle of Shrewsbury, was also a Rokeby.

Tradition says that this sheriff was before this an adherent of

the Percys, and was the identical knight who dissuaded Hot-

spur from the enterprise, on whose letter the angry warrior

comments so freely in Shakespeare. They are indeed, I think,

mentioned as adherents of the Percys in Chevy Chase, and

fought under their banner ; I hope, therefore, that they broke

that connection from pure patriotism, and not for filthy lucre.

Such are aU the annals that occur to me at present. If you

win come here, we can summon a synod of the oldest women in

the country, and you shall cross-examine them as much as you
please. There are many romantic spots, and old names rather

than remains of peels, and towers, once called casties, which
belonged to Scroops, Fitzhughs, and Nevills, with which you
should be intimate before you finish your poem,— and also

the abbots and monks of Egglestone, who were old and vener-

able people, if you carry your story back into Romish times ;

and you will allow that the beauty of the situation deserves it,

if you recollect the view from and near the bridge between me
and Barnard Castle. Coningsburgh Castle, a noble building as

you say, stands between Doncaster and Rotherham. I think it

belongs to Lord Fitzwilliam, but am not sure. You may easily

find the account of it in Grose, or any of the other antiquarians.

The building is a noble circular tower, buttressed all round, and



i8i2 LETTER FROM MR. MORRITT 259

with walls of immoderate thickness. It is of a very early era,

but I do not know its date.

I have almost filled my letter with antiquarianism ; but will

not conclude without repeating how much your intention has
charmed us. The scenery of our rivers deserves to become
classic ground, and I hope the scheme will induce you to visit

and revisit it often. I will contrive to ride with you to Wens-
lydale and the Caves at least, and the border of Lancashire,

etc., if I can ; and to facilitate that trip, I hope you wiU bring

Mrs. Scott here, that our dames may not be impatient of our

absence. " I know each dale, and every alley green," between

Rokeby and the Lakes and Caves, and have no scruple in re-

commending my own guidance, under which you will be far

more likely to make discoveries than by yourself ; for the peo-

ple have many of them no knowledge of their own country.

Should I, in consequence of your celebrity, be obliged to leave

Rokeby from the influx of cockney romancers, artists, illustra-

tors, and sentimental tourists, I shall retreat to Ashestiel, or to

your new cottage, and thus visit on you the sins of your writ-

ings. At all events, however, I shall raise the rent of my inn

at Greta Bridge on the fi.rst notice of your book, as I hear the

people at Callander have made a fortune by you. Pray give

our kindest and best regards to Mrs. Scott, and believe me
ever, dear Scott, yours very truly, J. B. S. Moeritt.

In January, 1812, Scott entered upon the enjoyment

of his proper salary as a Clerk of Session, which, with

his sheriffdom, gave him from this time till very near the

close of his life, a professional income of ^£1600 a year.

On the 11th of the same month he lost his kind friend

and first patron, Henry, third Duke of Buccleuch, and

fifth of Queensberry. Both these events are mentioned

in the following letter to Joanna Baillie, who, among

other things, had told Scott that the materials for his

purse were now on her table, and expressed her anxiety

to know who was the author of some beautiful lines on the

recent death of their friend, James Grahame, the poet of

the Sabbath. These verses had, it appears, found their

way anonymously into the newspapers.
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TO MISS JOAHlfA BAIIiLIE, HAMPSTEAD.

January 17, 1812.

My deak Friend, — The promise of the purse has

flattered my imagination so very agreeably, that I cannot

help sending you an ancient silver mouth-piece, to which,

if it pleases your taste, you may adapt your intended

labors : this, besides, is a genteel way of tying you down
to your promise ; and to bribe you still farther, I assure

jou it shall not be put to the purpose of holding bank-

notes or vulgar bullion, but reserved as a place of deposit

for some of my pretty little medals and nick-nackatories.

When I do make another poetical effort, I shall certainly

expect the sum you mention from the booksellers, for they

have had too good bargains of me hitherto, and I fear I

shall want a great deal of money to make my cottage ex-

actly what I should like it. Meanwhile, between ourselves,

my income has been very much increased since I wrote to

you, in a different way. My predecessor in the office of

Clerk of Session retired to make room for me, on the ami-

able condition of retaining all the emoluments during his

life, which, from my wish to retire from the Bar and

secure a certain though distant income, I was induced to

consent to; and considering his advanced age and uncer-

tain health, the bargain was really not a bad one. But
alas, like Sinbad's Old Man of the Sea, my coadjutor's

strength increased prodigiously after he had fairly settled

himself on my shoulders, so that after five years' gratui-

tous labor I began to tire of my burden. Fortunately,

Mr. Bankes's late superannuation act provides a ratable

pension for office-holders obliged to retire after long and
faithful services ; and my old friend very handsomely con-

sented to be transferred from my galled shoulders to the

broad back of the public, although he is likely to sustain

a considerable diminution of income by the exchange, to

which he has declared himself willing to submit as a pen-

alty for having lived longer than he or I expected. To me
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it will make a difference of ^1300 a year, no trifle to us

wlio have no wish to increase our expense in a single par-

ticular, and who could support it on our former income
without inconvenience. This I tdl you in confidence, be-

cause I know you will be very well pleased with any good
fortune which comes in my way. — Everybody who cares

a farthing for poetry is delighted with your volume, and
well they may. You will neither be shocked nor surprised

at hearing that Mr. Jeffrey has announced himself of a

contrary opinion. So, at least, I understand, for our

very ideas of what is poetry differ so widely, that we
rarely talk upon these subjects. There is something in

his mode of reasoning that leads me greatly to doubt

whether, notwithstanding the vivacity of his imagination,

he really has anjfeeling of poetical genius, or whether he

has worn it all off by perpetually sharpening his wit on

the grindstone of criticism.

I am very glad that you met my dear friend, George

Ellis, — a wonderful man, who, through the life of a

statesman and politician, conversing with princes, wits,

fine ladies, and fine gentlemen, and acquainted with all

the intrigues and tracasseries of the cabinets and ruelles

of foreign courts, has yet retained all warm and kindly

feelings which render a man amiable in society, and the

darling of his friends.

The author of the elegy upon poor Grahame is John

Wilson, a young man of very considerable poetical pow-

ers. He is now engaged in a poem called The Isle of

Palms, something in the style of Southey. He is an

eccentric genius, and has fixed himself upon the banks of

Windermere, but occasionally resides in Edinburgh,

where he now is. Perhaps you have seen him ; — his

father was a wealthy Paisley manufacturer— his mother

a sister of Eobert Sym. He seems an excellent, warm-

hearted, and enthusiastic young man; something too

much, perhaps, of the latter quality, places him among

the list of originals.
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Our streets in Edinburgh are become as insecure as

your houses in Wapping. Only think of a formal associ-

ation among nearly fifty apprentices, aged from twelve to

twenty, to scour the streets and knock down and rob all

whom they found in their way. This they executed on

the last night of the year with such spirit, that two men
have died, and several others are dangerously ill, from

the wanton treatment they received. The watchword of

these young heroes when they met with resistance was—
Mar him, a word of dire import; and which, as they were

all armed with bludgeons loaded with lead, and were

very savage, they certainly used in the sense of Batcliffe

Highway. The worst of all this is not so much the im-

mediate evil, which a severe example ^ will probably check

for the present, as that the formation and existence of

such an association, holding regular meetings and keeping

regular minutes, argues a woeful negligence in the masters

of these boys, the tradesmen and citizens of Edinburgh,

of that wholesome domestic discipline which they ought,

in justice to God and to man, to exercise over the youth

entrusted to their charge; a negligence which cannot fail

to be productive of every sort of vice, crime, and folly,

among boys of that age.

Yesterday I had the melancholy task of attending the

funeral of the good old Duke of Buccleuch. It was, by
his own direction, very private; but scarce a dry eye

among the assistants— a rare tribute to a person whose

high rank and large possessions removed him so far out

of the social sphere of private friendship. But the Duke's
mind was moulded upon the kindliest and most single-

hearted model, and arrested the affections of all who had
any connection with him. He is truly a great loss to

Scotland, and will be long missed and lamented, though

1 Three of these lads, all nnder eighteen years of age, were executed
on the scene of one of the murders here alluded to, April the 22d, 1812.

Their youth and penitence excited the deepest compassion ; but never cer-

tainly was a severe example more necessary.
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the successor to his rank is heir also to his generous spirit

and affections. He was my kind friend.

Ever yours, W. Scott.

The next of his letters to Joanna Baillie is curious, as
giving his first impressions on reading Childe Harold.
It contains also a striking sketch of the feelings he through-
out life expressed, as to what he had observed of society

in London— with a not less characteristic display of some
of his own minor amusements.

TO MISS JOANNA BAILLIE.

AsHBSTiBL, April 4, 1812.

I ought not, even in modern gratitude, which may be
moved by the gift of a purse, much less in minstrel sym-
pathy, which values it more as your work than if it were

stuffed with guineas, to have delayed thanking you, my
kind friend, for such an elegant and acceptable token of

your regard. My kindest and best thanks also attend the

young lady who would not permit the purse to travel un-

tenanted.^ I shall be truly glad when I can offer them
in person, but of that there is no speedy prospect. I

don't believe I shall see London this great while again,

which I do not very much regret, were it not that it post-

pones the pleasure of seeing you and about half-a-dozen

other friends. Without having any of the cant of loving

retirement, and solitude, and rural pleasures, and so forth,

I really have no great pleasure in the general society of

London ; I have never been there long enough to attempt

anything like living in my own way, and the immense

length of the streets separates the objects you are intet-

ested in so widely from each other, that three parts of your

time are passed in endeavoring to dispose of the fourth

to some advantage. At Edinburgh, although in general

society we are absolute mimics of London, and imitate

1 The pnrse contained an old coin from Joanna Baillie's niece, the

danghter of the Doctor.
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them equally in late hours, and in the strange precipitation

with which we hurry from one place to another, in search

of the society which we never sit still to enjoy, yet still

people may manage their own parties and motions their

own way. But all this is limited to my own particular

circumstances, — for in a city like London, the constant

resident has beyond all other places the power of conduct-

ing himself exactly as he likes. Whether this is entirely

to be wished or not, may indeed be doubted. I have sel-

dom felt myself so fastidious about books as in the midst

of a large library, where one is naturally tempted to imi-

tate the egregious epicure who condescended to take only

one bite out of the sunny side of a peach. I suspect

something of scarcity is necessary to make you devour the

intellectual banquet with a good relish and digestion, as

we know to be the case with respect to corporeal suste-

nance. But to quit all this egotism, which is as little as

possible to the purpose, you must be informed that Erskine

has enshrined your letter among his household papers of

the most precious kind. Among your thousand admirers

you have not a warmer or more kindly heart; he tells me
Jeffrey talks very favorably of this volume. I should be

glad, for his own sake, that he took some opportunity to

retrace the paths of his criticism ; but after pledging him-

self so deeply as he has done, I doubt much his giving

way even unto conviction. As to my own share, I am
laboring sure enough, but I have not yet got on the right

path where I can satisfy myself I shall go on with cour-

age, for diffidence does not easily beset me— and the pub-
lic, still more than the ladies, "stoop to the forward and
the bold; " but then in either case, I fancy, the suitor for

favor must be buoyed up by some sense of deserving it.

whether real or supposed. The celebrated apology of

^
Dryden for a passage which he could not defend, "thatl

\ he knew when he wrote it, it was bad enough to succeed, "A

\ was, with all deference to his memory, certainly invented'

'

to justify the fact after it was committed.
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Have you seen the Pilgrimage of Childe Harold, by-

Lord Byron? It is, I think, a very clever poem, but
gives no good symptom of the writer's heart or morals.

His hero, notwithstanding the affected antiquity of the

style in some parts, is a modern man of fashion and for-

tune, worn out and satiated with the pursuits of dissipa-

tion, and although there is a caution against it in the

preface, you cannot for your soul avoid concluding that

the author, as he gives an account of his own travels, is

also doing so in Lis own character. Now really this is

too bad; vice ought to be a little more modest, and it

must require impudence at least equal to the noble- Lord's

other powers, to claim sympathy gravely for the ennui

arising from his being tired of his wassailers and his par-

amours. There is a monstrous deal of conceit in it too,

for it is informing the inferior part of the world that

their little old-fashioned scruples of limitation are not

worthy of his regard, while his fortune and possessions

are such as have put all sorts of gratifications too much
in his power to afford him any pleasure. Yet with all

this conceit and assurance, there is much poetical merit

in the book, and I wish you would read it.

I have got Eob Hoy's gun, a long Spanish-barrelled

piece, with his initials, K. M. C, for Eobert Macgregor

Campbell, which latter name he assumed in compliment

to the Argyle family, who afforded him a good deal of

private support, because he was a thorn in the side of

their old rival house of Montrose. I have, moreover, a

relic of a more heroic character ; it is a sword which was

given to the great Marquis of Montrose by Charles I.,

and appears to have belonged to his father, our gentle

King Jamie. It had been preserved for a long time at

Gartmore, but the present proprietor was selling his

library, or great part of it, and John BaUantyne, the

purchaser, wishing to oblige me, would not conclude a

bargain, which the gentleman's necessity made him anx-

ious about, till he flung the sword into the scale; it is,
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independent of its other merits, a most beautiful blade.

I think a dialogue between this same sword and Eob
Eoy's gun might be composed with good effect.

We are here in a most extraordinary pickle— consider-

ing that we have just entered upon April, wheUj according

to the poet, "primroses paint the sweet plain," ^ instead

of which, both hill and valley are doing penance in a sheet

of snow of very respectable depth. Mail-coaches have

been stopt— shepherds, I grieve to say, lost in the snow

;

in short, we experience all the hardships of a January

storm at this late period of the spring ; the snow has been

near a fortnight, and if it departs with dry weather, we
may do well enough, but if wet weather should ensue, the

wheat crop through Scotland will be totally lost.—My
thoughts are anxiously turned to the Peninsula, though I

think the Spaniards have but one choice, and that is to

choose Lord Wellington dictator; I have no doubt he

could put things right yet. As for domestic politics, I

really give them very little consideration. Your friends,

the Whigs, are angry enough, I suppose, with the Prince

Eegent, but those who were most apt to flatter his follies

have little reason to complain of the usage they have met
with— and he may probably think that those who were

true to the father in his hour of calamity, may have the

best title to the confidence of the son. The excellent

private character of the old King gave him great advan-

tages as the head of a free government. I fear the Prince

will long experience the inconveniences of not having

attended to his own. — Mrs. Siddons, as fame reports,

has taken another engagement at Covent Garden : surely

she is wrong; she should have no twilight, but set in the

fuU possession of her powers.^

^ Allan Bamsay's aong of The Yellow-haired Laddie.
" Mr3. Siddons made her farewell appearance at Covent Garden, as

Lady Macbeth, on the 29th of June, 1812; hut she afterwards resumed
her profession for short intervals more than once, and did not finally bid
adieu to the stage until the 9th of June, 1819.

[Soott writes (April 17, 1819) stiU more emphatically to Miss Baillie when
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I hope Campbell's plan of lectures will answer.^ I

think the brogue may be got over, if he will not trouble

himself by attempting to correct it, but read with fire and
feeling ; he is an animated reciter, but I never heard him
read.

I have a great mind, before sealing this long scrawl, to

send you a list of the contents of the purse as they at

present stand :—
1st, Miss Elizabeth Baillie's purse-penny, called by the

learned a denarius of the Empress Faustina.

2d, A gold brooch, found in a bog in Ireland, which,

for aught I know, fastened the mantle of an Irish Princess

in the days of CuthuUin, or Neal of the Nine Hostages.

3d, A toadstone— a celebrated amulet, which was never

lent to any one unless upon a bond for a thousand merks
for its being safely restored. It was sovereign for pro-

this final farewell was contemplated : "I hear a rumor that Mrs. Siddona

means to be solicited out on the stage again. . . . She might return with

as much credit if she had been a year in her winding-sheet. I should like,

if it were possible, to anatomize Mrs. Siddons's intellect, that we might

discover in what her unriyalled art consisted : she has not much sense, and
still less sound taste, no reading but in her profession, and with a view to the

boards, and on the whole has always seemed to me a vain, foolish woman
spoiled (and no wonder) by unbounded adulation to a degree that deserved

praise tasted faint on her palate. And yet take her altogether, and where

shall we see, I do not say her match, but anything within a, hundred de-

grees of what she was in her zenith."

His correspondent in her reply protests, — "I think you are hard upon

the great Mrs. Siddons. Her manner is too solemn and her voice too deep

for familiar society, and having her mind little stored except with what is

connected with her profession, and thinking at the same time that
, every

one who spoke to her expected to hear her mouth utter some striking thing,

^he uttered many things not very well suited to the occasion, but I think

she has a mind which has been occupied in observing what passed within

itself, and has therefore drawn her acting from a deeper source than actors

generally do, besides her native talent for expressing emotions ; and I

think she has a quick perception 'of humor and character in others ; at

least she tells a humorous anecdote, notwithstanding her deep-toned voice,

very drolly. ... I heartily agree with you that we shall never see her

like again, or one approaching within many degrees of her excellence."

— Familiar Letters, vol. ii. pp. 42, 47.]

1 Mr. Thomas Campbell had announced his first course of Lectures on

English Poetry about this time.
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tectingr new-born children and their mothers from the

power of the fairies, and has been repeatedly borrowed

from my mother, on account of this virtue.

4th, A coin of Edward I. , found in Dryburgh Abbey.

5th, A funeral ring, with Dean Swift's hair.

So you see my nick-nackatory is well supplied, though

the purse is more valuable than all its contents.

Adieu, my dear friend. Mrs. Scott joins in kind re-

spects to your sister, the Doctor, and Mrs. Baillie.

Walter Scott.

A month later, the Edinburgh Review on Lord Byron's

Komaunt having just appeared, Scott says to Mr. Mor-
ritt(Mayl2): "I agree very much in what you say of

Childe Harold. Though there is something provoking

and insulting to morality and to feeling in his misanthrop-

ical ennui, it gives, nevertheless, an odd piquancy to his

descriptions and reflections. This is upon the whole a

piece of most extraordinary power, and may rank its

author with our first poets. I see the Edinburgh Eeview

has hauled its wind."

Lord Byron was, I need not say, the prime object of

interest this season in the fashionable world of London

;

nor did the Prince Regent owe the subsequent hostilities

of the noble Poet to any neglect on his part of the bril-

liant genius which had just been fully revealed in the

Childe Harold. Mr. Murray, the publisher of the Eo-
maunt, on hearing, on the 29th of June, Lord Byron's

account of his introduction to his Royal Highness, con-

ceived that, by communicating it to Scott, he might afford

the opportunity of such a personal explanation between
his two poetical friends, as should obliterate on both sides

whatever painful feelings had survived the offensive allu-

sions to Marmion in the English Bards and Scotch Re-
viewers; and this good-natured step had the desired con-

sequences. Mr. Moore says that the correspondence

"begun in some inquiries which Mr. Scott addressed to
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Lord Byron on the subject of his interview with Eoy-
alty; " 1 but he would not have used that expression, had
he seen the following letter :—

TO THE EIGHT HONOKABLE LORD BYRON, ETC., ETC.

Care of John Murray, Esq., Fleet Street, London.

Edinbukgh, July 3, 1812.

My Lord, — I am uncertain if I ought to profit by the

apology which is afforded me, by a very obliging commu-
nication from our acquaintance, John Murray, of Fleet

Street, to give your Lordship the present trouble. But
my intrusion concerns a large debt of gratitude due to

your Lordship, and a much less important one of expla-

nation, which I think I owe to myself, as I dislike standing

low in the opinion of any person whose talents rank so

highly in my own, as your Lordship's most deservedly do.

The first count, as our technical language expresses it,

relates to the high pleasure I have received from the Pil-

grimage of Childe Harold, and from its precursors; the

former, with all its classical associations, some of which

are lost on so poor a scholar as I am, possesses the addi-

tional charm of vivid and animated description, mingled

with original sentiment;— but besides this debt, which I

owe your Lordship in common with the rest of the reading

public, I have to acknowledge my particular thanks for

your having distinguished by praise, in the work which

your Lordship rather dedicated in general to satire, some

of my own literary attempts. And this leads me to put

your Lordship right in the circumstances respecting the

sale of Marmion, which had reached you in a distorted

and misrepresented form, and which, perhaps, I have

some reason to complain, were given to the public without

more particular inquiry. The poem, my Lord, was not

written upon contract for a sum of money— though it is

too true that it was sold and published in a very unfin-

ished state (which I have since regretted), to enable me
1 Life and Works of Lord Byron, vol. ii. p. 155.
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to extricate myself from some engagements which fell

suddenly upon me, by the unexpected misfortunes of a

very near relation. So that, to quote statute and prece-

dent, I really come under the case cited by Juvenal,

though not quite in the extremity of the classic author—
" Esurit, intaotam Paridi nisi vendit Agaven."

And so much for a mistake, into which your Lordship

might easily fall, especially as I generally find it the easi-

est way of stopping sentimental compliments on the

beauty, etc. , of certain poetry, and the delights which the

author must have taken in the composition, by assigning

the readiest reason that will cut the discourse short, upon

a subject where one must appear either conceited, or af-

fectedly rude and cynical.

As for my attachment to literature, I sacrificed for the

pleasure of pursuing it very fair chances of opulence and

professional honors, at a time of life when I fully knew
their value ; and I am not ashamed to say, that in deriv-

ing advantages in compensation from the partial favor of

the public, I have added some comforts and elegancies to

a bare independence. I am sure your Lordship's good
sense will easily put this unimportant egotism to the right

account, for— though I do not know the motive would

make me enter into controversy with a fair or an unfair

literary critic— I may be well excused for a wish to clear

my personal character from any tinge of mercenary or

sordid feeling in the eyes of a contemporary of genius.

Your Lordship will likewise permit me to add, that you
would have escaped the trouble of this explanation, had I

not understood that the satire alluded to had been sup-

pressed, not to be reprinted. For in removing a preju-

dice on your Lordship's own mind, I had no intention of

making any appeal by or through you to the public, since

my own habits of life have rendered my defence as to

avarice or rapacity rather too easy.

Leaving this foolish matter where it lies, I have to
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request your Lordship's acceptance of my best thanks for

the flattering communication which you took the trouble

to make Mr. Murray on my behalf, and which could not

fail to give me the gratification which I am sure you in-

tended. I dare say our worthy bibliopolist overcolored

his report of your Lordship's conversation with the Prince

Eegent, but I owe my thanks to him, nevertheless, for the

excuse he has given me for intruding these pages on your

Lordship. Wishing you health, spirit, and perseverance,

to continue your pilgrimage through the interesting coun-

tries which you have still to pass with Childe Harold, I

have the honor to be, my Lord, your Lordship's obedient

servant, Walter Scott.

P. S. — WiU your Lordship permit me a verbal criti-

cism on Childe Harold, were it only to show I have read

his Pilgrimage with attention? "Nuestra Dama de la

Pena " means, I suspect, not our Lady of Crime or Pun-

ishment, but our Lady of the Cliff; the difference is, I

believe, merely in the accentuation of "pena."

Lord Byron's answer was in these terms:—
TO WALTER SCOTT, ESQ., BDINBUBGH.

St. James's Stkeet, July 6, 1812.

Sib, — I have just been honored with your letter.— I feel

sorry that you should have thought it worth while to notice the

evil works of my nonage, as the thing is suppressed voluntarily,

and your explanation is too kind not to give me pain. The

Satire was written when I was very young and very angry,

and fuUy bent on displaying my wrath and my wit, and now I

am haunted by the ghosts of my wholesale assertions. I can-

not sufficiently thank you for your praise ; and now, waiving

myself, let me talk to you of the Prince Kegent. He ordered

me to be presented to him at a ball : and after some sayings,

peculiarly pleasing from royal lips, as to my own attempts, he

talked to me of you and your immortalities ; he preferred you

to every bard past and present, and asked which of your works

pleased me most. It was a difficult question. I answered, I



272 SIR WALTER SCOTT mt. 40

thought the Lay. He said his own opinion was nearly similar.

In speaking of the others, I told him that I thought you more

particularly the poet of Princes, as they never appeared more

fascinating than in Marmion and The Lady of the Lake. He
was pleased to coincide, and to dwell on the description of your

Jameses as no less royal than poetical. He spoke alternately

of Homer and yourself, and seemed well acquainted with hoth

;

so that (with the exception of the Turks ^ and your humble

servant) you were in very good company. I defy Murray to

have exaggerated his Royal Highness's opinion of your powers,

nor can I pretend to enumerate all he said on the subject; but

it may give you pleasure to hear that it was conveyed in lan-

guage which would only suffer by my attempting to transcribe

it ; and with a tone and taste which gave me a very high idea

of his abilities and accomplishments, which I had hitherto con-

sidered as confined to manners, certainly superior to those of

any living gentleman.

This interview was accidental. I never went to the levee ;

for having seen the courts of Mussulman and Catholic sover-

eigns, my curiosity was sufficiently allayed : and my politics

being as perverse as my rhymes, I had, in fact, no business

there. To be thus praised by your Sovereign must be gratify-

ing to you ; and if that gratification is not alloyed by the com-

munication being made through me, the bearer of it wiU con-

sider himself very fortunately, and sincerely, your obliged and

obedient servant, Byeon.

P. S.— Excuse this scrawl, scratched in a great hurry, and

just after a journey.

Seott immediately replied as follows :
—

TO THE BIGHT HON. LOKD BYEON, ETC., ETC., ETC.

Abbotsfobd, near Melrose, 16th July, 1812.

My Lord,— I am much indebted to your Lordship
for your kind and friendly letter : and much gratified by
the Prince Eegent's good opinion of my literary attempts.

I know so little of courts or princes, that any success I

may have had in hitting off the Stuarts is, I am afraid,

1 A Turkish ambassador and his suite figured at the ball.
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owing to a little old Jacobite leaven which I sucked in

with the numerous traditionary tales that amused my
infancy. It is a fortunate thing for the Prince himself

that he has a literary turn, since nothing can so effectually

relieve the ennui of state and the anxieties of power.

I hope your Lordship intends to give us more of Childe

Harold. I was delighted that my friend Jeffrey— for

such, in despite of many a feud, literary and political, I

always esteem him— has made so handsomely the amende
honorable for not having discovered in the bud the merits

of the flower; and I am happy to understand that the

retractation so handsomely made was received with equal

liberality. These circumstances may perhaps some day

lead you to revisit Scotland, which has a maternal claim

upon you, and I need not say what pleasure I should have

in returning my personal thanks for the honor you have

done me. I am laboring here to contradict an old pro-

verb, and make a silk purse out of a sow's ear, namely,

to convert a bare haugh and irae, of about 100 acres,

into a comfortable farm. Now, although I am living in

a gardener's hut, and although the adjacent ruins of Mel-

rose have little to tempt one who has seen those of Athens,

yet, should you take a tour which is so fashionable at this

season, I should be very happy to have an opportunity of

introducing you to anything remarkable in my fatherland.

My neighbor. Lord Somerville, would, I am sure, readily

supply the accommodations which I want, unless you

prefer a couch in a closet, which is the utmost hospitality

I have at present to offer. The fair, or shall I say the

sage, Apreece that was, Lady Davy that is, is soon to

show us how much science she leads captive in Sir Hum-
phry; so your Lordship sees, as the citizen's wife says

in the farce, "Threadneedle Street has some charms,"

since they procure us such celebrated visitants. As for

me, I would rather cross-question your Lordship about

the outside of Parnassus, than learn the nature of the

contents of all the other mountains in the world. Pray,
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when under "its cloudy canopy" did you heax anything

of the celebrated Pegasus? Some say he has been brought

off with other curiosities to Britain, and now covers at

Tattersall's. I would fain have a cross from him out of

my little moss-trooper's Galloway, and I think your Lord-

ship can tell me how to set about it, as I recognize his

true paces in the high-mettled description of Ali Pacha's

military court.

A wise man said— or, if not, I, who am no wise man,

now say— that there is no surer mark of regard than

when your correspondent ventures to write nonsense to

you. Having, therefore, like Dogberry, bestowed all my
tediousness upon your Lordship, you are to conclude that

I have given you a convincing proof that I am very much
your Lordship's obliged and very faithful servant,

Walter Scott.

From this time the epistolary intercourse between Scott

and Byron continued to be kept up; and it erelong

assumed a tone of friendly confidence equally honorable

to both these great competitors, without rivalry, for the

favor of the literary world.

The date of the letter last quoted immediately preceded

that of Scott's second meeting with another of the most
illustrious of his contemporaries. He had met Davy at

Mr. Wordsworth's when in the first flush of his celebrity

in 1804, and been, as one of his letters states, much de-

lighted with "the simple and unaffected style of his bear-

ing— the most agreeable characteristic of high genius."

Sir Humphry, now at the summit of his fame, had come,
by his marriage with Scott's accomplished relation, into

possession of an ample fortune; and he and his bride
were among the first of the poet's visitants in the original

cabin at Abbotsford.

The following letter is an answer to one in which Mr.
Southey had besought Scott's good offices in behalf of an
application which he thought of making to be appointed
Historiographer-Koyal, in the room of Mr. Dutens, just
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dead. It will be seen that both poets regarded with much
alarm the symptoms of popular discontent which appeared

in various districts, particularly among the Luddites, as

they were called, of Yorkshire, during the uncertain con-

dition of public affairs consequent on the assassination of

the Prime Minister, Mr. Percival, by Bellingham, in the

lobby of the House of Commons, on the 11th of May,
1812; and that Scott had, in his capacity of Sheriff, had

his own share in suppressing the tumults of the only man-
ufacturing town of Selkirkshire. The last sentence of

the letter alludes to a hint dropped in the Edinburgh

Eeview, that the author of the historical department of

the Edinburgh Annual Eegister ought to be called to the

bar of the House of Commons, in consequence of the bold

language in which he had criticised the parliamentary

hostility of the Whigs to the cause of Spain.

TO ROBERT SOUTHBT, ESQ., KESWICK.

Edinbukgh, 4th June, 1812.

My dear Southet, — It is scarcely necessary to say

that the instant I had your letter I wrote to the only

friend I have in power, Lord Melville (if indeed he be

now in power), begging him for the sake of his own char-

acter, for the remembrance of his father who wished you

sincerely well, and by every other objuration I could

think of, to back your application. All I fear, if the Ad-

ministration remain, is the influence of the clergy, who

have a strange disposition to job away among themselves

the rewards of literature. But I fear they are all to pieces

above stairs, and much owing to rashness and mismanage-

ment; for if they could not go on without Canning and

Wellesley, they certainly should from the beginning have

invited them in as companions, and not mere retainers.

On the whole, that cursed compound of madness and vil-

lainy has contrived to do his country more mischief at one

blow than all her sages and statesmen will be able to

repair perhaps in our day. You are quite right in appre-

hending a Jacquerie; the country is mined below our feet.
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Last week, learning that a meeting was to be held among

the weavers of the large manufacturing village of Gala-

shiels, for the purpose of cutting a man's web from his

loom, I apprehended the ringleaders and disconcerted the

whole project; but in the course of my inquiries, imagine

my surprise at discovering a bundle of letters and printed

manifestoes, from which it appeared that the Manchester

Weavers' Committee corresponds with every manufactur-

ing town in the South and West of Scotland, and levies a

subsidy of 2s. 6d. per man— (an immense sum)— for the

ostensible purpose of petitioning Parliament for redress

of grievances, but doubtless to sustain them in their revo-

lutionary movements. An energetic administration, which

had the confidence of the country, would soon check all

this ; but it is our misfortune to lose the pilot when the

ship is on the breakers. But it is sickening to think of

our situation.

I can hardly think there could have been any serious

intention of taking the hint of the Eeview, and yet liberty

has so often been made the pretext of crushing its own
best supporters, that I am always prepared to expect the

most tyrannical proceedings from professed demagogues.

I am uncertain whether the Chamberlain will be liable

to removal— if not, I should hope you may be pretty sure

of your object. Believe me ever yours faithfully,

Walter Scott.
4th June. — What a different birthday from those I

have seen ! It is likely I shall go to Rokeby for a few
days this summer; and if so, I will certainly diverge to

spend a day at Keswick.

Mr. Southey's application was unsuccessful— the office

he wished for having been bestowed, as soon as it fell

vacant, on a person certainly of vastly inferior literary

pretensions— the late Kev. J. S. Clarke, D. D., private

librarian to the Begent.
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Towards the end of May, 1812, the Sheriff finally

removed from Ashestiel to Abbotsford. The day when
this occurred was a sad one for many a poor neighbor—
for they lost, both in him and his wife, very generous

protectors. In such a place, among the few evils which

counterbalance so many good things in the condition of

the peasantry, the most afflicting is the want of access to

medical advice. As far as their means and skill would

go, they had both done their utmost to supply this want;

and Mrs. Scott, in particular, had made it so much her

business to visit the sick in their scattered cottages, and

bestowed on them the contents of her medicine-chest

as well as of the larder and cellar, with such unwearied

kindness, that her name is never mentioned there to

this day without some expression of tenderness. Scott's

children remember the parting scene as one of unmixed

affliction— but it had had, as we shall see, its lighter

features.

Among the many amiable English friends whom he
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owed to his frequent visits at Rokeby Park, there was, I

believe, none that had a higher place in his regard than

the late Anne, Lady Alvanley, the widow of the cele-

brated Chief Justice of the Court of Common Pleas. He
was fond of female society in general; but her ladyship

was a woman after his heart; well born and highly bred,

but without the slightest tinge of the frivolities of modern

fashion; soundly informed, and a warm lover of litera-

ture and the arts, but holding in as great horror as him-

self the imbecile chatter and affected ecstasies of the

bluestocking generation. Her ladyship had written to

him early in May, by Miss Sarah Smith (now Mrs. Bart-

ley), whom I have already mentioned as one of his theat-

rical favorites; and his answer contains, among other

matters, a sketch of the "Forest Flitting."

TO THE EIGHT HONORABLE LADT AlVANLET.

AsHESTiEii, 25th May, 1812.

I was honored, my dear Lady Alvanley, by the kind

letter which you sent me with our friend Miss Smith,

whose talents are, I hope, receiving at Edinburgh the full

meed of honorable applause which they so highly merit.

It is very much against my will that I am forced to speak

of them by report alone, for this being the term of re-

moving, I am under the necessity of being at this farm to

superintend the transference of my goods and chattels, a

most miscellaneous collection, to a small property, about

five miles down the Tweed, which I purchased last year.

The neighbors have been much delighted with the proces-

sion of my furniture, in which old swords, bows, targets,

and lances, made a very conspicuous show. A family of

turkeys was accommodated within the helmet of some

preux chevalier of ancient Border fame; and the very

cows, for aught I know, were bearing banners and mus-
kets. I assure your ladyship that this caravan, attended

by a dozen of ragged rosy peasant children, carrying fish-

ing-rods and spears, and leading ponies, greyhounds, and
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spaniels, would, as it crossed the Tweed, have furnished
no bad subject for the pencil, and really reminded me of
one of the gypsy groups of Callot upon their march.

Edineubgh, 28th May.

I have got here at length, and had the pleasure to
hear Miss Smith speak the Ode on the Passions charm-
ingly last night. It was her benefit, and the house was
tolerable, though not so good as she deserves, being a
very good girl, as well as an excellent performer.

I have read Lord Byron with great pleasure, though
pleasure is not quite the appropriate word. I should say
admiration— mixed with regret, that the author should
have adopted such an unamiable misanthropical tone. —
The reconciliation with Holland House is extremely edify-

ing, and may teach young authors to be in no hurry to

exercise their satirical vein. I remember an honest old

Presbyterian, who thought it right to speak with respect

even of the devil himself, since no one knew in what

corner he might one day want a friend. But Lord Byron
is young, and certainly has great genius, and has both

time and capacity to make amends for his errors.

I wonder if he will pardon the Edinburgh Eeviewers,

who have read their recantation of their former stric-

tures.

Mrs. Scott begs to offer her kindest and most respectful

compliments to your ladyship and the young ladies. I

hope we shall get into Yorkshire this season to see Mor-

ritt : he and his lady are really delightful persons. Be-

lieve me, with great respect, dear Lady Alvanley, your

much honored and obliged

Walter Scott.

A week later, in answer to a letter, mentioning the

approach of the celebrated sale of books in which the

Koxburghe Club originated, Scott says to his trusty ally,

Daniel Terry :
—
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Edinbubgh, 9th June, 1812.

My deab Teeet, — I wish you joy of your success,

wHch, although all reports state it as most highly flatter-

ing, does not exceed what I had hoped for you. I think I

shall do you a sensible pleasure in requesting that you

will take a walk over the fields to Hampstead one of

these fine days, and deliver the enclosed to my friend

Miss BaiUie, with whom, I fiatter myself, you will be

much pleased, as she has all the simplicity of real genius.

I mentioned to her some time ago that I wished to make
you acquainted, so that the sooner you can call upon her,

the compliment will be the more gracious. As I suppose

you will sometimes look in at the Koxburghe sale, a mem-
orandum respecting any remarkable articles will be a

great favor.

Abbotsford was looking charming, when I was obliged

to mount my wheel in this court, too fortunate that I

have at length some share in the roast meat I am daily

engaged in turning. Our flitting and removal from
Ashestiel baffled all description; we had twenty-four

cart-loads of the veriest trash in nature, besides dogs,

pigs, ponies, poultry, cows, calves, bare-headed wenches,

and bare-breeched boys. In other respects we are going

on in the old way, only poor Percy is dead. I intend to

have an old stone set up by his grave, with " Cy gist li

preux Percie," and I hope future antiquaries will debate

which hero of the house of Northumberland has left his

bones in Teviotdale.^

Believe me yours very truly,

Walter Scott.

This was one of the busiest summers of Scott's busy
life. Till the 12th of July he was at his post in the

Court of Session five days every week; but every Satur-
day evening found him at Abbotsford, to observe the

The epitaph of this faTorite greyhonnd may be seen on the edge of
the bank, a little way below the house of Abbotsford.
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progress his laborers had made within doors and without
in his absence ; and on Monday night he returned to Edin-
burgh. Even before the Summer Session commenoedi
he appears to have made some advance in his Kokeby,
for he writes to Mr. Morritt, from Abbotsford, on the

4th of May: "As for the house and the poem, there

are twelve masons hammering at the one, and one poor
noddle at the other— so they are both in progress;"—
and his literary labors throughout the long vacation were
continued under the same sort of disadvantage. That
autumn he had, in fact, no room at all for himself. The
only parlor which had been hammered into anything like

habitable condition served at once for dining-room, draw-

ing-room, school-room, and study. A window looking to

the river was kept sacred to his desk; an old bed-curtain

was nailed up across the room close behind his chair, and
there, whenever the spade, the dibble, or the chisel (for

he took his full share in all the work on hand) was laid

aside, he pursued his poetical tasks, apparently undis-

turbed and unannoyed by the surrounding confusion of

masons and carpenters, to say nothing of the lady's small

talk, the children's babble among themselves, or their

repetition of their lessons. The truth no doubt was, that

when at his desk he did little more, as far as regarded

poetry, than write down the lines which he had fashioned

in his mind while pursuing his vocation as a planter,

upon that bank which received originally, by way of joke,

the title of the thicket. "I am now," he says to Ellis

(October 17), " adorning a patch of naked land with trees

facturis nepotibus umhram, for I shall never live to enjoy

their shade myself otherwise than in the recumbent pos-

ture of Tityrus or Menalcas." But he did live to see the

thicket deserve not only that name, but a nobler one; and

to fell with his own hand many a well-grown tree that he

had planted there.

Another plantation of the same date, by his eastern

boundary, was less successful. For this he had asked
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and received from his early friend, the Marchioness of

Stafford, a supply of acorns from Trentham, and it was

named in consequence Sutherland 'hower; but the field-

mice, in the course of the ensuing winter, contrived to

root up and devour the whole of her ladyship's goodly

benefaction. A third space had been set apart, and duly

enclosed, for the reception of some Spanish chestnuts

offered to him by an admirer established in merchandise

at Seville ; but that gentleman had not been a very know-

ing ally as to such matters, for when the chestnuts arrived,

it turned out that they had been boiled.

Scott writes thus to Terry, in September, while the

Eoxburghe sale was still going on :
—

I have lacked your assistance, my dear Sir, for twenty

whimsicalities this autumn. Abbotsford, as you will

readily conceive, has considerably changed its face since

the auspices of Mother Ketford were exchanged for ours.

We have got up a good garden wall, complete stables in

the haugh, according to Stark's plan, and the old farm-

yard being enclosed with a wall, with some little pictur-

esque additions in front, has much relieved the stupendous

height of the Doctor's barn. The new plantations have

thriven amazingly well, the acorns are coming up fast,

and Tom Purdie is the happiest and most consequential

person in the world. My present work is building up
the well with some debris from the Abbey. Oh, for your

assistance, for I am afraid we shall make but a botched

job of it, especially as our materials are of a very miscel-

laneous complexion. The worst of all is, that while my
trees grow and my fountain fills, my purse, in an inverse

ratio, sinks to zero. This last circumstance will, I fear,

make me a very poor guest at the literary entertainment

your researches hold out for me. I should, however, like

much to have the Treatise on Dreams, by the author of

the New Jerusalem, which, as John Cuthbertson the

smith said of the minister's sermon, must be neat work.
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The Loyal Poems, by N. T.,i are probably by poor Na-
hum Tate, who associated with Brady in versifying the
Psalms, and more honorably with Dryden in the second
part of Absalom and Achitophel. I never saw them,
however, but would give a guinea or thirty shillings for

the collection. Our friend John Ballantyne has, I learn,

made a sudden sally to London, and doubtless you will

crush a quart with him or a pottle pot; he will satisfy

your bookseller for The Dreamer, or any other little pur-

chase you may recommend for me. You have pleased

Miss Baillie very much both in public and in society, and
though not fastidious, she is not, I think, particularly

lavish of applause either way. A most valuable person

is she, and as warm-hearted as she is brilliant. — Mrs.
Scott and all our little folks are well. I am relieved of

the labor of hearing Walter's lesson by a gallant son

of the church, who, with one leg of wood and another

of oak, walks to and fro from Melrose every day for that

purpose. Pray stick to the dramatic work,^ and never

suppose either that you can be intrusive, or that I can be

uninterested in whatever concerns you,

Yours, W. S.

The tutor alluded to at the close of this letter was Mr.
George Thomson, son of the minister of Melrose, who,

when the house afforded better accommodation, was and

continued for many years to be domesticated at Abbots-

ford. Scott had always a particular tenderness towards

persons afflicted with any bodily misfortune; and Thom-
son, whose leg had been amputated in consequence of a

rough casualty of his boyhood, had a special share in his

favor from the high spirit with which he refused at the

1 The Reverend Alexander Dyoe says, " N. T. stands for Nathaniel

Thompson, the Tory bookseller, who published these Loyal Poems. "—
(1839.)

'' An edition of the British Dramatists had, I believe, been projected by

Mr. Terry.
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time to betray the name of the companion that had occa-

sioned his mishap, and continued ever afterwards to strug-

gle against its disadvantages. Tall, vigorous, athletic, a

dauntless horseman, and expert at the singlestick, George

formed a valuable as well as picturesque addition to the

tail of the new laird, who often said, "In the Dominie,

like myself, accident has spoiled a capital lifeguardsman."

His many oddities and eccentricities in no degree inter-

fered with the respect due to his amiable feelings, upright

principles, and sound learning; nor did Dominie Tham-
son at all quarrel in after-times with the universal cre-

dence of the neighborhood that he had furnished many
features for the inimitable personage whose designation

so nearly resembled his own; and if he has not yet

"wagged his head" in a "pulpit o' his ain," he well

knows it has not been so for want of earnest and long-

continued intercession on the part of the author of Guy
Mannering.^

For many years Scott had accustomed himself to pro-

ceed in the composition of poetry along with that of prose

essays of various descriptions; but it is a remarkable fact

that he chose this period of perpetual noise and bustle,

when he had not even a summer-house to himself, for the

new experiment of carrying on two poems at the same
time— and this, too, without suspending the heavy labor

of his edition of Swift, to say nothing of the various

lesser matters in which the Ballantynes were, from day to

day, calling for the assistance of his judgment and his pen.

In the same letter in which William Erskine acknow-

ledges the receipt of the first four pages of Rokeby, he

adverts also to The Bridal of Triermain as being already

in rapid progress. The fragments of this second poem,
inserted in the Eegister of the preceding year, had
attracted considerable notice; the secret of their author-

ship had been well kept; and by some means, even in the

^ Mr. Thomson died 8th January, 1838, before the pnblicatdon of the

first edition of these Memoirs had been completed,— (1839.)
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shrewdest circles of Edinburgh, the belief had become
prevalent that they proceeded not from Scott, but from
Erskine. Scott had no sooner completed his bargain as

to the copyright of the unwritten Kokeby, than he re-

solved to pause from time to time in its composition, and
weave those fragments into a shorter and lighter romance,

executed in a different metre, and to be published anony-

mously, in a small pocket volume, as nearly as possible

on the same day with the avowed quarto. He expected

great amusement from the comparisons which the critics

would no doubt indulge themselves in drawing between

himself and this humble candidate; and Erskine good-

humoredly entered into the scheme, undertaking to do

nothing which should effectually suppress the notion of

his having set himself up as a modest rival to his friend.

Nay, he suggested a further refinement, which in the

sequel had no small share in the success of this little plot

upon the sagacity of the reviewers. Having said that he

much admired the opening of the first canto of Rokeby,

Erskine adds, "I shall request your accoucheur to send

me your little Dugald too as he gradually makes his pro-

gress. What I have seen is delightful. You are aware

how difficult it is to form any opinion of a work, the gen-

eral plan of which is unknown, transmitted merely in legs

and wings as they are formed and feathered. Any re-

marks must be of the most minute and superficial kind,

confined chiefly to the language, and other such subordi-

nate matters. I shall be very much amused if the secret

is kept and the knowing ones taken in. To prevent any

discovery from your prose, what think you of putting

down your ideas of what the preface ought to contain,

and allowing me to write it over? And perhaps a quiz-

zing review might be concocted."

This last hint was welcome; and among other parts of

the preface to Triermain which threw out "the knowing

ones," certain Greek quotations interspersed in it are now

accounted for. Scott, on his part, appears to have studi-
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ously interwoven into the piece allusions to personal feel-

ings and experiences more akin to his friend's history and

character than to his own ; and he did so still more largely,

when repeating this experiment, in the introductory parts

of Harold the Dauntless.

The same post which conveyed William Erskine's letter,

above quoted, brought him an equally wise and kind one

from Mr. Morritt, in answer to a fresh application for

some minute details about the scenery and local traditions

of the Valley of the Tees. Scott had promised to spend

part of this autumn at Eokeby Park himself; but now,

busied as he was with his planting operations at home,

and continually urged by Ballantyne to have the poem
ready for publication by Christmas, he would willingly

have trusted his friend's knowledge in place of his own
observation and research. Mr. Morritt gave him in reply

various particulars, which I need not here repeat, but

added,—
I am really sorry, my dear Scott, at your abandonment of

your kind intention of visiting Rokeby, and my sorrow is not

quite selfish, for seriously, I wish you could have come, if but

for a few days, in order, on the spot, to settle accurately in

your mind the localities of the new poem, and all their petty

circumstances, of which there are many that would give interest

and ornament to your descriptions. I am too much flattered

by your proposal of inscribing the poem to me, not to accept it

with gratitude and pleasure. I shall always feel your friend-

ship as an honor— we all wish our honors to be permanent—
and yours promises mine at least a fair chance of immortality.

I hope, however, you will not be obliged to write in a hurry on
account of the impatience of your booksellers. They are, I

think, ni advised in their proceeding, for surely the book will

be the more likely to succeed from not being forced prema-
turely into this critical world. Do not be persuaded to risk

your established fame on this hazardous experiment. If you
want a few hundreds independent of these booksellers, your
credit is so very good, now that you have got rid of your Old
Man of the Sea, that it is no great merit to trust you, and I
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happen at this moment to have five or six for which I have no
sort of demand— so rather than he obliged to spur Pegasus
beyond the power of pulUng him up when he is going too fast,

do consult your own judgment and set the midwives of the trade
at defiance. Don't be scrupulous to the disadvantage of your
muse, and above all be not ofBended at me for a proposition
which is meant in the true spirit of friendship. I am more
than ever anxious for your success— The Lady of the Lake
more than succeeded— I think Don Eoderick is less popular— I want this work to be another Lady at the least. Surely
it would be worth your while for such an object to spend a week
of your time, and a portion of your Old Man's salary, in a
mail-coach flight hither, were it merely to renew your acquaint-

ance with the country, and to rectify the little misconceptions

of a cursory view. Ever affectionately yours, J. B. S. M.

This appeal was not to be resisted. Scott, I believe,

accepted Mr. Morritt's friendly offer so far as to ask his

assistance in having some of Ballantyne's bills discounted

;

and he proceeded the week after to Kokeby, by the way
of Flodden and Hexham, travelling on horseback, his

eldest boy and girl on their ponies, while Mrs. Scott fol-

lowed them in the carriage. Two little incidents that

diversified this ride through Northumberland have found

their way into print already ; but, as he was fond of telling

them both down to the end of his days, I must give them

a place here also. Halting at Flodden to expound the

field of battle to his young folks, he found that Marmion
had, as might have been expected, benefited the keeper

of the public house there very largely; and the village

Boniface, overflowing with gratitude, expressed his anx-

iety to have a Scott's Head for his sign-post. The poet

demurred to this proposal, and assured mine host that

nothing could be more appropriate than the portraiture

of a foaming tankard, which already surmounted his

doorway. "Why, the painter-man has not made an ill

job," sg,id the landlord, "but I would fain have something

more connected with the book that has brought me so
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much good custom." He produced a well-thumbed copy,

and handing it to the author, begged he would at least

suggest a motto from the tale of Flodden Field. Scott

opened the book at the death scene of the hero, and his

eye was immediately caught by the "inscription" in

black-letter, —
" Drink, weary pilgrim, drink, and pray

For the kind soul of Sibyl Grey," etc.

"Well, my friend," said he, "what more would you have?

You need but strike out one letter in the first of these

lines, and make your painter-man, the next time he

comes this way, print between the jolly tankard and your

own name, —
" Drink, weary pilgrim, drink and PAT."

Scott was delighted to find, on his return, that this

suggestion had been adopted, and, for aught I know, the

romantic legend may still be visible. The other story I

shall give in the words of Mr. Gillies :
—

" It happened at a small country town that Scott suddenly

required medical advice for one of his servants, and, on inquir-

ing if there was any doctor at the place, was told that there

were two, — one long established, and the other a newcomer.

The latter gentleman, being luckily found at home, soon made
his appearance ;— a grave, sagacious-looking personage, attired

in black, with a shovel hat, in whom, to his utter astonishment,

Sir Walter recognized a Scotch blacksmith, who had formerly

practised, with tolerable success, as a veterinary operator in

the neighborhood of Ashestiel.— ' How, in aU the world,' ex-

claimed he, ' can it be possible that this is John Lundie ? '—
' In troth is it, your honor— just a' that 's for him,.'— ' Well,

but let us hear ; you were a Aorse-doctor before ; now, it seems,

you are a mam-doctor ; how do you get on ? '—
' Ou, just es-

traordinar weel ; for your honor maun ken my practice is vera

sure and orthodox. I depend entirely upon twa simples.'—
' And what may their names be ? Perhaps it is a secret ?

'—
' I 'U tell your honor,' in a low tone ;

' my twa simples are just

laudamy and calamy !'— ' Simples with a vengeance !

' replied
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Scott. ' But, John, do you never happen to kill any of your pa-

tients ?
'— ' Kill ? Ou ay, may be sae ! Whiles they die, and

whiles no ;— but it 's the will o' Providence. Ony how, your
honor, it wad be lang before it makes up for Floddenl ' " ^

It was also in the course of this expedition that Scott

first made acquaintance with the late excellent and vener-

able Shute Barrington, Bishop of Durham. The travel-

lers having reached Auckland over night were seeing thje

public rooms of the Castle at an early hour next morning,

when the Bishop happened, in passing through one of

them, to catch a glimpse of Scott's person, and immedi-

ately recognizing him, from the likeness of the engravings

by this time multiplied, introduced himself to the party,

and insisted upon acting as cicerone. After, showing them
the picture ' gallery and so forth, his Lordship invited

them to join the morning service of the chapel, and when
that was over, insisted on their remaining to breakfast.

But Scott and his Lordsbip were by this time so much
pleased with each other that they could not part so easily.

The good Bishop ordered his horse, nor did Scott observe

without admiration the proud curvetting of the animal on

which his Lordship proposed to accompany him during

the next stage of his progress. "Why, yes, Mr. Scott,"

said the gentle but high-spirited old man, "I still like to

feel my horse under me." He was then in his seventy-ninth

year, and survived to the age of ninety-two, the model in all

things of a real prince of the Church. They parted after

a ride of ten miles, with mutual regret; and on all subse-

quent rides in that direction, Bishop-Auckland was one of

the poet's regular halting-places.^

At Kokeby, on this occasion, Scott remained about a

week; and I transcribe the following brief account of his

1 Reminiscences of Sir Walter Scott, p. 56.

2 [From a passage in a letter to Lady Aljeroom, written September 10,

1818, on the return from a similar journey (see Familiar Letters, toI. ii.

p. 24), it seems probable that some at least of the incidents of this visit

belong to that of the later date.]



apo SIR WALTER SCOTT jet. 41

proceedings while there from Mr. Morritt's Memoran-

dum :—
" I had, of course," he says, " had many previous opportuni-

ties of testing the almost conscientious fideUty of his local de-

scriptions ; but I could not help being singularly struck with

the Ughts which this visit threw on that characteristic of his

compositions. The morning after he arrived he said, ' You
have often given me materials for romance— now I want a

good robber's cave, and an old church of the right sort.' We
rode out, and he found what he wanted in the ancient slate

quarries of Brignall and the ruined Abbey of Egglestone. I ob-

served him noting down even the peculiar Uttle wild flowers

and herbs that accidentally grew round and on the side of a

bold crag near his intended cave of Guy Denzil ; and could not

help saying, that as he was not to be upon oath in his work,

daisies, violets, and primroses woidd be as poetical as any of the

humble plants he was examining. I laughed, in short, at his

scrupulousness ; but I understood him when he replied, ' that

in nature herself no two scenes were exactly alike, and that

whoever copied truly what was before his eyes would possess

the same variety in his descriptions, and exhibit apparently an

imagination as boundless as the range of nature in the scenes

he recorded ; whereas, whoever trusted to imagination would
soon find his own mind circumscribed, and contracted to a few
favorite images, and the repetition of these would sooner or

later produce that very monotony and barrenness which had
always haunted descriptive poetry in the hands of any but the

patient worshippers of truth. Besides which,' he said, ' local

names and pecuharities make a fictitious story look so much
better in the face.' In fact, from his boyish habits, he was but

half satisfied with the most beautiful scenery when he could

not connect with it some local legend, and when I was forced

sometimes to confess with the Knife-grinder, ' Story ! God
bless you ! I have none to tell, sir,'— he would laugh and say,
' Then let us make one— nothing so easy as to make a tradi-

tion.'
"

Mr. Morritt adds, that he had brought with him about
half The Bridal of Triermain— told him that he meant to



1 8 12 LETTER TO MR. MORRITT 291

bring it out the same week with Eokeby— and promised
himself particular satisfaction in laying a trapfor Jeffrey;
who, however, as we shall see, escaped the snare.
Some of the following letters will show with what

rapidity, after having refreshed and stored his memory
with the localities of Eokeby, he proceeded in the com-
position of the romance :—

TO J. B. S. MOEEITT, ESQ.

Abbotsford, 12th October, 1812.

My dear Moreitt, — I have this morning returned
from Dalkeith House, to which I was whisked amid the
fury of an election tempest, and I found your letter on
my table. More on such a subject cannot be said among
friends who give each other credit for feeling as they
ought.

We peregrinated over Stanmore, and visited the Cas-

tles of Bowes, Brough, Appleby, and Brougham with
great interest. Lest our spirit of chivalry thus excited

should lack employment, we found ourselves, that is, /
did, at Carlisle, engaged in the service of two distressed

ladies, being no other than our friends Lady Douglas and
Lady Louisa Stuart, who overtook us there, and who
would have had great trouble in finding quarters, the

election being in full vigor, if we had not anticipated their

puzzle, and secured a private house capable of holding us

all. Some distress occurred, I believe, among the wait-

ing damsels, whose case I had not so carefully considered,

for I heard a sentimental exclamation— "Am I to sleep

with the greyhounds? " which I conceived to proceed from

Lady Douglas's suivante, from the exquisite sensibility

of tone with which it was uttered, especially as I beheld

the fair one descend from the carriage with three half-

bound volumes of a novel in her hand. Not having it in

my power to alleviate her woes, by offering her either a

part or the whole of my own couch, — " Transeat," quoth

I, "cum cceteris erroribus.^'
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I am delighted with your Cumberland admirer,^ and

give him credit for his visit to the vindicator of Homer;

but you missed one of another description, who passed

Kokeby with great regret, I mean General John Malcolm,

the Persian envoy, the Delhi resident, the poet, the war-

rior, the polite man, and the Borderer. He is really a

fine fellow. I met him at Dalkeith, and we returned to-

gether ;
— he has just left me, after drinking his coffee.

A fine time we had of it, talking of Troy town, and Babel,

and Persepolis, and Delhi, and Langholm, and Burnfoot; ^

with all manner of episodes about Iskendiar, Bustan, and

Johnny Armstrong. Do you know, that poem of Fer-

dusi's must be beautiful. He read me some very splen-

did extracts which he had himself translated. Should

you meet him in London, I have given him charge to be

acquainted with you, for I am sure you will like each

other. To be sure, I know him little, but I like his

frankness and his sound ideas of morality and policy;

and I have observed, that when I have had no great lik-

ing to persons at the beginning, it has usually pleased

Heaven, as Slender says, to decrease it on further ac-

quaintance. Adieu, I must mount my horse. Our last

journey was so delightful that we have every temptation

to repeat it. Pray give our kind love to the lady, and
believe me ever yours, Walter Scott.

TO THE SAME.

Edinburgh, 29th Kovember, 1812.

My dear Morritt, — I have been, and still am,
working very hard, in hopes to face the public by Christ-

1 This alluded to a ridiculous hunter of lions, who, being met by Mr.
Morritt in the grounds at Kokeby, disclaimed all taste for picturesque
beauties, but overwhelmed their owner with Homeric Greek ; of which he
had told Scott.

^ Burnfoot is the name of a farmhouse on the Bncclench estate, not far
from Langholm, where the late Sir John Malcolm and his distinguished
brothers were born. Their grandfather had, I belieye, found refuge there
after forfeiting a good estate and an ancient baronetcy in the affair of
1715. A monument to the gallant General's memory has recently been
erected near the spot of his birth.
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mas, and I think I have hitherto succeeded in throwino-
some interest into the piece. It is, however, a darker
and more gloomy interest than I intended; but involving
one's self with bad company, whether in fiction or in
reality, is the way not to get out of it easily; so I have
been obliged to bestow more pains and trouble upon Ber-
tram, and one or two blackguards whom he picks up in

the slate quarries, than what I originally designed. I am
very desirous to have your opinion of the three first Can-
tos, for which purpose, so soon as I can get them collected,

I will send the sheets under cover to Mr. Freeling, whose
omnipotent frank will transmit them to Kokeby, where,
I presume, you have been long since comfortably settled—

" So York may overlook the town of York." i

I trust you will read it with some partiality, because,

if I have not been so successful as I could wish in describ-

ing your lovely and romantic glens, it has partly arisen

from my great anxiety to do it well, which is often at-

tended with the very contrary effect. There are two or

three songs, and particularly one in praise of BrignaU
Banks, which I trust you will like— because, entre nous,

I like them myself. One of them is a little dashing ban-

ditti song, called and entitled AUen-a-Dale. I think you
will be able to judge for yourself in about a week. Pray,

how shall I send you the entire goose, which will be too

heavy to travel the same way with its giblets— for the

Carlisle coach is terribly inaccurate about parcels? I

fear I have made one blunder in mentioning the brooks

which flow into the Tees. I have made the Balder dis-

tinct from that which comes down Thorsgill— I hope I

am not mistaken. You will see the passage; and if they

are the same rivulet, the leaf must be cancelled.

I trust this will find Mrs. Morritt pretty well; and I

am glad to find she has been better for her little tour.

We were delighted with ours, except in respect of its

short duration, and Sophia and Walter hold their heads

1 3d King Henry YI. Act I. Soene 4.
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very higL among their untravelled companions, from the

predominance acquired by their visit to England. You
are not perhaps aware of the polish which is supposed to

be acquired by the most transitory intercourse with your

more refined side of the Tweed. There was an honest

carter who once applied to me respecting a plan which he

had formed of breeding his son, a great booby of twenty,

to the Church. As the best way of evading the scrape,

I asked him whether he thought his son's language was

quite adapted for the use of a public speaker?— to which

he answered, with great readiness, that he could knap
English with any one, having twice driven his father's

cart to Etal coal-hill.

I have called my heroine Matilda. I don't much like

Agnes, though I can't tell why, unless it is because it

begins like Agag. Matilda is a name of unmanageable

length ; but, after all, is better than none, and my poor

damsel was likely to go without one in my indecision.

We are all hungering and thirsting for news from
Russia. If Boney's devil does not help him, he is in a

poor way. The Leith letters talk of the unanimity of the

Russians as being most exemplary; and troops pour in

from all quarters of their immense empire. Their com-
missariat is well managed under the Prince Duke of

Oldenburgh. This was their weak point in former wars.

Adieu ! Mrs. Scott and the little people send love to

Mrs. Morritt and you. Ever yours,

Walter Scott.

TO THE SAME.

Edinbubgh, Thursday, 10th December, 1812.

Mr DEAE MoERiTT, — I havc just time to say that I

have received your letters, and am delighted that Rokeby
pleases the owner. As I hope the whole wiU be printed

off before Christmas, it will scarce be worth while to send
you the other sheets till it reaches you altogether. Your
criticisms are the best proof of your kind attention to the
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poem. I need not say I will pay them every attention in

the next edition. But some of the faults are so inter-

woven with the story, that they must stand. Denzil, for

instance, is essential to me, though, as you- say, not very

interesting; and I assure you that, generally speaking,

the poeta loquitur has a bad effect in narrative ; and when
you have twenty things to tell, it is better to be slatternly

than tedious. The fact is, that the tediousness of many
really good poems arises from an attempt to support the

same tone throughout, which often occasions periphrasis,

and always stiffness. I am quite sensible that I have

often carried the opposite custom too far; but I am apt

to impute it partly to not being able to bring out my own
ideas well, and partly to haste— not to error in the sys-

tem. This would, however, lead to a long discussion,

more fit for the fireside than for a letter. I need not say

that, the poem being in fact your own, you are at perfect

liberty to dispose of the sheets as you please. I am glad

my geography is pretty correct. It is too late to inquire

if Kokeby is insured, for I have burned it down in Canto

V. ; but I suspect you will bear me no greater grudge

than at the noble Eussian who burned Moscow. Glorious

news to-day from the North—pereat iste ! Mrs. Scott,

Sophia, and Walter, join in best compliments to Mrs.

Morritt ; and I am, in great haste, ever faithfully yours,

Walter Scott.

P. S. — I have heard of Lady Hood by a letter from

herself. She is well, and in high spirits, and sends me a

pretty topaz seal, with a talisman which secures this let-

ter, and signifies (it seems), which one would scarce have

expected from its appearance, my name.

We are now close upon the end of this busy twelve-

month; but I must not turn the leaf to 1813, without

noticing one of its miscellaneous incidents— his first in-

tercourse by letter with the poet Crabbe. Mr. Hatchard,

the publisher of his Tales, forwarded a copy of the book
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to Scott as soon as it was ready; and, the bookseller hav-

ing communicated to his author some flattering expressions

in Scott's letter of acknowledgment, Mr. Crabbe ad-

dressed him as follows :
—

TO WAIiTBB SCOTT, ESQ., EDINBDBGH.

MusTOK, Gbantham, 13th October, 1812.

Sib,— Mr. Hatchard, judging rightly of the satisfaction it

would afford me, has been so obliging as to communicate your

two letters, in one of which you desire my Tales to be sent ; in

the other, you acknowledge the receipt of them ; and in both

you mention my verses in such terms, that it would be affected

in me were I to deny, and I think unjust if I were to conceal,

the pleasure you give me. I am indeed highly gratified.

I have long entertained a hearty wish to be made known to

a poet whose works are so greatly and so universally admired

;

and I continued to hope that I might at some time find a com-

mon friend, by whose intervention I might obtain that honor

;

but I am confined by duties near my home, and by sickness in

it. It may be long before I be in town, and then no such op-

portunity might offer. Excuse me, then, sir, if I gladly seize

this which now occurs to express my thanks for the politeness

of your expressions, as well as my desire of being known to a

gentleman who has deUghted and affected me, and moved all

the passions and feelings in turn, I believe— Envy surely ex-

cepted— certainly, if I know myself, but in a moderate degree.

I truly rejoice in your success ; and while I am entertaining,

in my way, a certain set of readers, for the most part, probably,

of peculiar turn and habit, I can with pleasure see the effect

you produce on all. Mr. Hatchard tells me that he hopes

or expects that thousands will read my Tales, and I am con-

vinced that your publisher might, in like manner, so speak of

your ten thousands ; but this, though it calls to mind the pas-

sage, is no true comparison with the related prowess of David
and Saul, because I have no evil spirit to arise and trouble me
on the occasion ; though, if I had, I know no David whose skUl

is so likely to allay it. Once more, sir, accept my best thanks,

with my hearty wishes for your health and happiness, who am,
with great esteem, and true respect,

Dear Sir, your obedient servant,

George Ceabbe.
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I cannot produce Scott's reply to this communication.
Mr. Crabbe appears to have, in the course of the year,

sent him a copy of all his works, "ex dono auctoris," and
there passed between them several letters, one or two of

which I must quote.

TO WALTBB SCOTT, ESQ., EDINBUKGH.

Know you, sir, a gentleman in Edinburgh, A. Brunton (the

Rev.), who dates St. John Street, and who asks my assistance

in furnishing hymns which have relation to the Old or New
Testament— anything which might suit the purpose of those

who are cooking up a book of Scotch Psalmody ? Who is Mr.

Brunton ? What is his situation ? If I could help one who
needed help, I would do it cheerfully— but have no great

opinion of this undertaking. • ."-.

With every good wish, yours sincerely,

Geobgb Ceabbb.

Scott's answer to this letter expresses the opinions he

always held in conversation on the important subject to

which it refers; and acting upon which, he himself at

various times declined taking any part in the business

advocated by Dr. Brunton :
—

TO THE KEV. GEOKGE CEABBE, MTTSTON, GEANTHAM.

Mt deak Sie, — I was favored with your kind letter

some time ago. Of all people in the world, I am least

entitled to demand regularity of correspondence ; for be-

ing, one way and another, doomed to a great deal more

writing than suits my indolence, I am sometimes tempted

to envy the reverend hermit of Prague, confessor to the

niece of Queen Gorboduc, who never saw either pen or ink.

Mr. Brunton is a very respectable clergyman of Edin-

burgh, and I believe the work in which he has solicited

your assistance is one adopted by the General Assembly,

or Convocation of the Kirk. I have no notion that he

has any individual interest in it; he is a well-educated

and liberal-minded man, and generally esteemed. I have
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no particular acquaintance with him myself, though we
speak together. He is at this very moment sitting on the

outside of the bar of our Supreme Court, within which I

am fagging as a clerk; but as he is hearing the opinion

of the Judges upon an action for augmentation of stipend

to him and to his brethren, it would not, I conceive, be a

very favorable time to canvass a literary topic. But you

are quite safe with him ; and having so much command
of scriptural language, which appears to me essential to

the devotional poetry of Christians, I am sure you can

assist his purpose much more than any man alive.

I think those hymns which do not immediately recall

the warm and exalted language of the Bible are apt to be,

however elegant, rather cold and flat for the purposes of

devotion. You will readily believe that I do not approve

of the vague and indiscriminate Scripture language which
the fanatics of old and the modern Methodists have

adopted, but merely that solemnity and peculiarity of

diction, which at once puts the reader and hearer upon
his guard as to the purpose of the poetry. To my Gothic
ear, indeed, the Stdbat Mater, the Dies Irce, and some
of the other hymns of the Catholic Church, are more
solemn and affecting than the fine classical poetry of

Buchanan; the one has the gloomy dignity of a Gothic
church, and reminds us instantly of the worship to which
it is dedicated; the other is more like a Pagan temple,

recalling to our memory the classical and fabulous deities. ^

This is, probably, all referable to the association of ideas

— that is, if the "association of ideas" continues to be
the universal pick-lock of all metaphysical difficulties, as

it was when I studied moral philosophy— or to any other
more fashionable universal solvent which may have suc-

ceeded to it in reputation. Adieu, my dear sir, — I hope
you and your family will long enjoy all happiness and pros-
perity. Never be discouraged from the constant use of

* See Life of Dryden, Scott's Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. i.

p. 293.
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your charming talent. The opinions of reviewers are really
too contradictory to found anything upon them, whether
they are favorable or otherwise; for it is usually their

principal object to display the abilities of the writers of
the critical lucubrations themselves. Your Tales are
universally admired here. I go but little out, but the
few judges whose opinions 1 have been accustomed to look
up to, are unanimous. Ever yours, most truly,

Walter Scott.

TO WAITEE SCOTT, ESQ., EDINBUBGSH.

Mt deak Sib,— Law, then, is your profession— I mean a
profession you give your mind and time to— but how " fag as

a clerk " ? Clerk is a name for a learned person, I know, in our
Church ; but how the same hand which held the pen of Mar-
mion holds that with which a clerk fags, unless a clerk means
something vastly more than I understand, is not to be com-
prehended. I wait for elucidation. Know you, dear sir, I

have often thought I should love to read reports— that is, brief

histories of extraordinary cases, with the judgments. If that

is what is meant by reports, such reading must be pleasant

;

but, probably, I entertain wrong ideas, and could not under-

stand the books I think so engaging. Yet I conclude there

are histories of cases, and have often thought of consulting

Hatchard whether he knew of such kind of reading, but hitherto

I have rested in ignorance. . . . Yours truly,

George Ckabbe.

to the rev. george crabbe.

Mt dear Sir, — I have too long delayed to thank you

for the most kind and acceptable present of your three

volumes. Now am I doubly armed, since I have a set for

my cabin at Abbotsford as well as in town; and, to say

truth, the auxiliary copy arrived in good time, for my
original one suffers as much by its general popularity

among my young people, as a popular candidate from the

hugs and embraces of his democratical admirers. The

clearness and accuracy of 'your painting, whether natural
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or moral, renders, I have often remarked, your works

generally delightful to those whose youth might render

them insensible to the other beauties with which they

abound. There are a sort of pictures— surely the most

valuable, were it but for that reason— which strike the

uninitiated as much as they do the connoisseur, though

the last alone can render reason for his admiration. In-

deed our old friend Horace knew what he was saying

when he chose to address his ode, " Virginibus puerisque,"

and so did Pope when he told somebody he had the mob
on the side of his version of Homer, and did not mind the

high-flying critics at Button's. After all, if a faultless

poem could be produced, I am satisfied it would tire the

critics themselves, and annoy the whole reading world

with the spleen.

You must be delightfully situated in the Vale of Bel-

voir— a part of England for which I entertain a special

kindness, for the sake of the gallant hero, Kobin Hood,

who, as probably you will readily guess, is no small favor-

ite of mine; his indistinct ideas concerning the doctrine

of meum and tuum being no great objection to an outrid-

ing Borderer. I am happy to think that your station is

under the protection of the Rutland family, of whom fame

speaks highly. Our lord of the "cairn and the scaur,"

waste wilderness and hungry hills, for many a league

around, is the Duke of Buccleuch, the head of my clan;

a kind and benevolent landlord, a warm and zealous friend,

and the husband of a lady— comme il y en a peu. They
are both great admirers of Mr. Crabbe's poetry, and

would be happy to know him, should he ever come to

Scotland, and venture into the Gothic halls of a Border -

chief. The early and uniform kindness of this family,

with the friendship of the late and present Lord Melville,

enabled me, some years ago, to exchange my toils as a

barrister, for the lucrative and respectable situation of

one of the Clerks of our Supreme Court, which only re-

quires a certain routine of official duty, neither laborious
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nor calling for any exertion of the mind ; so that my time
is entirely at my own command, except when I am attend-
ing the Court, which seldom occupies more than two
hours of the morning during sitting. I besides hold in
commendam the Sheriffdom of Ettrick Forest, which is

now no forest; so that I am a pluralist as to law appoint-
ments, and have, as Dogberry says, "two gowns, and
everything handsome about me." ^

I have often thought it is the most fortunate thing for

bards like you and me to have an established profession,

and professional character, to render us independent of

those worthy gentlemen, the retailers, or, as some have
called them, the midwives of literature, who are so much
taken up with the abortions they bring into the world,

that they are scarcely able to bestow the proper care upon
young and flourishing babes like ours. That, however,

is only a mercantile way of looking at the matter ; but did

any of my sons show poetical talent, of which, to my
great satisfaction, there are no appearances, the first thing

I should do would be to inculcate upon him the duty of

cultivating some honorable profession, and qualifying

himself to play a more respectable part in society than

the mere poet. And as the best corollary of my doctrine,

I would make him get your tale of The Patron by heart

from beginning to end. It is curious enough that you
should have republished The Village for the purpose of

sending your young men to college, and I should have

written The Lay of the Last Minstrel for the purpose of

buying a new horse for the Volunteer Cavalry. I must

now send this scrawl into town to get a frank, for, God
knows, it is not worthy of postage. With the warmest

wishes for your health, prosperity, and increase of fame
— though it needs not— I remain most sincerely and

affectionately yours, Walter Scott.^

1 Much Ado about Nothing, Act IV. Scene 2.

^ Several of these letters having been enclosed in franked covers, which

have perished, I am nnable to affix the exact dates to them.
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The contrast of the two poets' epistolary styles is highly

amusing; but I have introduced these specimens less on

that account, than as marking the cordial confidence

which a very little intercourse was sufficient to establish

between men so different from each other in most of the

habits of life. It will always be considered as one of the

most pleasing peculiarities in Scott's history, that he was

the friend of every great contemporary poet : Crabbe, as

we shall see more largely in the sequel, was no exception

to the rule : yet I could hardly name one of them who,

manly principles and the cultivation of literature apart,

had many points of resemblance to him ; and surely not

one who had fewer than Crabbe.

Scott continued, this year, his care for the Edinburgh
Annual Register— the historical department of which

was again supplied by Mr. Southey. The poetical miscel-

lany owed its opening piece, the Ballad of Polydore, to

the readiness with which Scott entered into correspond-

ence with its ^uthor, who sent it to him anonymously,

with a letter which, like the verses, might well have ex-

cited much interest in his mind, even had it not concluded

with stating the writer's age to hejtfteen. Scott invited

the youth to visit him in the country, was greatly pleased

with the modesty of his manners and the originality of his

conversation, and wrote to Joanna Baillie, that, "though
not one of the crimps for the muses," he thought he could

hardly be mistaken in believing that in the boyish author

of Polydore he had discovered a true genius. When I

mention the name of my friend William Howison of

Clydegrove, it will be allowed that he prognosticated

wisely. He continued to correspond with this young
gentleman and his father, and gave both much advice,

for which both were most grateful. There was inserted

in the same volume a set of beautiful stanzas, inscribed

to Scott by Mr. Wilson, under the title of The Magic
Mirror, in which that enthusiastic young poet also bears

a lofty and lasting testimony to the gentle kindness with

)
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which his earlier efforts had been encouraged by him
whom he designates, for the first time, by what after-
wards became one of his standing titles, that of The Great
Magician.

" Onwards a figure oame, -with stately brow,
And, as he glanced upon the ruin'd pile

A look of regal pride, ' Say, who art thou'
(His countenance bright'ning with a scornful smile,

He sternly cried), 'whose footsteps rash profane
The wild romantic realm where I have willed to reign ? '

" But ere to these proud words I could reply,

How changed that scornful face to soft and mild

!

A witching frenzy gUtter'd in his eye,

Harmless, withal, as that of playful child.

And when once more the gracious vision spoke,

I felt the voice familiar to mine ear

;

While many a faded dream of earth awoke.

Connected strangely with that unknown seer,

Who now stretch'd forth his arm, and on the sand
A circle round me traced, as with magician's wand," etc.

Scott's own chief contribution to this volume was a

brief account of the Life and Poems (hitherto unpub-

lished) ^ of Patrick Carey, whom he pronounces to have

been not only as stout a Cavalier, but almost as good a

poet as his contemporary Lovelace. That Essay was

expanded, and prefixed to an edition of Carey's Trivial

Poems and Triolets, which Scott published in 1820 ; but

its circulation in either shape has been limited: and I

believe I shaU be gratifying the majority of my readers

by here transcribing some paragraphs of his beautiful and

highly characteristic introduction of this forgotten poet

of the seventeenth century.

" The present age has been so distinguished for research into

poetical antiquities, that the discovery of an unknown bard is,

in certain chosen literary circles, held as curious as an aug-

1 The Eev. Alexander Dyoe informs me that nine of Carey's pieces

were printed in 1771, for J. Murray of Fleet Street, in a quarto of

thirty-five pages, entitled Poems from a MS. written in the time of Oliver

Cromwell. This rare tract had never fallen into Scott's hands.— (1839.)
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mentation of the number of fixed stars would be esteemed by

astronomers. It is true, these ' blessed twinklers of the night

'

are so far removed from us, that they afford no more light than

serves barely to evince their existence to the curious investi-

gator ; and in like manner the pleasure derived from the revi-

val of an obscure poet is rather in proportion to the rarity of

his volume than to its merit ; yet this pleasure is not inconsist-

ent with reason and principle. We know by every day's ex-

perience the peculiar interest which the lapse of ages confers

upon works of human art. The clumsy strength of the ancient

castles, which, when raw from the hand of the builder, inferred

only the oppressive power of the barons who reared them, is

now broken by partial ruin into proper subjects for the poet

or the painter ; and as Mason has beautifully described the

change,
'Time

Has mouldered into beauty many a tower,

Which, when it frowned with all ils battlements.

Was only terrible.'

" The monastery, too, which was at first but a fantastic mon-
ument of the superstitious devotion of monarchs, or of the pur-

ple pride of fattened abbots, has gained by the silent influence

of antiquity the power of impressing awe and devotion. Even
the stains and weather-taints upon the battlements of such

buildings add, like the scars of a veteran, to the affecting im-

pression :—
' For time has softened what was harsh when new,
And now the stains are all of sober hue

;

The living stains which nature's hand alone,

Profuse of life, pours forth upon the stone.'— Crabbe.

" If such is the effect of Time in adding interest to the la-

bors of the architect, if partial destruction is compensated by
the additional interest of that which remains, can we deny his

exerting a similar influence upon those subjects which are
sought after by the bibliographer and poetical antiquary ? The
obscure poet, who is detected by their keen research, may indeed
have possessed but a slender portion of that spirit which has
buoyed up the works of distinguished contemporaries during
the course of centuries, yet still his verses shall, in the lapse of

time, acquire an interest, which they did not possess in the eyes
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of his own generation. The wrath of the critic, like that of

the son of Ossian, flies from the foe that is low. Envy, base

as she is, has one property of the lion, and cannot prey on car-

cases ; she must drink the blood of a sentient victim, and tear

the Umbs that are yet warm with vital life. Faction, if the

ancient has suffered her persecution, serves only to endear him
to the recollection of posterity, whose generous compassion

overpays him for the injuries he sustained while in Ufe. And
thus freed from the operation of all unfavorable prepossessions,

his merit, if he can boast any, has more than fair credit with

his readers. This, however, is but part of his advantages.

The mere attribute of antiquity is of itself sufficient to interest

the fancy by the lively and powerful train of associations which

it awakens. Had the pyramids of Egypt, equally disagreeable

in form and senseless as to utility, been the work of any living

tyrant, with what feelings, save those of scorn and derision,

could we have regarded such a waste of labor ? But the sight,

nay, the verymention of these wonderful monuments, is associ-

ated with the dark and sublime ideas which vary their tinge

according to the favorite hue of our studies. The Christian

divine recollects the land of banishment and of refuge ; to the

eyes of the historian's fancy, they excite the shades of Pha-

raohs and of Ptolemies, of Cheops and Merops, and Sesostris

drawn in triumph by his sceptred slaves ; the philosopher be-

holds the first rays of moral truth as they dawned on the hiero-

glyphic sculptures of Thebes and Memphis ; and the poet sees

the fires of magic blazing upon the mystic altars of a land of

incantation. Nor is the grandeur of size essential to such feel-

ings, any more than the properties of grace and utility. Even

the rudest remnant of a feudal tower, even the obscure and al-

most indistinguishable vestige of an altogether unknown edifice,

has power to awaken such trains of fancy. We have a feUow

interest with the ' son of the winged days,' over whose fallen

habitation we tread :—
' The massy stones, though hewn most roughly, show

The hand of man had once at least been there.'— Wordsworth.

" Similar combinations give a great part of the delight we

receive from ancient poetry. In the rude song of the Scald,

we regard less the strained imagery and extravagance of epi-

thet, than the wild impressions which it conveys of the daunt-
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less resolution, savage superstition, rude festivity, and ceaseless

depredation of the ancient Scandinavians. In the metrical ro-

mance, we pardon the long, tedious, and bald enumeration of

trifling particulars ; the reiterated sameness of the eternal com-

bats between knights and giants ; the overpowering languor of

the love speeches, and the merciless length and similarity of

description— when Fancy whispers to us that such strains

may have cheered the sleepless pillow of the Black Prince on

the memorable eves of Cressy or Poictiers. There is a certain

romance of Ferumbras, which Robert the Bruce read to his few

followers, to divert their thoughts from the desperate circum-

stances in which they were placed, after an unsuccessful at-

tempt to rise against the English. Is there a true Scotsman

who, being aware of this anecdote, would be disposed to yawn
over the romance of Ferumbras ? Or, on the contrary, would

not the image of the dauntless hero, inflexible in defeat, be-

guiling the anxiety of his war-worn attendants by the lays of

the minstrel, give to these rude lays themselves an interest be-

yond Greek and Roman fame ?
"

The year 1812 had the usual share of minor literary

labors— such as contributions to the journals; and be-

fore it closed, the Romance of Eokeby was finished.

Though it had been long in hand, the MS. sent to the

printer bears abundant evidence of its being the prima
cura : three cantos at least reached Ballantyne through

the Melrose post— written on paper of various sorts and

sizes— full of blots and interlineations— the closing

couplets of a despatch now and then encircling the page,

and mutilated by the breaking of the seal.

According to the recollection of Mr. Cadell, though

James Ballantyne read the poem, as the sheets were ad-

vancing through the press, to his usual circle of literary

dilettanti, their whispers were far from exciting in Edin-
burgh such an intensity of expectation as had been wit-

nessed in the case of The Lady of the Lake. He adds,

however, that it was looked for with undiminished anxiety

in the south. "Send me RoTceby" Byron writes to Mur-
ray on seeing it advertised, — "Who the devil is he?
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No matter— he has good connections, and will be well

introduced."^ Such, I suppose, was the general feeling

in London, I well remember, being in those days a
young student at Oxford, how the booksellers' shops there

were beleaguered for the earliest copies, and how he that

had been so fortunate as to secure one was followed to his

chambers by a tribe of friends, all as eager to hear it read
as ever horse-jockeys were to see the conclusion of a match
at Newmarket ; and indeed not a few of those enthusiastic

academics had bets depending on the issue of the struggle,

which they considered the elder favorite as making, to

keep his own ground against the fiery rivalry of Childe

Harold.

The poem was published a day or two before Scott

returned to Edinburgh from Abbotsford, between which

place and Mertoun he had divided his Christmas vaca-

tion. On the 9th and 10th of January, 1813, he thus

addresses his friends at Sunning Hill and Hampstead :
—

TO GEORGE ELLIS, ESQ.

Mt deab Ellis, — I am sure you will place it to any-

thing rather than want of kindness that I have been so

long silent— so very long, indeed, that I am not quite

sure whether the fault is on my side or yours— but, be it

what it may, it can never, I am sure, be laid to forget-

fulness in either. This comes to train you on to the

merciful reception of a Tale of the Civil Wars ; not po-

litical, however, but merely a pseudo-romance of pseudo-

chivalry. I have converted a lusty buccaneer into a

hero with some effect ; but the worst of all my undertak-

ings is, that my rogue always, in despite of me, turns out

my hero. I know not how this should be. I am myself,

as Hamlet says, "indifferent honest;" and my father,

though an attorney (as you will call him), was one of the

most honest men, as well as gentlemanlike, that ever

breathed. I am sure I can bear witness to that— for if

J Byron's Life and Works, vol. ii. p. 169.
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he had at all smacked, or grown to, like the son of Lance-

lot Gobbo, he might have left us aU as rich as Croesus,

besides having the pleasure of taking a fine primrose path

himself, instead of squeezing himself through a tight gate

and up a steep ascent, and leaving us the decent compe-

tence of an honest man's children. As to our more

ancient pedigree, I should be loath to vouch for them.

My grandfather was a horse-jockey and cattle-dealer, and

made a fortune; my great-grandfather a Jacobite and

traitor (as the times called him), and lost one; and after

him intervened one or two half-starved lairds, who rode

a lean horse, and were followed by leaner greyhounds;

gathered with difficulty a hundred pounds from a hundred

tenants ; fought duels ; cocked their hats, — and called

themselves gentlemen. Then we come to the old Border

times, cattle-driving, halters, and so forth, for which, in

the matter of honesty, very little I suppose can be said—
at least in modern acceptation of the word. Upon the

whole, I am inclined to think it is owing to the earlier

part of this inauspicious generation that I uniformly find

myself in the same scrape in my fables, and that, in spite

of the most obstinate determination to the contrary, the

greatest rogue in my canvas always stands out as the

most conspicuous and prominent figure. All this will be

a riddle to you, unless you have received a certain packet,

which the Ballantynes were to have sent under Freeling's

or Croker's cover, so soon as they could get a copy done
up.

And now let me gratulate you upon the renovated

vigor of your fine old friends the Eussians. By the Lord,

sir! it is most famous, this campaign of theirs. I was
not one of the very sanguine persons who anticipated the

actual capture of Buonaparte— a hope which rather pro-

ceeded from the ignorance of those who cannot conceive

that military movements, upon a large scale, admit of

such a force being accumulated upon any particular point

as may, by abandonment of other considerations, always
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insure the escape of an individual. But I had no hope,

in my time, of seeing the dry bones of the Continent so

warm with life again, as this revivification of the Rus-

sians proves them to be. I look anxiously for the effect

of these great events on Prussia, and even upon Saxony

;

for I think Boney will hardly trust himself again in

Germany, now that he has been plainly shown, both in

Spain and Russia, that protracted, stubborn, unaccommo-
dating resistance will foil those grand exertions in the

long run. All laud be to Lord Wellington, who first

taught that great lesson.

Charlotte is with me just now at this little scrub habi-

tation, where we weary ourselves all day in looking at our

projected improvements, and then slumber over the fire,

I pretending to read, and she to work trout-nets, or cab-

bage-nets, or some such article. What is Canning about ?

Is there any chance of our getting him in? Surely Min-

isters cannot hope to do without him. Believe me, dear

Ellis, ever truly yours, W- Scott.

Abbotsfoed, 9th January, 1813.

TO MISS JOANNA BAILLIE.

Abbotsfokd, January 10, 1813.

Your kind encouragement, my dear friend, has given

me spirits to complete the lumbering quarto, which I hope

has reached you by this time. I have gone on with my

story forth right, without troubling myself excessively

about the development of the plot and other critical

matters—
" But shall we go mourn for that, my dear ?

The pale moon shines hy night

;

And when we wander here and there,

We then do go most right."

I hope you will like Bertram to the end; he is a Cara-

vaggio sketch, which, I may acknowledge to you— but

tell it not in Gath— I rather pique myself upon ; and he

is within the keeping of Nature, though critics will say to
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the contrary. It may be difficult to ifancy that any one

should take a sort of pleasure in bringing out such a char-

acter, but I suppose it is partly owing to bad reading, and

ill-directed reading, when I was young. No sooner had I

corrected the last sheet of Kokeby, than I escaped to this

Patmos as blithe as bird on tree, and have been ever

since most decidedly idle— that is to say, with busy idle-

ness. I have been banking, and securing, and diking

against the river, and planting willows, and aspens, and

weeping-birches, around my new old well, which I think

I told you I had constructed last summer. I have now
laid the foundations of a famous background of copse,

with pendent trees in front; and I have only to beg a few

years to see how my colors will come out of the canvas.

Alas, who can promise that? But somebody will take

my place— and enjoy them, whether I do or no. My old

friend and pastor. Principal Eobertson (the historian),

when he was not expected to survive many weeks, still

watched the setting of the blossom upon some fruit-trees

in the garden with as much interest as if it was possible

he could have seen the fruit come to maturity, and moral-

ized on his own conduct, by observing that we act upon
the same inconsistent motive throughout life. It is well

we do so for those that are to come after us. I could

almost dislike the man who refuses to plant walnut-trees,

because they do not bear fruit till the second generation

;

and so— many thanks to our ancestors, and much joy to

our successors, and truce to my fine and very new strain

of morality. Yours ever, W. S.

The following letter lets us completely behind the

scenes at the publication of Rokeby. The "horrid story
"

it alludes to was that of a young woman found murdered
on New Year's Day in the highway between Greta Bridge
and Barnard Castle— a crime, the perpetrator of which
was never discovered. The account of a parallel atrocity

in Galloway, and the mode of its detection, will show the
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reader from what source Scott drew one of the most strik-

ing incidents in his Guy Mannering :—
TO J. B. S. MORRITT, ESQ., ROKEBY FARE.

Edimbukoh, 12th January, 1813.

Dear Moeeitt, — Yours I have just received in mine
office at the Register-House, which will excuse this queer

sheet of paper. The publication of Rokeby was delayed

till Monday, to give the London publishers a fair start.

My copies, that is, my friends', were all to be got ofE

about Friday or Saturday; but yours may have been a

little later, as it was to be what they call a picked one.

I will call at Ballantyne's as I return from this place,

and close the letter with such news as I can get about it

there. The book has gone off here very bobbishly, for

the impression of 3000 and upwards is within two or three

score of being exhausted, and the demand for these con-

tinuing faster than they can be boarded. I am heartily

glad of this, for now I have nothing to fear but a bank-

ruptcy in the Gazette of Parnassus ; but the loss of five

or six thousand pounds to my good friends and school-

companions would have afflicted me very much. I wish

we could whistle you here to-day. Ballantyne always

gives a christening dinner, at which the Duke of Buc-

cleuoh, and a great many of my friends, are formally

feasted. He has always the best singing that can be

heard in Edinburgh, and we have usually a very pleasant

party, at which your health as patron and proprietor of

Eokeby will be faithfully and honorably remembered.

Your horrid story reminds me of one in Galloway,

where the perpetrator of a similar enormity on a poor

idiot girl was discovered by means of the print of his

foot which he left upon the clay floor of the cottage in

the death struggle. It pleased Heaven (for nothing short

of a miracle could have done it) to enlighten the under-

standing of an old ram-headed sheriff, who was usually

nicknamed Leather-head. The steps which he took to
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discover the murderer were most sagacious. As the poor

girl was pregnant (for it was not a case of violation), it

was pretty clear that her paramour had done the deed,

and equally so that he must be a native of the district.

The sheriff caused the minister to advertise from the pul-

pit that the girl would be buried on a particular day, and

that all persons in the neighborhood were invited to

attend the funeral, to show their detestation of such an

enormous crime, as well as to evince their own innocence.

This was sure to bring the murderer to the funeral.

When the people were assembled in the kirk, the doors

were locked by the sheriff's order, and the shoes of all the

men were examined; that of the murderer was detected

by the measure of the foot, tread, etc., and a peculiarity

in the mode in which the sole of one of them had been

patched. The remainder of the curious chain of evidence

upon which he was convicted will suit best with twilight,

or a blinking candle, being too long for a letter. The
fellow bore a most excellent character, and had committed

this crime for no other reason that could be alleged, than

that, having been led accidentally into an intrigue with

this poor wretch, his pride revolted at the ridicule which

was likely to attend the discovery.

On calling at BaUantyne's, I find, as I had anticipated,

that your copy, being of royal size, requires some partic-

ular nicety in hot-pressing. It will be sent by the Car-

lisle mail quam primum. — Ever yours,

Walter Scott.

P. S. — Love to Mrs. Morritt. John Ballantyne says

he has just about eighty copies left, out of 3250, this be-

ing the second day of publication, and the book a two-

guinea one.

It will surprise no one to hear that Mr. Morritt assured

his friend he considered Eokeby as the best of all his

poems. The admirable, perhaps the unique fidelity of

the local descriptions, might alone have swayed, for I
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will not say it perverted, the judgment of the lord of that

beautiful and thenceforth classical domain ; and, indeed,

I must admit that I never understood or appreciated half

the charm of this poem until I had become familiar with

its scenery. But Scott himself had not designed to rest

his strength on these descriptions. He said to James
Ballantyne while the work was in progress (September 2),
" I hope the thing will do, chiefly because the world will

not expect from me a poem of which the interest turns

upon character

;

" and in another letter (October 28,

1812), "I think you will see the same sort of difference

taken in all my former poems, — of which I would say,

if it is fair for me to say anything, that the force in the

Lay is thrown on style— in Marmion, on description—
and in The Lady of the Lake, on incident."^ I suspect

some of these distinctions may have been matters of after-

thought; but as to Kokeby, there can be no mistake.

His own original conceptions of some of its principal

characters have been explained in letters already cited;

and I believe no one who compares the poem with his

novels will doubt that, had he undertaken their portrai-

ture in prose, they would have come forth with effect

hardly inferior to any of all the groups he ever created.

As it is, I question whether even in his prose there is

anything more exquisitely wrought out, as well as fancied,

than the whole contrast of the two rivals for the love of

the heroine in Eokeby ; and that heroine herself, too, has

a very particular interest attached to her. Writing to

Miss Edgeworth five years after this time (10th May,

1818), he says, "I have not read one of my poems since

they were printed, excepting last year The Lady of the

Lake, which I liked better than I expected, but not well

1 Several letters to Ballantyne on the same subject are quoted in the

notes to the last edition of Mokeby. See Scott's Poetical Works, 1834, vol.

ix. pp. 1-3 ; and especially the note on p. 300, from which it appears that

the closing stanza was added, in deference to Ballantyne and Erskine,

though the author retained his own opinion that " it spoiled one effect

without producing another."
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enough to induce me to go through the rest— so I may

truly say with Macbeth—
' I am afraid to think what I have done—
Look on 't again I dare not.'

"This much of Matilda I recollect— (for that is not

so easily forgotten)— that she was attempted for the

existing person of a lady who is now no more, so that I

am particularly flattered with your distinguishing it from

the others, which are in general mere shadows."^ I can

have no doubt that the lady he here alludes to was the

object of his own unfortunate first love; and as little,

that in the romantic generosity, both of the youthful poet

who fails to win her higher favor, and of his chivalrous

competitor, we have before us something more than "a
mere shadow."

In spite of these graceful characters, the inimitable

scenery on which they are presented, and the splendid

vivacity and thrilling interest of several chapters in the

story— such as the opening interview of Bertram and

Wycliffe— the flight up the cliff on the Greta— the first

entrance of the cave at Brignall— the firing of Rokeby
Castle— and the catastrophe in Eglistone Abbey;— in

spite certainly of exquisitely happy lines profusely scat-

tered throughout the whole composition, and of some

detached images— that of the setting of the tropical sun,^

for example— which were never surpassed by any poet

;

1 [See Familiar Letters, vol. ii. p. 16.]

^ " My noontide, India may declare

;

Like her fierce sun, I fired the air \

Like him, to wood and cave bid fly

Her natives, from mine angry eye.

And now, my race of terror run.

Mine be the eve of tropic sun 1

No pale gradations quench his ray.

No twilight dews his wrath allay

;

With disk like battle-target red.

He rushes to his burning bed.

Dyes the wide wave with bloody light,

Then sinks at once— and aU is night." — Catdo vL 21.
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in spite of all these merits, the immediate success of
Eokeby was greatly inferior to that of The Lady of the
Lake; nor has it ever since been so much a favorite with
the public at large as any other of his poetical romances.
He ascribes this failure, in his Introduction of 1830,
partly to the radically unpoetical character of the Eound-
heads ; but surely their character has its poetical side also,

had his prejudices allowed him to enter upon its study
with impartial sympathy; and I doubt not, Mr. Morritt
suggested the difficulty on this score, when the outline of

the story was as yet undetermined, from consideration

rather of the poet's peculiar feelings, and powers as hith-

erto exhibited, than of the subject absolutely. Partly he
blames the satiety of the public ear, which had had so

much of his rhythm, not only from himself, but from
dozens of mocking-birds, male and female, all more or

less applauded in their day, and now all equally forgotten.^

This circumstance, too, had probably no slender effect

;

the more that, in defiance of all the hints of his friends,

he now, in his narrative, repeated (with more negligence)

the uniform octosyllabic couplets of The Lady of the Lake,

instead of recurring to the more varied cadence of the Lay
or Marmion. It is fair to add that, among the London
circles at least, some sarcastic flings in Mr. Moore's

Twopenny Post Bag must have had an unfavorable influ-

ence on this occasion.^ But the cause of failure which

' " Scott foaud peculiar favor and imitation among the fair sex. There

•was Miss Holford, and Miss Mitford, and Miss Francis ; but, with the

greatest respect be it spoken, none of his imitators did much honor to the

original except Hogg, the Ettrick Shepherd, until the appearance of The

Bridal of Triermain and Harold the Dauntless, which, in the opinion of

some, equalled if not surpassed him ; and, lo I after three or four years,

they turned out to be the master's own compositions."— Byron, vol. xv.

p. 96.

^ See, for instance, the Epistle of Lady Corke— or that of Messrs.

Lackington, booksellers, to one of their dandy authors,—
" Should you feel any touch otpoetical glow.

We 've a scheme to suggest— Mr. Scott, you must know
(Who, we 're sorry to say it, now works for the Bow),

Having quitted the Borders to seek new renown,
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the poet himself places last was unquestionably the main

one. The deeper and darker passion of Childe Harold,

the audacity of its morbid voluptuousness, and the melan-

choly majesty of the numbers in which it defied the world,

had taken the general imagination by storm ; and Eokeby,

with many beauties and some sublimities, was pitched, as

a whole, on a key which seemed tame in the comparison.

I have already adverted to the fact that Scott felt it a

relief, not a fatigue, to compose The Bridal of Triermain

pari passu with Eokeby. In answer, for example, to

one of James Ballantyne's letters, urging accelerated

speed with the weightier romance, he says, "I fully share

in your anxiety to get forward the grand work; but, I

assure you, I feel the more confidence from coquetting

with the guerilla."

The quarto of Eokeby was followed, within two months,

by the small volume which had been designed for a twin

birth; — the MS. had been transcribed by one of the Bal-

lantynes themselves, in order to guard against any indis-

cretion of the press-people; and the mystification, aided

and abetted by Erskine, in no small degree heightened

the interest of its reception. Except Mr. Morritt, Scott

had, so far as I am aware, no English confidant upon this

occasion. Whether any of his daily companions in the

Parliament House were in the secret, I have never heard;

but I can scarcely believe that any of those intimate

friends, who had known him and Erskine from their

youth upwards, could have for a moment believed the

latter capable either of the invention or the execution of

this airy and fascinating romance in little. Mr. Jeffrey,

for whom chiefly "the trap had been set," was far too

Is coming by long Quarto Btages to town,
And beginning with Bokeby (the job 's sure to pay),

Means to do all the gentlemen's seats on the way.
Now the scheme is, though none of our hackneys can beat him,
To start a new Poet through Highgate to meet him

;

Who by means of quick proofs— no reyisea— long coaches —
May do a few Villas before Scott approaches

;

Indeed if our Pegasus be not curst shabby,
He '11 reach, without foundering, at least Wobum-A-bbey," etc., etc.
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sagacious to be caught in it; but, as it happened, he made
a voyage that year to America, and thus lost the oppor-
tunity of immediately expressing his opinion either of

Eokeby or of The Bridal of Triermain. The writer in

the Quarterly Keview (July, 1813) seems to have been
completely deceived.

" We have ah-eady spoken of it," says the critic, " as an imi-

tation of Mr. Scott's style of composition ; and if we are com-
pelled to make the general approbation more precise and spe-

cific, we should say, that if it be inferior in vigor to some of

his productions, it equals or surpasses them in elegance and
beauty ; that it is more uniformly tender, and far less infected

with the unnatural prodigies and coarseness of the earlier ro-

mances. In estimating its merits, however, we should forget

that it is offered as an imitation. The diction undoubtedly re-

minds us of a rhythm and cadence we have heard before ; but

the sentiments, descriptions, and characters, have quaUties that

are native and unborrowed."

If this writer was, as I suppose, Ellis, he probably

considered it as a thing impossible that Scott should have

engaged in such a scheme without giving him a hint of it;

but to have admitted into the secret any one who was
likely to criticise the piece, would have been to sacrifice

the very object of the device. Erskine's own suggestion,

that "perhaps a quizzical review might be got up," led,

I believe, to nothing more important than a paragraph

in one of the Edinburgh newspapers. He may be par-

doned for having been not a little flattered to find it gen-

erally considered as not impossible that he should have

written such a poem ; and I have heard James Ballantyne

say that nothing could be more amusing than the style of

his coquetting on the subject while it was yet fresh;

but when this first excitement was over, his natural feel-

ing of what was due to himself, as well as to his friend,

dictated many a remonstrance ; and, though he ultimately

acquiesced in permitting another minor romance to be put
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forth in the same manner, he did so reluctantly, and was

far from acting his part so well.

Scott says, in the Introduction to The Lord of the Isles,

"As Mr. Erskine was more than suspected of a taste for

poetry, and as I took care, in several places, to mix some-

thing that might resemble (as far as was in my power) my
friend's feeling and manner, the train easily caught, and

two large editions were sold." Among the passages to

which he here alludes are no doubt those in which the

character of the minstrel Arthur is shaded with the color-

ings of an almost effeminate gentleness. Yet, in the

midst of them, the "mighty minstrel " himself, from time

to time, escapes; as, for instance, where the lover bids

Lucy, in that exquisite picture of crossing a mountain

stream, trust to his "stalwart arm"—
" Which could yon oak's prone trunk uprear."

Nor can I pass the compliment to Scott's own fair patron-

ess, where Lucy's admirer is. made to confess, with some

momentary lapse of gallantry, that he

" Ne'er won— test meed to minstrel true —
One favoring smile from fair Buccleuch ;

"

nor the burst of genuine Borderism, —
" Bewcastle now must keep the hold,

Speir-Adara's steeds must hide in stall,

Of Hartley-hum the bowmen hold

Must only shoot from battled wall

;

And Liddesdale may buckle spur,

And Teviot now may belt the brand,

Tarras and Ewes keep nightly stir.

And Eskdale foray Cumberland."

But, above all, the choice of the scenery, both of the In-

troductions and of the story itself, reveals the early and

treasured predilections of the poet. For who that remem-
bers the circumstances of his first visit to the vale of St.

John, but must see throughout the impress of his own
real romance? I own I am not without a suspicion that,

in one passage, which always seemed to me a blot upon
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the composition— that in which Arthur derides the mili-

tary coxcombries of his rival—
** Who comes in foreign trashery

Of tinkling chain and spnr,

A -walking haherdashery

Of feathers, lace, and fur ;

In Eowley's antiquated phrase,

Horse-milliner of modern days "—

there is a sly reference to the incidents of a certain ball,

of August, 1797, at the Gilsland Spa.^

Among the more prominent Erskihisms, are the eulo-

gistic mention of Glasgow, the scene of Erskine's educa-

tion; and the lines on Collins— a supplement to whose

Ode on the Highland Superstitions is, as far as I know,

the only specimen that ever was published of Erskine's

verse. ^

As a whole. The Bridal of Triermain appears to me as

characteristic of Scott as any of his larger poems. His

genius pervades and animates it beneath a thin and play-

ful veil, which perhaps adds as much of grace as it takes

away of splendor. As Wordsworth says of the eclipse on

the lake of Lugano—
" 'T is sunlight sheathed and gently charmed ;

"

and I think there is at once a lightness and a polish of

versification beyond what he has elsewhere attained. If

it be a miniature, it is such a one as a Cooper might have

hung fearlessly beside the masterpieces of Vandyke.

The Introductions contain some of the most exquisite

passages he ever produced ; but their general effect has

always struck me as unfortunate. No art can reconcile

us to contemptuous satire of the merest frivolities of

modern life— some of them already, in twenty years,

grown obsolete— interlaid between such bright visions of

the old world of romance, when

1 See ante, vol. i. p. 246.

^ It is included in the Border Minstrelsy, yol. i. p. 270.
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" Strength was gigantic, valor high,

And wisdom soared beyond the sky,

And beauty had such matchless beam
As lights not now a lover's dream."

The fall is grievous, from the hoary minstrel of Newark,

and his feverish tears on Killiecrankie, to a pathetic

swain, who can stoop to denounce as objects of his jeal-

ousy

—

" The landaulet and four blood bays—
The Hessian boot and pantaloon."

Before Triermain came out, Scott had taken wing for

Abbotsford; and indeed he seems to have so contrived it

in his earlier period, that he should not be in Edinburgh

when any unavowed work of his was published ; whereas,

from the first, in the case of books that bore his name on

the title-page, he walked as usual to the Parliament

House, and bore all the buzz and tattle of friends and

acquaintance with an air of good-humored equanimity, or

rather total apparent indifference. The following letter,

which contains some curious matter of more kinds than

one, was written partly in town and partly in the coun-

try:—

TO MISS JOAirtTA BAILLIE, HAMPSTEAD.

Edikbuiigh, March 13, 1813.

My dearest Eriend, — The pinasters have arrived

safe, and I can hardly regret, while I am so much flattered

by, the trouble you have had in collecting them. I have

got some wild larch-trees from Loch Katrine, and both

are to be planted next week, when, God willing, I shall

be at Abbotsford to superintend the operation. I have
got a little corner of ground laid out for a nursery, where
I shall rear them carefully till they are old enough to be
set forth to push their fortune on the banks of Tweed. —
What I shall finally make of this villa-work I don't know,
but in the mean time it is very entertaining. I shall have
to resist very flattering invitations this season ; for I have
received hints,-from more quarters than one, that my bow
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would be acceptable at Carlton House in case I should be
in London, which is very flattering, especially as there

were some prejudices to be got over in that quarter. I

should be in some danger of giving new offence, too ; for,

although I utterly disapprove of the present rash and ill-

advised course of the princess, yet, as she always was most
kind and civil to me, I certainly could not, as a gentle-

man, decline obeying any commands she might give me
to wait upon her, especially in her present adversity. So,

though I do not affect to say I should be sorry to take an
opportunity of peeping at the splendors of royalty, pru-

dence and economy will keep me quietly at home till an-

other day. My great amusement here this some time

past has been going almost nightly to see John Kemble,
who certainly is a great artist. It is a pity he shows too

much of his machinery. I wish he could be double-

capped, as they say of watches ;— but the fault of too

much study certainly does not belong to many of his

tribe. He is, I think, very great in those parts especially

where character is tinged by some acquired and system-

atic habits, like those of the Stoic philosophy in Cato and

Brutus, or of misanthropy in Penruddock; but sudden

turns and natural bursts of passion are not his forte. I

saw him play Sir Giles Overreach (the Richard III. of

middling life) last night ; but he came not within a hun-

dred miles of Cooke, whose terrible visage, and short,

abrupt, and savage utterance, gave a reality almost to that

extraordinary scene in which he boasts of his own success-

ful villainy to a nobleman of worth and honor, of whose

alliance he is ambitious. Cooke contrived somehow to

impress upon the audience the idea of such a monster of

enormity as had learned to pique himself even upon his

own atrocious character. But Kemble was too handsome,

too plausible, and too smooth, to admit its being probable

that he should be blind to the unfavorable impression

which these extraordinary vaunts are likely to make on

the person whom he is so anxious to conciliate.
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Abbotsfobd, 2l8t March.

This letter, begun in Edinburgh, is to take wing from

Abbotsford. John Winnos (now John Winnos is the

sub-oracle of Abbotsford, the principal being Tom Pur-

die)— John Winnos pronounces that the pinaster seed

ought to be raised at first on a hot-bed, and thence trans-

planted to a nursery; so to a hot-bed they have been

carefully consigned, the upper oracle not objecting, in

respect his talent lies in catching a salmon, or finding a

hare sitting— on which occasions (being a very complete

Scrub) he solemnly exchanges his working jacket for an

old green one of mine, and takes the air of one of Kobin

Hood's followers. His more serious employments are

ploughing, harrowing, and overseeing all my premises;

being a complete Jack-of-all-trades, from the carpenter to

the shepherd, nothing comes strange to him; and being

extremely honest, and somewhat of a humorist, he is quite

my right hand. I cannot help singing his praises at this

moment, because I have so many odd and out-of-the-way

things to do, that I believe the conscience of many of our

jog-trot countrymen would revolt at being made my in-

strument in sacrificing good corn-land to the visions of

Mr. Price's theory. Mr. Pinkerton, the historian, has a
play coming out at Edinburgh; it is by no means bad
poetry, yet I think it will not be popular; the people

come and go, and speak very notable things in good
blank verse, but there is no very strong interest excited

;

the plot also is disagreeable, and liable to the objections

(though in a less degree) which have been urged against

the Mysterious Mother ; it is to be acted on Wednesday

;

I wiU let you know its fate. P., with whom I am in good
habits, showed the MS., but I referred him, with such
praise as I could conscientiously bestow, to the players
and the public. I don't know why one should take the
task of damning a man's play out of the hands of the
proper tribunal. Adieu, my dear friend. I have scarce
room for love to Miss, Mrs., and Dr. B.

W. Scott.
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To this I add a letter to Lady Louisa Stuart, who had
sent him a copy of these lines, found by Lady Douglas
on the back of a tattered bank-note :—

" Farewell, my note, and whereaoe'er ye wend.
Shun gaudy scenes, and be the poor man's friend.

You 've left a poor one
; go to one as poor.

And driye despair and hunger from his door."

It appears that these noble friends had adopted, or

feigned to adopt, the belief that The Bridal of Triermain

was a production of Mr. K. P. Gillies— who had about

this time published an imitation of Lord Byron's Eo-
maunt, under the title of Childe Alarique.

TO THE LADY LOUISA STUABT, BOTHWELL CASTLE.

Aebotsfokd, 28th April, 1813.

Dear Lady Louisa,— Nothing can give me more

pleasure than to hear from you, because it is both a most

acceptable favor to me, and also a sign that your own
spirits are recovering their tone. Ladies are, I think,

very fortunate in having a resource in work at a time

when the mind rejects intellectual amusement. Men have

no resource but striding up and down the room, like a

bird that beats itself to pieces against the bars of its

cage ; whereas needle-work is a sort of sedative, too me-

chanical to worry the mind by distracting it from the

points on which its musings turn, yet gradually assisting

it in regaining steadiness and composure; for so curiously

are our bodies and minds linked together, that the regular

and constant employment of the former on any process,

however dull and uniform, has the effect of tranquillizing,

where it cannot disarm, the feelings of the other. I am
very much pleased with the lines on the guinea note, and

if Lady Douglas does not object, I would willingly men-

tion the circumstance in the Edinburgh Annual Eegister.

I think it will give the author great delight to know that

his lines had attracted attention, and had sent the paper

on which they were recorded, "heaven-directed, to the
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poor." Of course I would mention no names. There

was, as your Ladyship may remember, some years since,

a most audacious and determined murder committed on a

porter belonging to the British Linen Company's Bank
at Leith, who was stabbed to the heart in broad daylight,

and robbed of a large sum in notes. ^ If ever this crime

comes to light, it will be through the circumstance of an

idle young fellow having written part of a playhouse song

on one of the notes, which, however, has as yet never

appeared in circulation.

I am very glad you like Kokeby, which is nearly out

of fashion and memory with me. It has been wonderfully

popular, about ten thousand copies having walked off

already, in about three months, and the demand continu-

ing faster than it can be supplied. As to my imitator,

the Knight of Triermain, I will endeavor to convey to

Mr. GiUies (puisque Gillies il esf) your Ladyship's very

just strictures on the Introduction to the second Cauto.

But if he takes the opinion of a hacked old author like

myself, he wiU content himself with avoiding such bevues

in future, without attempting to mend those which are

already made. There is an ominous old proverb which

says. Confess and he hanged; and truly if an author

acknowledges his own blunders, I do not know who he

can expect to stand by him; whereas, let him confess

nothing, and he will always find some injudicious admirers

to vindicate even his faults. So that I think after publi-

cation the effect of criticism should be prospective, in

which point of view I dare say Mr. G. will take your

friendly hint, especially as it is confirmed by that of the

best judges who have read the poem. — Here is beautiful

weather for April ! an absolute snow-storm mortifying me
to the core by retarding the growth of all my young trees

and shrubs. — Charlotte begs to be most respectfully

^ This murder, perpetrated in Novemlier, 1806, remains a mystery in

1836. The porter's name was Begbie. [See Familiar Letters, vol. i.

p. 63.]
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remembered to your Ladyship and Lady D. We are

realizing the nursery tale of the man and his wife who
lived in a vinegar bottle, for our only sitting-room is just

twelve feet square, and my Eve alleges that I am too big

for our paradise. To make amends, I have created a

tolerable garden, occupying about an English acre, which

I begin to be very fond of. When one passes forty, an

addition to the quiet occupations of life becomes of real

value, for I do not hunt and fish with quite the relish I

did ten years ago. Adieu, my dear Lady Louisa, and
all good attend you.

Walter Scott.
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— SCOTT'S MEETING WITH THE MARQUIS OF ABER-

CORN AT LONGTOWN. — HIS APPLICATION TO THE
DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. — OFFER OP THE POET-LAU-

EEATESHIP, — CONSIDERED, — AND DECLINED. — AD-
DRESS OF THE CITY OF EDINBURGH TO THE PEINCE

REGENT. — ITS RECEPTION. — CIVIC HONORS CON-
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SOUTHEY, MR. RICHARDSON, MR. CRABBE, MISS

BAILLIE, AND LORD BYRON

1813

About a month after the publication of The Bridal of

Trlermain, the affairs of the Messrs. Ballantjme, which

had never apparently been in good order since the estab-

lishment of the bookselling firm, became so embaTrassed

as to call for Scott's most anxious efforts to disentangle

them. Indeed, it is clear that there had existed some very

serious perplexity in the course of the preceding autumn;
for Scott writes to John Ballantyne, while Eokeby was
in progi-ess (August 11, 1812), — "I have a letter from
James, very anxious about your health and state of spirits.

If you suffer the present inconveniences to depress you
too much, you are wrong; and if you conceal any part of
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them, are very unjust to us all. I am always ready to

make any sacrifices to do justice to engagements, and
would rather sell anything, or everything, than be less

than true men to the world."

I have already, perhaps, said enough to account for

the general want of success in this publishing adventure

;

but Mr. James Ballantyne sums up the case so briefly

in his deathbed paper, that I may here quote his words.

"My brother," he says, "though an active and pushing,

was not a cautious bookseller, and the large sums received

never formed an addition to stock. In fact, they were

all expended by the partners, who, being then young and

sanguine men, not unwillingly adopted my brother's hasty

results. By May, 1813, in a word, the absolute throwing

away of our own most valuable publications, and the rash

adoption of some injudicious speculations of Mr. Scott,

had introduced such losses and embarrassments, that after

a very careful consideration, Mr. Scott determined to

dissolve the concern." He adds: "This became a mat-

ter of less difficulty, because time had in a great measure

worn away the differences between Mr. Scott and Mr.

Constable, and Mr. Hunter was now out of Constable's

concern.^ A peace, therefore, was speedily made up, and

the old habits of intercourse were restored."

How reluctantly Scott had made up his mind to open

such a negotiation with Constable, as involved a complete

exposure of the mismanagement of John Ballantyne's

business as a publisher, will appear from a letter dated

about the Christmas of 1812, in which he says to James,

who had proposed asking Constable to take a share both

in Eokeby and in the Annual Eegister, "You must be

aware, that In stating the objections which occur to me

to taking in Constable, I think they ought to give way

either to absolute necessity or to very strong grounds of

advantage. But I am persuaded nothing ultimately good

can be expected from any connection with that house,

1 Mr. Hunter died in March, 1812.
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unless for those who have a mind to be hewers of wood

and drawers of water. We will talk the matter coolly-

over, and, in the mean while, perhaps you could see W.
Erskine, and learn what impression this odd union is

like to make among your friends. Erskine is sound-

headed, and quite to be trusted with your whole story.

I must own I can hardly think the purchase of the Eegis-

ter is equal to the loss of credit and character which your

surrender will be conceived to infer." At the time when

he wrote this, Scott no doubt anticipated that Eokeby

would have success not less decisive than The Lady of the

Lake; but in this expectation— though 10,000 copies in

three months would have seemed to any other author a

triumphant sale— he had been disappointed. And mean-

while the difficulties of the firm, accumulating from week

to week, had reached, by the middle of May, a point

which rendered it absolutely necessary for him to conquer

all his scruples.

Mr. Cadell, then Constable's partner, says in his

Memoranda, — "Prior to this time the reputation of

John Ballantyne and Co. had been decidedly on the de-

cline. It was notorious in the trade that their general

speculations had been unsuccessful; they were known to

be grievously in want of money. These rumors were

realized to the full by an application which Messrs. B.

made to Mr. Constable in May, 1813, for pecuniary aid,

accompanied by an offer of some of the books they had

published since 1809, as a purchase, along with various

shares in Mr. Scott's own poems. Their difficulties were

admitted, and the negotiation was pressed urgently; so

much so, that a pledge was given, that if the terms asked

were acceded to, John Ballantyne and Co. would endeavor

to wind up their concerns, and cease as soon as possible

to be publishers." Mr. Cadell adds: "I need hardly

remind you that this was a period of very great general

difficulty in the money market. It was the crisis of the

war. The public expenditure had reached an enormous
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height; and even the most prosperous mercantile houses

were often pinched to sustain their credit. It may easily,

therefore, be supposed that the Messrs. Ballantyne had

during many months besieged every banker's door in

Edinburgh, and that their agents had done the like in

London."
The most important of the requests which the laboring

house made to Constable was that he should forthwith

take entirely to himself the stock, copyright, and future

management of the Edinburgh Annual Register. Upon
examining the state of this book, however. Constable

found that the loss on it had never been less than £1000
per annum, and he therefore declined that matter for the

present. He promised, however, to consider seriously

the means he might have of ultimately relieving them

from the pressure of |the Register, and, in the mean time,

offered to take 300 s6ts of the stock on hand. The other

purchases he finally made on the 18th of May were con-

siderable portions of Weber's unhappy Beaumont and

Fletcher— of an edition of De Foe's novels in twelve

volumes— of a collection entitled Tales of the East in

three large volumes, 8vo, double-columned— and of an-

other in one volume, called Popular Tales— about 800

copies of The Vision of Don Roderick— and a fourth of

the remaining copyright of Rokeby, price £700. The

immediate accommodation thus received amounted to

£2000; and Scott, who had personally conducted the

latter part of the negotiation, writes thus to his junior

partner, who had gone a week or two earlier to London

in quest of some similar assistance there :
—

TO ME. JOHN BAI/LAITTYNE, CARE OF MESSES. LONGMAN & CO.,

LONDON.

Peinting-Officb, May 18, 1813.

Dear John,— After many offs and ons, and as many

projets and contre-projets as the treaty of Amiens, I have

at length concluded a treaty with Constable, in which I
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am sensible he has gained a great advantage ; ^ but what

could I do amidst the disorder and pressure of so many
demands? The arrival of your long-dated bills decided

my giving in, for what could James or I do with them ?

I trust this sacrifice has cleared our way, but many rubs

remain ; nor am I, after these hard skirmishes, so able to

meet them by my proper credit. Constable, however, will

be a zealous ally ; and for the first time these many weeks

I shall lay my head on a quiet pillow, for now I do think

that, by our joint exertions, we shall get well through the

storm, save Beaumont from depreciation, get a partner in

our heavy concerns, reef our topsails, and move on securely

under an easy sail. And if, on the one hand, I have sold

my gold too cheap, I have, on the other, turned my lead

to gold. Brewster 2 and Singers^ are the only heavy

things to which I have not given a blue eye. Had your

news of Cadell's sale * reached us here, I could not have

harpooned my grampus so deeply as I have done, as

nothing but Eokeby would have barbed the hook.

Adieu, my dear John. I have the most sincere regard

for you, and you may depend on my considering your

interest with quite as much attention as my own. If I

have ever expressed myself with irritation in speaking of

this business, you must impute it to the sudden, extensive,

and unexpected embarrassments in which I found myself

involved all at once. If to your real goodness of heart

and integrity, and to the quickness and acuteness of your

talents, you added habits of more universal circumspec-

tion, and, above all, the courage to tell disagreeable

^ " These and after pnrchases of books from the stock of J. Ballantyne

and Co. were resold to the trade by Constable's firm, at less than one half

and one third of the prices at which thfey were thus obtained."— Note
from Mr. B. Cadell.

^ Dr. Brewster's edition of Ferguson's Astronomy, 2 vols. 8to, with plates,

4to, Edin. 1811. 36s.

' Dr. Singers's General View of the County of Dumfries, Sto, Edin. 1812.

18s.

* A trade sale of Messrs. Cadell and Daries in the Strand.
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truths to those whom you hold in regard, I pronounce

that the world never held such a man of business. These
it must be your study to add to your other good qualities.

Meantime, as some one says to Swift, I love you with

all your failings. Pray make an effort and love me with

all mine. Yours truly, "W. S.

Three days afterwards Scott resumes the subject as

follows :
—

TO MR. JOHN BAILANTYITB, LONDON.

Edikbukgh, 21st May, 1813.

Dear John, — Let it never escape your recollection,

that shutting your own eyes, or blinding those of your

friends, upon the actual state of business, is the high

road to ruin. Meanwhile, we have recovered our legs for

a week or two. Constable will, I think, come in to the

Register. He is most anxious to maintain the printing-

office ; he sees most truly that the more we print the less

we publish ; and for the same reason he will, I think, help

us off with our heavy quire-stock.

I was aware of the distinction between the state and the

calendar as to the latter including the printing-office bills,

and I summed and docked them (they are marked with

red ink), but there is still a difference of ,£2000 and up-

wards on the calendar against the business. I sometimes

fear that, between the long dates of your biUs, and the

tardy settlements of the Edinburgh trade, some difficulties

will occur even in June ; and July I always regard with

deep anxiety. As for loss, if I get out without public

exposure, I shaU not greatly regard the rest. Eadcliffe

the physician said, when he lost ^£2000 on the South Sea

scheme, it was only going up 2000 pair of stairs ; I say, it

is only writing 2000 couplets, and the account is balanced.

More of this hereafter. Yours truly, W. Scott.

P. S. — James has behaved very well during this whole

transaction, and has been most steadily attentive to busi-
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ness. I am convinced that the more he works the better

his health will be. One or other of you will need to be

constantly in the printing-office henceforward, — it is the

sheet-anchor.

The allusion in this postscript to James Ballantyne's

health reminds me that Scott's letters to himself are full

of hints on that subject, even from a very early period of

their connection; and these hints are all to the same effect.

James was a man of lazy habits, and not a little addicted

to the more solid, and perhaps more dangerous, part of

the indulgences of the table. One letter (dated Ashestiel,

1810) will be a sufficient specimen :
—

TO ME. JAMES BALLAlfTTirB.

My deae James, — I am very sorry for the state of

your health, and should be still more so, were I not cer-

tain that I can prescribe for you as well as any physician

in Edinburgh. You have naturally an athletic constitu-

tion and a hearty stomach, and these agree very ill with a

sedentary life and the habits of indolence which it brings

on. Your stomach thus gets weak; and from those com-
plaints of all others arise most certainly flatulence, hypo-

chondria, and all the train of unpleasant feelings connected

with indigestion. We all know the horrible sensation of

the nightmare arises from the same cause which gives

those waking nightmares commonly called the blue devils.

You must positively put yourself on a regimen as to eat-

ing, not for a month or two, but for a year at least, and
^

take regular exercise— and my life for yours. I know
this by myself, for if I were to eat and drink in town as

I do here, it would soon finish me, and yet I am sensible

I live too genially in Edinburgh as it is. Yours very
truly, W. Scott.

Among Scott's early pets at Abbotsford there was a

huge raven, whose powers of speech were remarkable, far
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beyond any parrot's that he had ever met with; and who
died in consequence of an excess of the kind to which

James Ballantyne was addicted. Thenceforth, Scott

often repeated to his old friend, and occasionally scrib-

bled by way of postscript to his notes on business—
" When you are craving,

Remember the Baven."

Sometimes the formula is varied to—
" When yon 've dined half,

Think on poor Ralph !

"

His preachments of regularity in book-keeping to John,

and of abstinence from good cheer to James Ballantyne,

were equally vain; but on the other hand it must be al-

lowed that they had some reason for displeasure— (the

more felt, because they durst not, like him, express their

feelings)^— when they found that scarcely had these

"hard skirmishes " terminated in the bargain of May
18, before Scott was preparing fresh embarrassments for

himself, by commencing a negotiation for a considerable

addition to his property at Abbotsford. As early as the

20th of June he writes to Constable as being already

aware of this matter, and alleges his anxiety " to close at

once with a very capricious person," as the only reason

that could have induced him to make up his mind to sell

the whole copyright of an as yet unwritten poem, to be

entitled The Nameless Glen. This copyright he then

offered to dispose of to Constable for £5000; adding,

"this is considerably less in proportion than I have already

made on the share of Eokeby sold to yourself, and surely

1 Since this work waa first published, I have been compelled to exam-

ine very minntely the details of Scott's connection with the Ballantynes,

and one result is, that both James and John had trespassed so largely, for

their private purposes, on the funds of the Companies, that, Scott being,

as their letters distinctly state, the only "monied partner," and his over-

advances of capital having been very extensive, any inquiry on their part

as to his uncommercial expenditure must have been entirely out of the

question. To avoid misrepresentation, however, I leave my text as it waa.

— (1839.)
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that is no unfair admeasurement." A long correspond-

ence ensued, in the course of which Scott mentions The

Lord of the Isles, as a title which had suggested itself to

him in place of The Nameless Glen ; but as the negotiation

did not succeed, I may pass its details. The new pro-

perty which Scott was so eager to acquire was that hilly

tract stretching from the old Koman road near Turn-again

towards the Caulflshiels Loch : a then desolate and naked

mountain-mere, which he likens, in a letter of this sum-

mer (to Lady Louisa Stuart), to the Lake of the Genie

and the Fisherman in the Arabian Tale. To obtain this

lake at one extremity of his estate, as a contrast to the

Tweed at the other, was a prospect for which hardly any

sacrifice would have appeared too much; and he contrived

to gratify his wishes in the course of that July, to which

he had spoken of himself in May as looking forward " with

the deepest anxiety."

Nor was he, I must add, more able to control some of

his minor tastes. I find him writing to Mr. Terry, on

the 20th of June, about "that splendid lot of ancient ar-

mor, advertised by Winstanley," a celebrated auctioneer

in London, of which he had the strongest fancy to make
his spoil, though he was at a loss to know where it should

be placed when it reached Abbotsford; and on the 2d of

July, this acquisition also having been settled, he says to

the same correspondent: "I have written to Mr. Win-
stanley. My bargain with Constable was otherwise ar-

ranged, but Little John is to find the needful article, and

I shall take care of Mr. Winstanley's interest, who has

behaved too handsomely in this matter to be trusted to

the mercy of our little friend the Picaroon, who is, not-

withstanding his many excellent qualities, a little on the

score of old Gobbo— doth somewhat smack— somewhat
grow to.i We shall be at Abbotsford on the 12th, and
hope soon to see you there. I am fitting up a small room
above Peter-House, where an unceremonious bachelor

1 Merchant of Venice, Act II. Scene 2.
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may consent to do penance, thougli tlie place is a cock-

loft, and the access that which leads many a bold fellow

to his last nap— a ladder." ^ And a few weeks later, he

says, in the same sort, to his sister-in-law, Mrs. Thomas
Scott: "In despite of these hard times, which affect my
patrons the booksellers very much, I am buying old books

and old armor as usual, and adding to what your old

friend Burns ^ calls—
' A fouth of auld nick-nackets,

Kusty aim caps and jingling jackets,

Wad haud the Lothiana three in tackets

A towmont gude,

And panitcb-pats and auld saut-backets.

Before the flude.'
"

Notwithstanding all this, it must have been with a most

uneasy mind that he left Edinburgh to establish himself

at Abbotsford that July. The assistance of Constable

had not been granted, indeed it had not been asked, to an

extent at all adequate for the difficulties of the case ; and

I have now to transcribe, with pain and reluctance, some

extracts from Scott's letters, during the ensuing autumn,

which speak the language of anxious, and, indeed, humili-

ating distress; and give a most lively notion of the incur-

able recklessness of his younger partner.

TO ME. JOHN BALI.ANTVNB.

Aebotsfobd, Saturday, 24th July.

Dear John, — I sent you the order, and have only to

hope it arrived safe and in good time. I waked the boy

at three o'clock myself, having slept little, less on account

1 The court of offices, built on the hangh at Abbotsford in 1812, in-

cluded a house for the faithful coachman, Peter Mathieson. One of Scott's

Cantabrigian friends, Mr, W. S. Rose, gave the whole pile soon afterwards

the name, which it retained to the end, of Peter-Souse. The loft at Peter-

House continued to be occupied by occasional bachelor guests until the

existing mansion was completed.

2 Mrs. Thomas Scott had met Burns frequently in early life at Dum-
fries. Her brother, the late Mr. David MaoCullooh, was a great favorite

with the poet, and the best singer of hia songs that I ever heard.
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of the money than of the time. Surely you should have

written, three or four days before, the probable amount

of the deficit, and, as on former occasions, I would have

furnished you with means of meeting it. These expresses,

besides every other inconvenience, excite surprise in my
family and in the neighborhood. I know no justifiable

occasion for them but the unexpected return of a bill. I

do not consider you as answerable for the success of plans,

but I do and must hold you responsible for giving me, in

distinct and plain terms, your opinion as to any difficulties

which may occur, and that in such time that I may make
arrangements to obviate them if possible.

Of course, if anything has gone wrong you wiU come
out here to-morrow. But if, as I hope and trust, the

cash arrived safe, you will write to me, under cover to the

Duke of Buccleuch, Drumlanrig Castle, Dumfries-shire.

I shall set out for that place on Monday morning early.

W. S.

TO ME. JAMES BALLANTXNE.

Abbotsfobd, 25th July, 1813.

Dear James,— I address the following jobation for

John to you, that you may see whether I do not well to

be angry, and enforce upon him the necessity of constantly

writing his fears as well as his hopes. You should rub

him often on this point, for his recollection becomes rusty

the instant I leave town and am not in the way to rack

him with constant questions. I hope the presses are do-

ing well, and that you are quite stout again. Yours
truly, W. S.

(^Endosure.y

TO MK. JOHN BALLANTTNE.

Mt Good Friend John, — The post brings me no let-

ter from you, which I am much surprised at, as you must
suppose me anxious to learn that your express arrived.
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I think he must have reached you before post-hours, and

James or you might have found a minute to say so in a

single line. I once more request that you will be a busi-

nesslike correspondent, and state your provisions for every

week prospectively. I do not expect you to warrant them,

which you rather perversely seem to insist is my wish,

but I do want to be aware of their nature and extent, that

I may provide against the possibility of miscarriage. The
calendar, to which you refer me, tells me what sums are

due, but cannot tell your shifts to pay them, which are

naturally altering with circumstances, and of which alter-

ations I request to have due notice. You say you could

not suppose Sir W. Forbes would have refused the long

dated bills; but that you had such an apprehension is

clear, both because in the calendar these bills were rated

two months lower, and because, three days before, you

wrote me an enigmatical expression of your apprehensions,

instead of saying plainly there was a chance of your want-

ing £350, when I would have sent you an order to be used

conditionally.

All I desire is unlimited confidenca and frequent cor-

respondence, and that you will give me weekly at least

the fullest anticipation of your resources, and the proba-

bility of their being effectual. I may be disappointed in

my own, of which you shall have equally timeous notice.

Omit no exertions to procure the use of money, even for

a month or six weeks, for time is most precious. The

large balance due in January from the trade, and indi-

viduals, which I cannot reckon at less than £4000, will

put us finally to rights ; and it will be a shame to founder

within sight of harbor. The greatest risk we run is from

such ill-considered despatches as those of Friday. Sup-

pose that I had gone to Drumlanrig— suppose the pony

had set up— suppose a thousand things— and we were

ruined for want of your telling your apprehensions in due

time. Do not plague yourself to vindicate this sort of

management; but if you have escaped the consequences
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(as to which you have left me uncertain), thank God, and

act more cautiously another time. It was quite the same

to me on what day I sent that draft ; indeed it must have

been so if I had the money in my cash account, and if I

had not, the more time given me to provide it the bet-

ter.

Now, do not affect to suppose that my displeasure arises

from your not having done your utmost to realize funds,

and that utmost having failed. It is one mode, to be

sure, of exculpation, to suppose one's self accused of

something they are not charged with, and then to make a

querulous or indignant defence, and complain of the

injustice of the accuser. The head and front of your

offending is precisely your not writing explicitly, and I

request this may not happen again. It is your fault, and

I believe arises either from an ill-judged idea of smooth-

ing matters to me— as if I were not behind the curtain

— or a general reluctance to allow that any danger is

near, until it is almost unparriable. I shall be very sorry

if anything I have said gives you pain ; but the matter is

too serious for all of us, to be passed over without giving

you my explicit sentiments. To-morrow I set out for

Drumlanrig, and shall not hear from you till Tuesday or

Wednesday. Make yourself master of the post-town—
ThornhiU, probably, or Sanquhar. As Sir W. F. & Co.

have cash to meet my order, nothing, I think, can have

gone wrong, unless the boy perished by the way. There-

fore, in faith and hope, and— that I may lack none of

the Christian virtues— in charity with your dilatory

worship, I remain very truly yours, W. S.

Scott proceeded, accordingly, to join a gay and festive

circle, whom the Duke of Buccleuch had assembled about
him on first taking possession of the magnificent Castle
of Drumlanrig, in Nithsdale, the principal messuage of
the dukedom of Queensberry, which had recently lapsed
into his family. But, post equitem sedet atra cura—
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another of John Ballantyne's unwelcome missives, ren-

dered necessary by a neglect of precisely the same kind
as before, reached him in the midst of this scene of re-

joicing. On the 31st, he again writes:—
TO MR. JOHN BAIiLANTXNE, BOOKSELLER, EDINBURGH.

Dkumlanbig, Friday.

Dear John, — I enclose the order. Unfortunately,

the Drumlanrig post only goes thrice a week; but the

Marquis of Queensberry, who carries this to Dumfries,
has promised that the guard of the mail-coach shall de-

liver it by five to-morrow. I was less anxious, as your
note said you could clear this month. It is a cruel thing

that no State you furnish excludes the arising of such

unexpected claims as this for the taxes on the printing-

office. What unhappy management, to suffer them to

run ahead in such a manner !— but it is in vain to com-

plain. Were it not for your strange concealments, I

should anticipate no difficulty in winding up these matters.

But who can reckon upon a State where claims are kept

out of view until they are in the hands of a writer ? If

you have no time to say that this comes safe to hand, I

suppose James may favor me so far. Yours truly,

w. s.

Let the guard be rewarded.

Let me know exactly what you can do and hope to do

for next month ; for it signifies nothing raising money for

you, unless I see it is to be of real service. Observe, I

make you responsible for nothing but a fair statement.^

The guard is known to the Marquis, who has good-

naturedly promised to give him this letter widi his own
hand ; so it must reach you in time, though probably past

five on Saturday.

1 John Ballantyne had embarked no capital — not a shilling— in the

bnsiness ; and was bound by the contract to limit himself to an allowance

of £300 a year, in consideration of his management, until there should be

an overplus of profits I — (1839.)
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Another similar application reached Scott the day after

the guard delivered his packet. He writes thus, in reply

:

TO MR. JOHN BAlLAIfTYNE.

Dbumlanbig, Sunday.

Deae John, — I trust you got my letter yesterday by

five, with the draft enclosed. I return your draft ac-

cepted. On Wednesday I think of leaving this place,

where, but for these damned affairs, I should have been

very happy. W. S.

Scott had been for some time under an engagement to

meet the Marquis of Abercorn at Carlisle, in the first

week of August, for the transaction of some business con-

nected with his brother Thomas's late administration of

that nobleman's Scottish affairs; and he had designed to

pass from Drumlanrig to Carlisle for this purpose, without

going back to Abbotsford. In consequence of these re-

peated harassments, however, he so far altered his plans

as to cut short his stay at Drumlanrig, and turn home-

wards for two or three days, where James Ballantyne met

him with such a statement as in some measure relieved

his mind.

He then proceeded to fulfil his engagement with Lord
Abercorn, whom he encountered travelling m a rather

peculiar style between Carlisle and Longtown. The
ladies of the family and the household occupied four or

five carriages, all drawn by the Marquis's own horses,

while the noble Lord himself brought up the rear,

mounted on horseback, and decorated with the ribbon of

the order of the Garter. On meeting the cavalcade,

Scott turned with them, and he was not a little amused
when they reached the village of Longtown, which he had
ridden through an hour or two before, with the prepara-

tions which he found there made for the dinner of the

party. The Marquis's major-domo and cook had arrived

there at an early hour in the morning, and everything
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was now arranged for his reception in the paltry little

public house, as nearly as possible in the style usual in

his own lordly mansions. The ducks and geese that had
been dabbling three or four hours ago in the village pond
were now ready to make their appearance under number-
less disguises as entrees; a regular bill-of-fare flanked

the noble Marquis's allotted cover; every huckaback towel

in the place had been pressed to do service as a napkin

;

and, that nothing might be wanting to the mimicry of

splendor, the landlady's poor remnants of crockery and
pewter had been furbished up, and mustered in solemn

order on a crazy old beauffet, which was to represent a

sideboard worthy of LucuUus. I think it worth while to

preserve this anecdote, which Scott delighted in teUing,

as perhaps the last relic of a style of manners now passed

away, and never likely to be revived among us.

Having despatched this dinner and his business, Scott

again turned southwards, intending to spend a few days

with Mr. Morritt at Eokeby; but on reaching Penrith,

the landlord there, who was his old acquaintance (Mr.

Buchanan), placed a letter in his hands: ecce iterum—
it was once more a cry of distress from John BaUantyne.

He thus answered it :
—

TO MB. JOHN BAlLANTTira;.

Penkith, August 10, 1813.

Dear John,— I enclose you an order for j£350. I

shall remain at Rokeby imtil Saturday or Sunday, and

be at Abbotsford on Wednesday at latest.

I hope the printing-office is going on well. I fear,

from the state of accompts between the companies, re-

strictions on the management and expense will be un-

avoidable, which may trench upon James's comforts. I

cannot observe hitherto that the printing-office is paying

off, but rather adding to its embarrassments ; and it can-

not be thought that I have either means or inclination to

support a losing concern at the rate of ^£200 a month.
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If James could find a monied partner, an active man who
understood the commercial part of the business, and

would superintend the conduct of the cash, it might be

the best for aU parties; for I really am not adequate to

the fatigue of mind which these affairs occasion me,

though I must do the best to struggle through them.

Believe me yours, etc. W. S.

At Brough he encountered a messenger who brought

him such a painful account of Mrs. Morritt's health, that

he abandoned his intention of proceeding to Eokeby;

and, indeed, it was much better that he should be at Ab-
botsford again as soon as possible, for his correspondence

shows a continued succession, during the three or four

ensuing weeks, of the same annoyances that had pursued

him to Drumlailrig and to Penrith. By his desire, the

Ballantynes had, it would seem, before the middle of

August, laid a statement of their affairs before Consta-

ble. Though the statement was not so clear and full as

Scott had wished it to be, Constable, on considering it,

at once assured them, that to go on raising money in drib-

lets would never effectually relieve them ; that, in short,

one or both of the companies must stop, unless Mr. Scott

could find means to lay his hand, without farther delay,

on at least £4000 ; and I gather that, by way of inducing

Constable himself to come forward with part at least of

this supply, John Ballantyne again announced his inten-

tion of forthwith abandoning the bookselling business

altogether, and making an effort to establish himself—
on a plan which Constable had shortly before suggested

— as an auctioneer in Edinburgh. The following letters

need no comment :
—

TO MB. JOHN BALLANTYNE.

Abbotsfobd, Angast 16, 1813.

Deae John, — I am quite satisfied it is impossible

for J. B. and Co. to continue business longer than is
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absolutely necessary for the sale of stock and extrication

of their affairs. The fatal injury which their credit has

sustained, as well as your adopting a profession in which

I sincerely hope you will be more fortunate, renders the

closing of the bookselling business inevitable. With
regard to the printing, it is my intention to retire from

that also, so soon as I can possibly do so with safety to

myself, and with the regard I shall always entertain for

James's interest. Whatever loss I may sustain will be

preferable to the life I have lately led, when I seem sur-

rounded by a sort of magic circle, which neither permits

me to remain at home in peace, nor to stir abroad with

pleasure. Your first exertion as an auctioneer may prob-

ably be on "that distinguished, select, and inimitable

collection of books, made by an amateur of this city retir-

ing from business." I do not feel either health or confi-

dence in my own powers sufficient to authorize me to take

a long price for a new poem, until these affairs shall have

been in some measure digested. This idea has been long

running in my head, but the late fatalities which have

attended this business have quite decided my resolution.

I will write to James to-morrow, being at present annoyed

with a severe headache.

Yours truly, W- Scott.

Were I to transcribe all the letters to which these

troubles gave rise, I should fill a volume before I had

reached the end of another twelvemonth. The two next I

shall quote are dated on the same day (the 24th August),

which may, in consequence of the answer the second of

them received, be set down as determining the crisis of

1813.

TO ME. JAMES BALLAKIXITE.

Abeotsford, 24th An^ust, 1813.

Dear James, — Mr. Constable's advice is, as I have

always found it, sound, sensible, and friendly, — and I
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shall be guided by it. But I have no wealthy friend

who would join in security with me to such an extent;

and to apply in quarters where I might be refused would

insure disclosure. I conclude John has shown Mr. C.

the state of the affairs ; if not, I would wish him to do

so directly. If the proposed accommodation could be

granted to the firm on my personally joining in the secu-

rity, the whole matter would be quite safe, for I have to

receive in the course of the winter some large sums from

my father's estate.^ Besides which, I shall certainly be able

to go to press in November with a new poem ; or, if Mr.

Constable's additional security would please the bankers

better, I could insure Mr. C. against the possibility of

loss, by assigning the copyrights, together with that of

the new poem, or evep my library, in his relief. In fact,

if he looks into the affairs, he will I think see that there

is no prospect of any eventual loss to the creditors, though

I may be a loser myself. My property here is unincum-

bered ; so is my house in Castle Street ; and I have no
debts out of my own family, excepting a part of the price

of Abbotsford, which I am to retain for four years. So
that, literally, I have no claims upon me unless those

arising out of this business; and when it is considered

that my income is above £2000 a year,

even if the printing-office pays no-

thing, I should hope no one can pos-

sibly be a loser by me. I am sure I

would strip myself to my shirt rather

than it should be the case; and my only reason for wish-

ing to stop the concern was to do open justice to all

persons. It must have been a bitter pill to me. I can

more confidently expect some aid from Mr. Constable,

or from Longman's house, because they can look into

the concern and satisfy themselves how little chance there

is of their being losers, which others cannot do. Perhaps

' He probably alludes to the final settlement of accounts with the Mar-
quis of Abercom.

Clerkship,
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between them they might manage to assist us with the

credit necessary, and go on in winding up the concern by
occasional acceptances.

An odd thing has happened. I have a letter, by order

of the Prince Eegent, offering me the laureateship in the

most flattering terms. Were I my own man, as you call

it, I would refuse this offer (with all gratitude) ; but, as

I am situated, £300 or £400 a year is not to be sneezed

at upon a point of poetical honor— and it makes me a

better man to that extent. I have not yet written, how-

ever. I will say little about Constable's handsome be-

havior, but shall not forget it. It is needless to say I

shall wish him to be consulted in every step that is taken.

If I should lose all I advanced to this business, I should

be less vexed than I am at this moment. I am very busy

with Swift at present, but shall certainly come to town if

it is thought necessary; but I should first wish Mr. Con-

stable to look into the affairs to the bottom. Since I

have personally superintended them, they have been

winding up very fast, and we are now almost within sight

of harbor. I will also own it was partly ill-humor at

John's blunder last week that made me think of throwing

things up.

Yours truly, W. S.

After writing and despatching this letter, an idea oc-

curred to Scott that there was a quarter, not hitherto

alluded to in any of these anxious epistles, from which he

might consider himself as entitled to ask assistance, not

only with little, if any, chance of a refusal, but (owing

to particular circumstances) without incurring any very

painful sense of obligation. On the 25th he says to John

Ballantyne :
—

After some meditation, last night, it occurred to me I

had some title to ask the Duke of Buccleuch's guarantee

to a cash account for £4000, as Constable proposes. I
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have written to him accordingly, and have very little

doubt that he will be my surety. If this cash account

be in view, Mr. Constable will certainly assist us until

the necessary writings are made out— I beg your pardon

— I dare say I am very stupid ; but very often you don't

consider that I can't follow details which would be quite

obvious to a man of business ;— for instance, you tell me
daily, " that if the sums I count upon are forthcoming,

the results must be as I suppose." But— in a week—
the scene is changed, and all I can do, and more, is inad-

equate to bring about these results. I protest I don't

know if at this moment £4000 vrUl. clear us out. After

all, you are vexed, and so am I; and it is needless to

wrangle who has a right to be angry. Commend me to

James.

Yours truly, W. S.

Having explained to the Duke-of Buccleueh the posi-

tion in which he stood— obliged either to procure some

guarantee which would enable him to raise £4000, or

to sell abruptly all his remaining interest in the copy-

right of his works; and repeated the statement of his

personal property and income, as given in the preceding

letter to James Ballantyne— Scott says to his noble

friend :
—

I am not asking nor desiring any loan from your Grace,

but merely the honor of your sanction to my credit as a

good man for £4000; and the motive of your Grace's

interference would be sufficiently obvious to the London
Shylocks, as your constant kindness and protection is no
secret to the world. Will your Grace consider whether

you can do what I propose, in conscience and safety, and
favor me with your answer ?— I have a very flattering

offer from the Prince Eegent, of his own free motion, to

make me poet laureate ; I am very much embarrassed by
it. I am, on the one hand, afraid of giving offence where
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no one would willingly offend, and perhaps losing an op-

portunity of smoothing the way to my youngsters through

life; on the other hand, the office is a ridiculous one,

somehow or other— they and I should be well quizzed,

— yet that I should not mind. My real feeling of reluc-

tance lies deeper— it is, that favored as I have been by
the public, I should be considered, with some justice, I

fear, as engrossing a petty emolument which might do

real service to some poorer brother of the Muses. I shall

be most anxious to have your Grace's advice on this sub-

ject. There seems something churlish, and perhaps con-

ceited, in repelling a favor so handsomely offered on the

part of the Sovereign's representative; and on the other

hand, I feel much disposed to shake myself free from it.

I should make but a bad courtier, and an ode-maker is

described by Pope as a poet out of his way or out of his

senses. I will find some excuse for protracting my re-

ply till I can have the advantage of your Grace's opinion;

and remain, in the mean time, very truly your obliged

and grateful Walter Scott.

P. S. — I trust your Grace will not suppose me capable

of making such a request as the enclosed, upon any idle

or unnecessary speculation; but, as I stand situated, it is

a matter of deep interest to me to prevent these copy-

rights from being disposed of either hastily or at under

prices. I could have half the booksellers in London for

my sureties, on a hint of a new poem ; but bankers do

not like people in trade, and my brains are not ready to

spin another web. So your Grace must take me under

your princely care, as in the days of lang syne; and I

think I can say, upon the sincerity of an honest man,

there is not the most distant chance of your having any

trouble or expense through my means.

The Duke's answer was in all respects such as might

have been looked for from the generous kindness and

manly sense of his character.
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TO WALTER SCOTT, ESQ., ABBOTSFOKD.

Dbusilaneig Castle, August 28, 1813.

Mt dear Sik,— I received yesterday your letter of the

24th. I shall with pleasure comply with your request of guar-

anteeing the £4000. You piust, however, furnish me with the

form of a letter to tliis effect, as I am completely ignorant of

transactions of this nature.

I am never willing to offer advice, hut when my opinion is

asked by a friend I am ready to give it. As to the offer of his

Royal Highness to appoint you laureate, I shall frankly say

that I should he mortified to see you hold a situation which, by
the general concurrence of the world, is stamped ridiculous.

There is no good reason why this should be so ; but so it is.

Walter Scott, Poet Laureate, ceases to be the Walter Scott of

the Lay, Marmion, etc. Any future poem of yours would not

come forward with the same probability of a successful recep-

tion. The poet laureate would stick to you and your produc-

tions like a piece of court plaster. Your muse has hitherto

been independent— don't put her into harness. We know
how lightly she trots along when left to her natural paces, but

do not try driving. I would write frankly and openly to his

Royal Highness, but with respectful gratitude, for he has paid

you a compliment. I would not fear to state that you had
hitherto written when in poetic mood, but feared to trammel

yourself with a fixed periodical exertion ; and I cannot but

conceive that his Royal Highness, who has much taste, wiU at

once see the many objections which you must have to his

proposal, but which you cannot write. Only think of being

chaunted and recitatived by a parcel of hoarse and squeaking

choristers on a birthday, for the edification of the bishops,

pages, maids of honor, and gentlemen-pensioners ! Oh horri-

ble ! thrice horrible ! Yours sincerely, Buccleuch, etc.

The letter -whicli first announced the Prince Regent's

proposal was from liis Eoyal Highness's librarian, Dr.
James Stanier Clarke ; but before Scott answered it he
had received a more formal notification from the late

Marquis of Hertford, then Lord Chamberlain. I shall

transcribe both these documents.
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TO WALTER SCOTT, ESQ., EDINBUBGH.

Pavilion, Brighton, August 18, 1813.

Mt dear Sir, — Though. I have never had the honor of

being introduced to you, you have frequently been pleased to

convey to me very kind and flattering messages,^ and I trust,

therefore, you will allow me, without any further ceremony, to

say— That I took an early opportunity this morning of seeing

the Prince Regent, who arrived here late yesterday ; and I

then delivered to his Royal Highness my earnest wish and

anxious desire that the vacant situation of poet laureate might

be conferred on you. The Prince repUed, " that you had al-

ready been written to, and that if you wished it, everything

would be settled as I could desire."

I hope, therefore, I may be allowed to congratulate you on

this event. You are the man to whom it ought first to have

been offered, and it gave me sincere pleasure to find that those

sentiments of high approbation which my Royal Master had so

often expressed towards you in private, were now so openly and

honorably displayed in public. Have the goodness, dear sir,

to receive this intrusive letter with your accustomed courtesy,

and believe me, yours very sincerely, J. S. Clarke,

Librarian to H. R. H., the Prince Regent.

TO WALTER SCOTT, ESQ., EDINBURGH.

Raglbt, 31st August, 1813.

Sir,— I thought it my duty to his Royal Highness, the

Prince Regent, to express to him my humble opinion that I

could not make so creditable a choice as in your person for the

office, now vacant, of poet laureate. I am now authorized to

offer it to you, which I would have taken an earlier opportunity

of doing, but that, till this morning, I have had no occasion of

seeing his Royal Highness since Mr. Pye's death. I have the

honor to be, sir, your most obedient, humble servant,

Ingram Hertford.

' The Royal Librarian had forwarded to Scott presentation copies of

his successive publications— The Progress of Maritime Discovert/— Fal-

coner's Shipwreck, with a Life of the Author— Naufragia—4 Life of

Nelson, in two quarto volumes, etc., etc., etc.
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The following letters conclude this matter :
—

TO THE MOST NOBLE THE MAEQUIS OF HEETFOED, ETC., ETC.,

KAGLEY, WARWICKSHIEE.

Abbotsfoed, 4th September.

My Loed,— I am this day honored with your Lord-

ship's letter of the 31st August, tendering for my accept-

ance the situation of poet laureate in the Royal House-

hold. I shall always think it the highest honor of my life

to have been the object of the good opinion implied in

your Lordship's recommendation, and in the gracious

acquiescence of his Royal Highness, the Prince Regent.

I humbly trust I shall not forfeit sentiments so highly

valued, although I find myself under the necessity of de-

clining, with every acknowledgment of respect and grati-

tude, a situation above my deserts, and offered to me in

a manner so very flattering. The duties attached to the

office of poet laureate are not indeed very formidable, if

judged of by the manner in which they have sometimes

been discharged. But an individual selected from the

literary characters of Britain, upon the honorable princi-

ple expressed in your Lordship's letter, ought not, in

justice to your Lordship, to his own reputation, but above
all to his Royal Highness, to accept of the office, unless

he were conscious of the power of filling it respectably,

and attaining to excellence in the execution of the tasks

which it imposes. This confidence I am so far from
possessing, that, on the contrary, with all the advantages

which do now, and I trust ever will, present themselves

to the poet whose task it may be to commemorate the

events of his Royal Highness' s administration, I am
certain I should feel myself inadequate to the fitting dis-

charge of the regularly recurring duty of periodical com-
position, and should thus at once disappoint the expecta-

tion of the public, and, what would give me still more
pain, discredit the nomination of his Royal Highness.

Will your Lordship permit me to add, that though far
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from being wealthy, I already hold two official situations

in the line of my profession, which afford a respectable

income. It becomes me, therefore, to avoid the appear-

ance of engrossing one of the few appointments which

seem specially adapted for the provision of those whose

lives have been dedicated exclusively to literature, and

who too often derive from their labors more credit than

emolument.

Nothing could give me greater pain than being thought

ungrateful to his Royal Highness's goodness, or insensi-

ble to the honorable distinction his undeserved condescen-

sion has been pleased to bestow upon me. I have to

trust to your Lordship's kindness for laying at the feet

of his Eoyal Highness, in the way most proper and re-

spectful, my humble, grateful, and dutiful thanks, with

these reasons for declining a situation which, though

every way superior to my deserts, I should chiefly have

valued as a mark of his Royal Highness's approbation.

For your Lordship's unmerited goodness, as well as

for the trouble you have had upon this occasion, I can

only offer you my respectful thanks, and entreat that you

will be pleased to believe me, my Lord Marquis, your

Lordship's much obliged and much honored humble

servant, Walter Scott.

TO HIS GKACE THE DtTKE OP BTJCCLBUOH, ETC., DBUMLANBIG

CASTLE.

Abbotsfobd, September 5, 1813.

My dear Lord Duke, — Good advice is easily fol-

lowed when it jumps with our own sentiments and incli-

nations. I no sooner found mine fortified by your Grace's

opinion than I wrote to Lord Hertford, declining the

laurel in the most civil way I could imagine. I also

wrote to the Prince's librarian, who bad made himself

active on the occasion, dilating, at somewhat more length

than I thought respectful to the Lord Chamberlain, my

reasons for declining the intended honor. My wife has
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made a copy of the last letter, which I enclose for your

Grace's perusal : there is no occasion either to preserve

or return it— but I am desirous you should know what I

have put my apology upon, for I may reckon on its be-

ing misrepresented. I certainly should never have sur-

vived the recitative described by your Grace : it is a part

of the etiquette I was quite unprepared for, and should

have sunk under it. It is curious enough that Drumlan-

rig should always have been the refuge of bards who de-

cline court promotion. Gay, I think, refused to be a

gentleman-usher, or some such post; ^ and I am deter-

mined to abide by my post of Grand Ecuyer Trenchant

of the Chateau, varied for that of tale-teller of an even-

ing.

I will send your Grace a copy of the letter of guarantee

when I receive it from London. By an arrangement with

Longman and Co., the great booksellers in Paternoster

Row, I am about to be enabled to place their security, as

well as my own, between your Grace and the possibility

of hazard. But your kind readiness to forward a trans-

action which is of such great importance both to my for-

tune and comfort can never be forgotten— although it

can scarce make me more than I have always been, my
dear Lord, your Grace's much obliged and truly faithful,

Walteb Scott.

( 0(^1/— Enclosure.)

TO THE BEV. J. S. ClAEKE, ETC., ETC., ETC., PAVILION,

BBIGHTON.

Abbotspobd, 4th September, 1813.

Sir,— On my return to this cottage, after a short ex-

cursion, I was at once surprised and deeply interested by

^ Poor Gay— " In wit a man, simplicity a child "— was insulted, on
the accession of George II., by the offer of a gentleman-usheTship to one
of the royal infants. His prose and verse largely celebrate his obliga-

tions to Charles, third Duke of Queensberry, and the charming Lady Cath-
arine Hyde, his Dachess— vmder whose roof the poet spent the latter

years of his life.
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the receipt of your letter. I shall always consider it as

the proudest incident of my life that his Eoyal Highness,

the Prince Regent, whose taste in literature is so highly

distinguished, should have thought of naming me to the

situation of poet laureate. I feel, therefore, no small

embarrassment lest I should incur the suspicion of churl-

ish ingratitude in declining an appointment in every point

of view so far above my deserts, but which I should

chiefly have' valued as conferred by the unsolicited gen-

erosity of his Eoyal Highness, and as entitling me to the

distinction of terming myself an immediate servant of his

Majesty. But I have to trust to your goodness in repre-

senting to his Eoyal Highness, with my most grateful,

humble, and dutiful acknowledgments, the circumstances

which compel me to decline the honor which his unde-

served favor has proposed for me. The poetical pieces I

have hitherto composed have uniformly been the hasty

production of impulses, which I must term fortunate,

since they have attracted his Royal Highness's notice and

approbation. But I strongly fear, or rather am abso-

lutely certain, that I should feel myself unable to justify,

in the eye of the public, the choice of his Royal High-

ness, by a fitting discharge of the duties of an office which

requires stated and periodical exertion. And although I

am conscious how much this difficulty is lessened under

the government of his Eoyal Highness, marked by pa-

ternal wisdom at home and successes abroad which seem

to promise the liberation of Europe, I still feel that the

necessity of a regular commemoration would trammel my
powers of composition at the very time when it would be

equally my pride and duty to tax them to the uttermost.

There is another circumstance which weighs deeply in

my mind while forming my present resolution. I have

already the honor to hold two appointments under Gov-

ernment, not usually conjoined, and which afford an in-

come, far indeed from wealth, but amounting to decent

independence. I fear, therefore, that in accepting one
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of the few situations which our establishment holds forth

as the peculiar provision of literary men, I might be

justly censured as availing myself of his Eoyal Highness's

partiality to engross more than my share of the public

revenue, to the prejudice of competitors equally meritori-

ous at least, and otherwise unprovided for; and as this

calculation will be made by thousands who know that I

have reaped great advantages by the favor of the public,

without being aware of the losses which it has been my
misfortune to sustain, I may fairly reckon that it will

terminate even more to my prejudice than if they had the

means of judging accurately of my real circumstances. I

have thus far, sir, frankly exposed to you, for his Eoyal

Highness's favorable consideration, the feelings which

induce me to decline an appointment offered in a manner
so highly calculated to gratify, I will not say my vanity

only, but my sincere feelings of devoted attachment to

the crown and constitution of my country, and to the

person of his Eoyal Highness, by whom its government

has been so worthily administered. No consideration on

earth would give me so much pain as the idea of my real

feelings being misconstrued on this occasion, or that

I should be supposed stupid enough not to estimate the

value of his Eoyal Highness's favor, or so ungrateful as

not to feel it as I ought. And you will relieve me from

great anxiety if you will have the goodness to let me
know if his Eoyal Highness is pleased to receive favor-

ably my humble and grateful apology.

I cannot conclude without expressing my sense of your

kindness and of the trouble you have had upon this ac-

count, and I request you will believe me, sir, your obliged

humble servant, Walter Scott.

TO BOBEET SOUTHBT, ESQ., KESWICK.

Abbotsfokd, 4th September, 1813.

My deae Southey, — On my return here I found, to

my no small surprise, a letter tendering me the laurel
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vacant by the death of the poetical Pye. I have declined

the appointment, as being incompetent to the task of an-

nual commemoration ; but chiefly as being provided for

in my professional department, and unwilling to incur

the censure of engrossing the emolument attached to one

of the few appointments which seems proper to be filled

by a man of literature who has no other views in life.

Will you forgive me, my dear friend, if I own I had you

in my recollection ? I have given Croker the hint, and

otherwise endeavored to throw the office into your option.

I am uncertain if you will like it, for the laurel has cer-

tainly been tarnished by some of its wearers, and, as at

present managed, its duties are inconvenient and some-

what liable to ridicule. But the latter matter might be

amended, as I think the Kegent's good sense would lead

him to lay aside these regular commemorations ; and as

to the former point, it has been worn by Dryden of old,

and by Warton in modern days. If you quote my own
refusal against me, I reply— first, I have been luckier

than you in holding two offices not usually conjoined;

secondly, I did not refuse it from any foolish prejudice

against the situation, otherwise how durst I mention it

to you, my elder brother in the muse?— but from a sort

of internal hope that they would give it to you, upon

whom it would be so much more worthily conferred. For

I am not such an ass as not to know that you are my
better in poetry, though I have had, probably but for a

time, the tide of popularity in my favor. I have not

time to add ten thousand other reasons, but I only wished

to tell you how the matter was, and to beg you to think

before you reject the offer which I flatter myself will be

made to you. If I had not been, like Dogberry, a fellow

with two gowns already, I should have jumped at it like

a cock at a gooseberry. Ever yours most truly,

Walter Scott.

Immediately after Mr. Croker received Scott's letter
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here alluded to, Mr. Southey was invited to accept the

vacant laurel. But, as the birthday ode had been omit-

ted since the illness of King George III., and the Regent

had good sense and good taste enough to hold that an-

cient custom as "more honored in the breach than the

observance," the whole fell completely into disuse.^ The

office was thus relieved from the burden of ridicule which

had, in spite of so many illustrious names, adhered to it;

and though its emoluments did not in fact amount to

more than a quarter of the sum at which Scott rated them

when he declined it, they formed no unacceptable addi-

tion to Mr. Southey's income. Scott's answer to his

brother poet's affectionate and grateful letter on the con-

clusion of this affair is as follows :
—

TO B. SOUTHEY, ESQ., KESWICK.

Edinbubgh, November 13, 1813.

I do not delay, my dear Southey, to say my gratulor.

Long may you live, as Paddy says, to rule over us, and

to redeem the crown of Spenser and of Dryden to its

pristine dignity. I am only discontented with the extent

of your royal revenue, which I thought had been j£400,

or j£300 at the very least. Is there no getting rid of that

iniquitous modus, and requiring the butt in kind? I

would have you think of it; I know no man so well enti-

tled to Xeres sack as yourself, though many bards would

make a better figure at drinking it. I should think that

in due time a memorial might get some relief in this part

of the appointment— it should be at least £100 wet and

£100 dry. When you have carried your point of dis-

carding the ode, and my point of getting the sack, you

will be exactly in the situation of Davy in the farce, who
stipulates for more wages, less work, and the key of the

1 See the Preface to the third volume of the late Collective Edition of

Mr. Sonthey's Poems, p. xii., where he corrects a trivial error I had fallen

into in the first edition of these Memoirs, and adds, " Sir Walter's conduct

was, as it always was, characteristically generous, and in the highest de-

gree friendly."— (1839.)
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ale-cellar.i I was greatly delighted with the circum-
stances of your investiture. It reminded me of the por-
ters at Calais with Dr. SmoUett's baggage, six of them
seizing upon one small portmanteau, and bearing it in
triumph to his lodgings. You see what it is to laugh at
the superstitions of a gentleman-usher, as I think you
do somewhere. "The whirligig of time brings in his
revenges."^

Adieu, my dear Southey; my best wishes attend all

that you do, and my best congratulations every good that
attends you— yea even this, the very least of Provi-
dence's mercies, as a poor clergyman said when pronoun-
cing grace over a herring. I should like to know how
the Prince received you; his address is said to be excel-

lent, and his knowledge of literature far from despicable.

What a change of fortune even since the short time when
we met! The great work of retribution is now rolling

onward to consummation, yet am I not fully satisfied—
pereat iste !— there will be no permanent peace in Eu-
rope till Buonaparte sleeps with the tyrants of old. My
best compliments attend Mrs. Southey and your family.

Ever yours,

Walter Scott.

To avoid returning to the affair of the laureateship, I

have placed together such letters concerning it as ap-

peared important. I regret to say that, had I adhered

to the chronological order of Scott's correspondence, ten

out of every twelve letters between the date of his appli-

cation to the Duke of Buccleuch, and his removal to

Edinburgh on the 12th of November, would have contin-

ued to tell the same story of pecuniary difficulty, urgent

and almost daily applications for new advances to the

Ballantynes, and endeavors, more or less successful, but

in no case effectually so, to relieve the pressure on the

1 Garriok's Bon Ton, or High Life Above Stairs.

2 Twelfth Night, Act "V. Scene 1.
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bookselling firm by sales of its heavy stock to the great

publishing houses of Edinburgh and London. Whatever

success these endeavors met with, appears to have been

due either directly or indirectly to Mr. Constable 5 who

did a great deal more than prudence would have war-

ranted, in taking on himself the results of its unhappy

adventures, — and, by his sagacious advice, enabled the

distressed partners to procure similar assistance at the

hands of others, who did not partake his own feelings

of personal kindness and sympathy. "I regret to learn,"

Scott writes to him on the 16th October, "that there is

great danger of your exertions in our favor, which once

promised so fairly, proving finally abortive, or at least

being too tardy in their operation to work out our relief.

If anything more can be honorably and properly done

to avoid a most unpleasant shock, I shall be most willing

to do it; if not — God's will be done! There will be
enough of property, including my private fortune, to pay
every claim; and I have not used prosperity so ill, as

greatly to fear adversity. But these things we will talk

over at meeting; meanwhile believe me, with a sincere

sense of your kindness and friendly views, very truly

yours, W. S."— I have no wish to quote more largely

from the letters which passed during this crisis between
Scott and his partners. The pith and substance of his,

to John Ballantyne at least, seems to be summed up in

one hii&ipostscript : "For God's sake treat me as a man,
and not as a milch-cow! "

The difficulties of the Ballantynes were by this time
well known throughout the commercial circles not only
of Edinburgh, but of London; and a report of their

actual bankruptcy, with the addition that Scott was en-

gaged as their surety to the extent of £20,000, found its

way to Mr. Morritt about the beginning of November.
This dear friend wrote to him, in the utmost anxiety,
and made liberal offers of assistance in case the catas-

trophe might still be averted; but the term of Martin-
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mas, always a critical one in Scotland, had passed before

this letter reached Edinburgh, and Scott's answer wiU
show symptoms of a clearing horizon. I think also there

is one expression in it which could hardly have failed to

convey to Mr. Morritt that his friend was involved, more
deeply than he had ever acknowledged, in the concerns

of the Messrs. Ballantyne.

TO J. B. S. MOEEITT, ESQ., EOKEBT PAEK.

EDiNBTjBaH, 20th November, 1813.

I did not answer your very kind letter, my dear Mor-
ritt, until I could put your friendly heart to rest upon
the report you have heard, which I could not do entirely

until this term of Martinmas was passed. I have the

pleasure to say that there is no truth whatever in the

Ballantynes' reported bankruptcy. They have had se-

vere difficulties for the last four months to make their

resources balance the demands upon them, and I, having

the price of Kokeby, and other monies in their hands,

have had considerable reason for apprehension, and no

slight degree of plague and trouble. They have, how-

ever, been so well supported, that I have got out of hot

water upon their account. They are winding up their

bookselling concern with great regularity, and are to

abide hereafter by the printing-office, which, with its

stock, etc., will revert to them fairly.

I have been able to redeem the offspring of my brain,

and they are like to pay me like grateful children. This

matter has set me a-thinking about money more seriously

than ever I did in my life, and I have begun by insuring

my life for ^£4000, to secure some ready cash to my
family should I slip girths suddenly. I think my other

property, library, etc., may be worth about £12,000,

and I have not much debt.

Upon the whole, I see no prospect of any loss what-

ever. Although in the course of human events I may
be disappointed, there certainly can be none to vex your



36o SIR WALTER SCOTT mt. 42

kind and affectionate heart on my account. I am young,

with a large official income, and if I lose anything now,

I have gained a great deal in my day. I cannot tell

you, and will not attempt to tell you, how much I was

affected by your letter— so much, indeed, that for sev-

eral days I could not make my mind up to express myseK
on the subject. Thank God! all real danger was yester-

day put over— and I will write, in two or three days, a

fimny letter, without any of these vile cash matters, of

which it may be said there is no living with them nor

without them.

Ever yours, most truly,

Waltee Scott.

AU these annoyances produced no change whatever in

Sdott's habits of literary industry. During these anxious

months of September, October, and November, he kept

feeding James Ballantyne's press, from day to day, both

with the annotated text of the closing volumes of Swift's

works, and with the MS. of his Life of the Dean, He
had also proceeded to mature in his own mind the plan

of The Lord of the Isles, and executed such a portion of

the First Canto as gave him confidence to renew his ne-

gotiation with Constable for the sale of the whole, or

part of its copyright. It was, moreover, at this period,

that, looking into an old cabinet in search of some fish-

ing-tackle, his eye chanced to light once more on the

Ashestiel fragment of Waverley. — He read over those

introductory chapters— thought they had been under-

valued— and determined to finish the story.

All this while, too, he had been subjected to those

interruptions from idle strangers, which from the first

to the last imposed so heavy a tax on his celebrity; and
he no doubt received such guests with all his usual ur-

banity of attention. Yet I was not surprised to discover,

among his hasty notes to the Ballantynes, several of

tenor akin to the following specimens :—
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" September 2, 1813.

"My temper is really worn to a hair's breadth. The
intruder of yesterday hung on me till twelve to-day.

When I had just taken my pen, he was relieved, like

a sentry leaving guard, by two other lounging visitors;

and their post has now been supplied by some people on
real business."

Agaii;.:—
" Monday eTening.

" Oh James ! oh James I Two Irish dames
Oppress me very sore j

I groaning send one sheet I Ve penned—
For, hang them I there 's no more."

A scrap of nearly the same date to his brother Thomas
may be introduced, as belonging to the same state of

feeling :
—

Dear Tom, — I observe what you say as to Mr.
* * * *; and as you may often be exposed to similar

requests, which it would be difficult to parry, you can

sign such letters of introduction as relate to persons

whom you do not delight to honor short, T. Scott; by
which abridgment of your name I shall understand to

limit my civilities.

It is proper to mention that, in the very agony of

these perplexities, the unfortunate Maturin received from

him a timely succor of £50, rendered doubly acceptable

by the kind and judicious letter of advice in which it

was enclosed; and I have before me ample evidence that

his benevolence had been extended to other struggling

brothers of the trade, even when he must often have had

actual difficulty to meet the immediate expenditure of his

own family. All this, however, will not surprise the

reader.

Nor did his general correspondence suffer much in-

terruption; and, as some relief after so many painful
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details, I shall close the narrative of this anxious year by

a few specimens of his miscellaneous communications :
—

TO MISS JOANNA BAILLIE, HAMPSTEAD.

Abbotsfobd, September 12, 1813.

My dear Miss Baillie,— I have been a vile lazy

correspondent, having been strolling about the country,

and indeed a little way into England, for the greater part

of July and August; in short, "aye skipping here and

there," like the, Tanner of Tamworth's horse. Since I

returned, I have had a gracious offer of the laurel on the

part of the Prince Kegent. You will not wonder that I

have declined it, though with every expression of grati-

tude which such an unexpected compliment demanded.

Indeed, it would be high imprudence in one having liter-

ary reputation to maintain, to accept of an offer which

obliged him to produce a poetical exercise on a given

theme twice a year; and besides, as my loyalty to the

royal family is very sincere, I would not wish to have

it thought mercenary. The public has done its part by
me very well, and so has Government: and I thought

this little literary provision ought to be bestowed on one

who has made literature his sole profession. If the Ee-
gent means to make it respectable, he will abolish the

foolish custom of the annual odes, which is a drudgery

no person of talent could ever willingly encounter— or

come clear off from, if he was so rash. And so, peace

be with the laurel,

" Profaned by Gibber and contemned by Gray."

I was for a fortnight at Drumlanrig, a grand old cha-

teau, which has descended, by the death of the late Duke
of Queensberry, to the Duke of Buccleuch. It is really

a most magnificent pile, and when embosomed amid the

wide forest scenery, of which I have an infantine recol-

lection, must have been very romantic. But old Q.
made wild devastation among the noble trees, although
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some fine ones are still left, and a quantity of young
shoots are, in despite of the want of every kind of atten-

tion, rushing up to supply the places of the fathers of

the forest from whose stems they are springing. It will

now I trust be in better hands, for the reparation of the

castle goes hand in hand with the rebuilding of aU the

cottages, in which an aged race of pensioners of Duke
Charles, and his pious wife, — "Kitty, blooming, young
and gay,"— have, during the last reign, been pining

into rheumatisms and agues, in neglected poverty.

All this is beautiful to witness : the indoor work does

not please me so well, though I am aware that, to those

who are to inhabit an old castle, it becomes often a mat-

ter of necessity to make alterations by which its tone and
character are changed for the worse. Thus a noble gal-

lery, which ran the whole length of the front, is con-

verted into bedrooms— very comfortable, indeed, but

not quite so magnificent; and as grim a dungeon as ever

knave or honest man was confined in, is in some danger

of being humbled into a wine-cellar. It is almost impos-

sible to draw your breath, when you recollect that this,

so many feet under-ground, and totally bereft of air and

light, was built for the imprisonment of human beings,

whether guilty, suspected, or merely unfortunate. Cer-

tainly, if our frames are not so hardy, our hearts are

softer than those of our forefathers, although probably

a few years of domestic war, or feudal oppression, would

bring us back to the same case-hardening both in body

and sentiment.

I meant to have gone to Rokeby, but was prevented

by Mrs. Morritt being unwell, which I very much regret,

as I know few people that deserve better health. I am

Tery glad you have known them, and I pray you to keep

up the acquaintance in winter. I am glad to see by this

day's paper that our friend Terry has made a favorable

impression on his first appearance at Covent Garden—
be has got a very good engagement there for three years,
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at twelve guineas a week, which is a handsome income.

— This little place comes on as fast as can be reasonably

hoped; and the pinasters are all above the ground, but

cannot be planted out for twelve months. My kindest

compliments— in which Mrs. Scott always joins— at-

tend Miss Agnes, the Doctor, and his family. Ever,

my dear friend, yours most faithfully,

Walter Scott.

to daniel teert, esq., london.

Abeotsfobd, 20th October, 1813.

Dear Teekt, — You will easily believe that I was

greatly pleased to hear from you. I had already learned

from The Courier (what I had anticipated too strongly

to doubt for one instant) your favorable impression on

the London public. I think nothing can be more judi-

cious in the managers than to exercise the various powers

you possess, in their various extents. A man of genius

is apt to be limited to one single style, and to become

perforce a mannerist, merely because the public is not

so just to its own amusement as to give him an opportu-

nity of throwing himself into different lines ; and doubt-

less the exercise of our talents in one unvaried course, by
degrees renders them incapable of any other, as the over-

use of any one limb of our body gradually impoverishes

the rest. I shall be anxious to hear that you have played

Malvolio, which is, I think, one of your coups-de-maitre,

and in which envy itself cannot affect to trace an imita-

tion. That same charge of imitation, by the way, is one

of the surest scents upon which dunces are certain to

open. Undoubtedly, if the same character is well per-

formed by two individuals, their acting must bear a gen-

eral resemblance— it could not be well performed by
both were it otherwise. But this general resemblance,

which arises from both following nature and their author,

can as little be termed imitation as the river in Wales
can be identified with that of Macedon. Never mind
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these dunderheads, but go on your own way, and scorn

to laugh on the right side of your mouth, to make a dif-

ference from some ancient comedian who, in the same

part, always laughed on the left. Stick to the public—
be uniform in your exertions to study even those charac-

ters which have little in them, and to give a grace which

you cannot find in the author. Audiences are always

grateful for this— or rather— for gratitude is as much
out of the question in the theatre, as Bernadotte says to

Boney it is amongst sovereigns— or rather, the audience

is gratified by receiving pleasure from a part which they

had no expectation would afford them any. It is in this

view that, had I been of your profession, and possessed

talents, I think I should have liked often those parts

with which my brethren quarrelled, and studied to give

them an effect which their intrinsic merit did not entitle

them to. I have some thoughts of being in town in

spring (not resolutions by any means); and it will be an

additional motive to witness your success, and to find you

as comfortably established as your friends in Castle

Street earnestly hope and trust you will be.

The summer— an uncommon summer in beauty and

serenity— has glided away from us at Abbotsford, amidst

our usual petty cares and petty pleasures. The chil-

dren's garden is in apple-pie order, our own completely

cropped and stocked, and all the trees flourishing like

the green bay of the Psalmist. I have been so busy

about our domestic arrangements, that I have not killed

six hares this season. Besides, I have got a cargo of old

armor, sufficient to excite a suspicion that I intend to

mount a squadron of cuirassiers. I only want a place

for my armory; and, thank God, I can wait for that,

these being no times for building. And this brings me
to the loss of poor Stark, with whom more genius has

died than is left behind among the collected universality

of Scottish architects. O Lord !— but what does it sig-

nify?— Earth was born to bear, and man to pay (that
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is, lords, nabobs, Glasgow traders, and those who have

wherewithal)— so wherefore grumble at great castles

and cottages, with which the taste of the latter contrives

to load the back of Mother Terra?— I have no hobby-

horsical commissions at present, unless if you meet the

Voyages of Captain Eichard, or Robert Faleonerj in one

volume— "cow-heel, quoth Sancho"— I mark them for

my own. Mrs. Scott, Sophia, Anne, and the boys, unite

in kind remembrances. Ever yours truly,

W. Scott.

TO THE EIGHT HON. LORD BYKON, 4 BENNET STREET,

ST. JAMES's, LONDON.

Abbotsfokd, 6th November, 1813.

Mt dear Lord, — I was honored with your Lord-

ship's letter of the 27th September,^ and have sincerely

to regret that there is such a prospect of your leaving

Britain, without my achieving your personal acquaint-

ance. I heartily wish your Lordship had come down
to Scotland this season, for I have never seen a finer,

and you might have renewed all your old associations

with Caledonia, and made such new ones as were likely

to suit you. I dare promise you would have liked me
well enough— for I have many properties of a Turk—
never trouble myself about futurity— am as lazy as the

day is long— delight in collecting silver-mounted pistols

and ataghans, and go out of my own road for no one—
all which I take to be attributes of your good Moslem.

Moreover, I am somewhat an admirer of royalty, and in

order to maintain this part of my creed, I shall take care

never to be connected with a court, but stick to the igno-

tum pro mirabili.

The author of The Queen's Wake will be delighted

with your approbation. He is a wonderful creature for

his opportunities, which were far inferior to those of the

^ The letter in question has not been preserved in Scott's collection of

correspondence. This leaves some allusions in the answer obscure.
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generality of Scottish peasants. Burns, for instance—
(not that their extent of talents is to be compared for an
instant)— had an education not much worse than the

sons of many gentlemen in Scotland. But poor Hogg
literally could neither read nor write till a very late

period of his life; and when he first distinguished him-
seK by his poetical talent, could neither spell nor write

grammar. When I first knew him, he used to send me
his poetry, and was both indignant and horrified when I

pointed out to him parallel passages in authors whom
he had never read, but whom all the world would have

sworn he had copied. An evil fate has hitherto attended

him, and baffled every attempt that has been made to

place him in a road to independence. But I trust he

may be more fortunate in future.

I have not yet seen Southey in the Gazette as Laure-

ate. He is a real poet, such as we read of in former

times, with every atom of his soul and every moment of

his time dedicated to literary pursuits, in which he differs

from almost all those who have divided public attention

with him. Your Lordship's habits of society, for exam-

ple, and my own professional and official avocations,

must necessarily connect us much more with our respec-

tive classes in the usual routine of pleasure or business,

than if we had not any other employment than vacare

musis. But Southey's ideas are all poetical, and his

whole soul dedicated to the pursuit of literature. In this

respect, as well as in many others, he is a most striking

and interesting character.

I am very much interested in all that concerns your

Giaour, which is universally approved of among our

mountains. I have heard no objection except by one

or two geniuses, who run over poetry as a cat does over

a harpsichord, and they affect to complain of obscurity.

On the contrary, I hold every real lover of the art is

obliged to you for condensing the narrative, by giving us

only those striking scenes which you have shown to be
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so susceptible of poetic ornament, and leaving to imagi-

nation the says I's and says he's, and all the minutiae

of detail which might be proper in giving evidence before

a court of justice. The truth is, I think poetry is most

striking when the mirror can be held up to the reader,

and the same kept constantly before his eyes; it requires

most uncommon powers to support a direct and down-

right narration ; nor can I remember many instances of

its being successfully maintained even by our greatest

bards.

As to those who have done me the honor to take my
rhapsodies for their model, I can only say they have ex-

emplified the ancient adage, " One fool makes many ;

"

nor do I think I have yet had miich reason to suppose I

have given rise to anything of distinguished merit. The
worst is, it draws on me letters and commendatory verses,

to which my sad and sober thanks in humble prose are

deemed a most unmeet and ungracious reply. Of this

sort of plague your Lordship must ere now have had

more than your share, but I think you can hardly have

met with so original a request as concluded the letter of

a bard I this morning received, who limited his demands

to being placed in his due station on Parnassus— and
invested with a post in the Edinburgh Custom House.

What an awakening of dry bones seems to be taking

place on the Continent! I could as soon have believed

in the resurrection of the Romans as in that of the Prus-

sians— yet it seems a real and active renovation of na-

tional spirit. It will certainly be strange enough if that

tremendous pitcher, which has travelled to so many foun-

tains, should be at length broken on the banks of the

Saale; but. from the highest to the lowest we are the

fools of fortune. Your Lordship will probably recollect

where the Oriental tale occurs, of a Sultan who consulted

Solomon on the proper inscription for a signet-ring, re-

quiring that the maxim which it conveyed should be at

once proper for moderating the presumption of prosperity



1 8 13 LETTER TO JOANNA BAILLIE 2(>9

and tempering the pressure of adversity. The apo-

phthegm supplied by the Jewish sage was, I think, ad-

mirably adapted for both purposes, being comprehended

in the words, " And this also shall pass away."

When your Lordship sees Rogers, will you remember
me kindly to him? I hope to be in London next spring,

and renew my acquaintance with my friends there. It

will be an additional motive if I could flatter myself that

your Lordship's stay in the country will permit me the

pleasure of waiting upon you. I am, with much respect

and regard, your Lordship's truly honored and obliged

humble servant, Walter Scott.

I go to Edinburgh next week, multum gemens.

TO MISS JOANNA BAILLIE, HAMPSTBAD.

Edihbubgh, 10th Decemljer, 1813.

Many thanks, my dear friend, for your kind token of

remembrance, which I yesterday received. I ought to

blush, if I had grace enough left, at my long and ungen-

erous silence: but what shall I say? The habit of pro-

crastination, which had always more or less a dominion

over me, does not relax its sway as I grow older and less

willing to take up the pen. I have not written to dear

Ellis this age, — yet there is not a day that I do not

think of you and him, and one or two other friends in

your southern land. I am very glad the whiskey came

safe : do not stint so laudable an admiration for the liquor

of Caledonia, for I have plenty of right good and sound

Highland Ferintosh, and I can always find an opportunity

of sending you up a bottle.

We are here almost mad with the redemption of Hol-

land, which has an instant and gratifying* effect on the

trade of Leith, and indeed all along the east coast of

Scotland. About ^100,000 worth of various commodi-

ties, which had been dormant in cellars and warehouses,

was sold the first day the news arrived, and Orange rib-

bons and Orange Boven was the order of the day among
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all ranks. It is a most miraculous revivification which

it has been our fate to witness. Though of a tolerably

sanguine temper, I had fairly adjourned all hopes and

expectations of the kind till another generation: the

same power, however, that opened the windows of heaven

and the fountains of the great deep has been pleased to

close them, and to cause his wind to blow upon the face

of the waters, so that we may look out from the ark of

our preservation, and behold the reappearance of the

mountain crests, and old, beloved, and well-known land-

marks, which we had deemed swallowed up forever in

the abyss : the dove with the olive branch would complete

the simile, but of that I see little hope. Bu'onaparte is

that desperate gambler, who will not rise while he has

a stake left ; and, indeed, to be King of France would be

a poor pettifogging enterprise, after having been almost

Emperor of the World. I think he will drive things on,

tiU the fickle and impatient people over whom he rules

get tired of him and shake him out of the saddle. Some
circumstances seem to intimate his having become jealous

of the Senate; and indeed anything like a representative

body, however imperfectly constructed, becomes danger-
ous to a tottering tyranny. The sword displayed on both
frontiers may, like that brandished across the road of

Balaam, terrify even dumb and irrational subjection into

utterance;— but enough of politics, though now a more
cheerful subject than they have been for many years
past.

I have had a strong temptation to go to the Continent
this Christmas; and should certainly have done so, had
I been sure of getting from Amsterdam to Frankfort,
where, as I know Lord Aberdeen and Lord Cathcart, I
might expect a welcome. But notwithstanding my ear-
nest desire to see the allied armies cross the Ehine, which
I suppose must be one of the grandest military spectacles
in the world, I should like to know that the roads were
tolerably secure, and the means of getting forward attain-
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able. In spring, however, if no unfortunate change

takes place, I trust to visit the camp of the allies, and
see all the pomp and power and circumstance of war,

which I have so often imagined, and sometimes attempted

to embody in verse. — Johnnie Eichardson is a good,

honorable, kind-hearted little fellow as lives in the world,

with a pretty taste for poetry, which he has wisely kept

under subjection to the occupation of drawing briefs and
revising conveyances. It is a great good fortune to him
to be in your neighborhood, as he is an idolater of gen-

ius, and where could he offer up his worship so justly?

And I am sure you will like him, for he is really " offi-

cious, innocent, sincere."^ Terry, I hope, will get on

well; he is industrious, and zealous for the honor of his

art. Ventidius must have been an excellent part for

him, hovering between tragedy and comedy, which is

precisely what will suit him. We have a woeful want

of him here, both in public and private, for he was one

of the most easy and quiet chimney-corner companions

that I have had for these two or three years past.

I am very glad if anything I have written to you could

give pleasure to Miss Edgeworth, though I am sure it

will fall very short of the respect which I have for her

brilliant talents. I always write to you a la volee, and

trust implicitly to your kindness and judgment upon all

occasions where you may choose to communicate any part

of my letters.^ As to the taxing men, I must battle

them as I can : they are worse than the great Emathian

conqueror, who
" bade spare

The honse of Pindams, when temple and tower

Went to the ground." '

Your pinasters are coming up gallantly in the nursery-

1 Scott's old friend, Mr. John Richardson, had shortly hefore this time

taken a honse in Miss Baillle's neighborhood, on Hampstead Heath.
^ Miss Baillie had apologized to him for having sent an extract of one

of his letters to her friend at Edgeworthstown.
8 Milton, Sonnet No. VIII. [When the Assault was intended to the City.']
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bed at Abbotsford. I trust to pay the whole establish-

ment a Christmas visit, which will be, as Eobinson

Crusoe says of his glass of rum, "to mine exceeding

refreshment." All Edinburgh have been on tiptoe to

see Madame de Stael, but she is now not likely to honor

us with a visit, at which I cannot prevail on myself to

be very sorry ; for as I tired of some of her works, I am
afraid I should disgrace my taste by tiring of the author-

ess too. All my little people are very well, learning,

with great pain and diligence, much which they will have

forgotten altogether, or nearly so, in the course of twelve

years hence: but the habit of learning is something in

itself, even when the lessons are forgotten.

I must not omit to tell you that a friend of mine, with

whom that metal is more plenty than with me, has given

me some gold mohurs to be converted into a ring for en-

chasing King Charles's hair ; but this is not to be done

until I get to London, and get a very handsome pattern.

Ever, most truly and sincerely yours,

W. Scott.

The last sentence of this letter refers to a lock of the

hair of Charles I., which, at Dr. Baillie's request, Sir

Henry Halford had transmitted to Scott when the royal

martyr's remains were discovered at Windsor, in April,

1813.^ Sir John Malcolm had given him some Indian

1 [On May 3, Scott had written to his danghter, that this hair was light

brown, and later, writing to Joanna Baillie, he says, "I did not think

Charles's hair had heen quite so light ; that of his father, and I believe of

all the Stuarts till Charles II., was reddish." Of the king, he goes on to

say :
" Tory, as I am, my heart only goes with King Charles in his strug-

gles and distresses, for the fore part of his reign was a series of miscon-

duct ; however, if he sow'd the wind, God knows he reap'd the whirlwind.

. . . Sound therefore be the sleep, and henceforward undisturbed the

ashes, of this unhappy prince. . . . His attachment to a particular form
of worship was in him conscience, for he adhered to the Church of Eng-
land . . . when by giving up that favorite point he might have secured

his reestablishment ; and in that sense he may be justly considered as a
m3rt3rr, though his early political errors blemish his character as King of

England."— Familiar Letters, vol. i. p. 288.]
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coins to supply virgin gold for the setting of this relic;

and for some years he constantly wore the ring, which is

a massive and beautiful one, with the word Kemembeb
surrounding it in highly relieved black-letter.

The poet's allusion to "taxing men" may require an-

other word of explanation. To add to his troubles dur-

ing this autumn of 1813, a demand was made on him by

the commissioners of the income-tax, to return in one of

their schedules an account of the profits of his literary

exertions during the last three years. He demurred to

this, and took the opinion of high authorities in Scotland,

who confirmed him in his impression that the claim was

beyond the statute. The grounds of his resistance are

thus briefly stated in one of his letters to his legal friend

in London :—

TO JOHN BICHAKDSON, ESQ., FLUDYEE STEEBT, WESTMINSTEB.

Mt dear Eichardso*, — I have owed you a letter

this long time, but perhaps my debt might not yet be

discharged, had I not a little matter of business to trou-

ble you with. I wish you to lay before either the King's

counsel, or Sir Samuel Eomilly and any other you may
approve, the point whether a copyright being sold for

the term during which Queen Anne's act warranted the

property to the author, the price is liable in payment of

the property-tax. I contend it is not so liable, for the

following reasons : 1st, It is a patent right, expected to

produce an annual, or at least an incidental profit, dur-

ing the currency of many years ; and surely it was never

contended that if a man sold a theatrical patent, or a

patent for machinery, property-tax should be levied in

the first place on the full price as paid to the seller,

and then on the profits as purchased by the buyer. I

am not very expert at figures, but 1 think it clear that

a double taxation takes place. 2d, It should be consid-

ered that a book may be the work not of one year, but
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of a man's whole life; and as it has been found, in a late

case of the Duke of Gordon, that a fall of timber was

not subject to property-tax because it comprehended the

produce of thirty years, it seems at least equally fair that

mental exertions should not be subjected to a harder

principle of measurement. 3d, The demand is, so far as

I can learn, totally new and unheard of. 4th, Supposing

that I died and left my manuscripts to be sold publicly

along with the rest of my library, is there any ground for

taxing what might be received for the written book, any

more than any rare printed book, which a speculative

bookseller might purchase with a view to republication ?

You will know whether any of these things ought to be

suggested in the brief. David Hume, and every lawyer

here whom I have spoken to, consider the demand as

illegal. Believe me truly yours,

Walter Scott.

Mr. Eichardson having prepared a case, obtained upon

it the opinions of Mr. Alexander (afterwards Sir William

Alexander and Chief Baron of the Exchequer) and of

the late Sir Samuel Eomilly. These eminent lawyers

agreed in the view of their Scotch brethren ; and after a

tedious correspondence, the Lords of the Treasury at last

decided that the Income-Tax Commissioners should aban-

don their claim upon the produce of literary labor. I

have thought it worth while to preserve some record of

this decision, and of the authorities on which it rested,

in case such a demand should ever be renewed hereafter.

In the beginning of December, the Town Council of

Edinburgh resolved to send a deputation to congratulate

the Prince Regent on the prosperous course of public

events, and they invited Scott to draw up their address,

which, on its being transmitted for previous inspection

to Mr. William Dundas, then Member for the City, and
through him shown privately to the Regent, was acknow-
ledged to the penman, by his Royal Highness's command,
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as "the most elegant congratulation a sovereign ever

received, or a subject offered."^ The Lord Provost of

Edinburgh presented it accordingly at the levee of the

10th, and it was received most graciously. On returning

to the north, the Magistrates expressed their sense of

Scott's services on this occasion by presenting him with

the freedom of his native city, and also with a piece of

plate, — which the reader will find alluded to, among
other matters of more consequence, in a letter to be
quoted presently.

At this time Scott further expressed his patriotic ex-

ultation in the rescue of Europe, by two songs for the

anniversary of the death of Pitt; one of which has ever

since, I believe, been chanted at that celebration :—
" O dread was the time and more dreadful the omen,

When the brave on Marengo lay slaughter'd in Tain," etc.''

1 Letter from the Eight Hon. W. Dundas, dated 6th December, 1813.

2 See Scott's Poetical Works, vol. xi. p. 309, Edition 1834 [Cambridge

Edition, p. 409].
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I HAVE to open the year 1814 with a melancholy story.

Mention has been made, more than once, of Henry
Weber, a poor German scholar, who escaping to this

country in 1804, from misfortunes in his own, excited

Scott's compassion, and was thenceforth furnished,

through his means, with literary employment of various

sorts. Weber was a man of considerable learning; but

Scott, as was his custom, appears to have formed an ex-

aggerated notion of his capacity, and certainly counte-

nanced him, to his own severe cost, in several most un-

fortunate undertakings. When not engaged on things

of a more ambitious character, he had acted for ten years

as his protector's amanuensis, and when the family were

in Edinburgh, he very often dined with them. There

was something very interesting in his appearance and
manners : he had a fair, open countenance, in which the

honesty and the enthusiasm of his nation were alike visi-

ble; his demeanor was gentle and modest; and he had
not only a stock of curious antiquarian knowledge, but
the reminiscences, which he detailed with amusing sim-

plicity, of an early life chequered with many strange-

enough adventures. He was, in short, much a favorite

with Scott and all the household; and was invited to
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dine with them so frequently, chiefly because his friend

was aware that he had an unhappy propensity to drink-

ing, and was anxious to keep him away from places where
he might have been more likely to indulge it. This vice,

however, had been growing on him; and of late Scott

had found it necessary to make some rather severe re-

monstrances about habits which were at once injuring his

health, and interrupting his literary industry.

They had, however, parted kindly when Scott left

Edinburgh at Christmas, 1813, — and the day after his

return, Weber attended him as usual in his library,

being employed in transcribing extracts during several

hours, while his friend, seated over against him, contin-

ued working at the Life of Swift. The light beginning

to fail, Scott threw himself back in his chair, and was

about to ring for candles, when he observed the German's

eyes fixed upon him with an unusual solemnity of expres-

sion. "Weber," said he, "what 's the matter with you? "

"Mr. Scott," said Weber, rising, "you have long in-

sulted me, and I can bear it no longer. I have brought

a pair of pistols with me, and must insist on your taking

one of them instantly;" and with that he produced the

weapons, which had been deposited under his chair, and

laid one of them on Scott's manuscript. "You are mis-

taken, I think," said Scott, "in your way of setting

about this affair -— but no matter. It can, however, be

no part of your object to annoy Mrs. Scott and the chil-

dren; therefore, if you please, we will put the pistols

into the drawer till after dinner, and then arrange to go

out together like gentlemen." Weber answered with

equal coolness, "I believe that will be better," and laid

the second pistol also on the table. Scott locked them

both in his desk, and said, "I am glad you have felt the

propriety of what I suggested— let me only request fur-

ther, that nothing may occur while we are at dinner to

give my wife any suspicion of what has been passing."

Weber again assented, and Scott withdrew to his dress-
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ing-room, from which he immediately despatched a, mes-

sage to one of Weber's intimate companions, — and then

dinner was served, and Weber joined the family circle

as usual. He conducted himself with perfect composure,

and everything seemed to go on in the ordinary way,

until whiskey and hot water being produced, Scott, instead

of inviting his guest to help himself, mixed two moderate

tumblers of toddy, and handed one of them to Weber,
who, upon that, started up with a furious countenance,

but instantly sat down again, and when Mrs. Scott ex-

pressed her fear that he was ill, answered placidly that

he was liable to spasms, but that the pain was gone. He
then took the glass, eagerly gulped down its contents,

and pushed it back to Scott. At this moment the friend

who had been sent for made his appearance, and Weber,

on seeing him enter the room, rushed past him and out

of the house, without stopping to put on his hat. The
friend, who pursued instantly, came up with him at the

end of the street, and did all he could to soothe his agita-

tion, but in vain. The same evening he was obliged to

be put into a strait-waistcoat; and though in a few days

he exhibited such symptoms of recovery that he was al-

lowed to go by himself to pay a visit in the north of

England, he there soon relapsed, and continued ever

afterwards a hopeless lunatic, being supported to the end

of his life, in June, 1818, at Scott's expense, in an
asylum at York.

The reader will now appreciate the gentle delicacy of

the following letter :—
TO J. B. S. MOEEITT, ESQ., KOKBBT, GRETA BErOGE.

Edqtbubgh, 7th January, 1814.

Many happy New Years to you and Mrs. Morritt.

My deae Moekitt, — I have postponed writing a
long while, in hopes to send you the Life of Swift. But
I have been delayed by an odd accident. Poor Weber,
whom you may have heard me mention as a sort of
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grinder of mine, who assisted me in various ways, has
fallen into a melancholy state. His habits, like those of

most German students, were always too convivial— this,

of course, I guarded against while he was in my house,

which was always once a week at least ; but unfortunately

he undertook a long walk through the Highlands of up-
wards of 2000 miles, and, I suppose, took potations

pottle deep to support him through the fatigue. His
mind became accordingly quite unsettled, and after some
strange behavior here, he was fortunately prevailed upon
to go to * * * * who resides in Yorkshire. It is not

unlikely, from something that dropped from him, that

he may take it into his head to call at Eokeby, in which
case you must parry any visit, upon the score of Mrs.
Morritt's health. If he were what he used to be, you
would be much pleased with him ; for besides a very ex-

tensive general acquaintance with literature, he was par-

ticularly deep in our old dramatic lore, a good modern
linguist, a tolerable draughtsman and antiquary, and a

most excellent hydrographer. I have not the least doubt

that if he submits to the proper regimen of abstinence

and moderate exercise, he will be quite well in a few

weeks or days— if not, it is miserable to think what may
happen. The being suddenly deprived of his services in

this melancholy way, has flung me back at least a month
with Swift, and left me no time to write to my friends, for

aU my memoranda, etc., were in his hands, and had to

be new-modelled, etc., etc.

Our glorious prospects on the Continent called forth

the congratulations of the City of Edinburgh among
others. The Magistrates asked me to draw their address,

which was presented by the Lord Provost in person, who
happens to be a gentleman of birth and fortune.^ The

Prince said some very handsome things respecting the

address, with which the Magistrates were so much elated,

that they have done the genteel thing (as Winifred Jen-

1 The late Sir John MaTJoribanks of Lee8, Bart.
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kins says) by their literary adviser, and presented me
with the freedom of the city, and a handsome piece of

plate. I got the freedom at the same time with Lord

Dalhousie and Sir Thomas Graham, and the Provost

gave a very brilliant entertainment. About 150 gentle-

men dined at his own house, all as well served as if there

had been a dozen. So if one strikes a cuff on the one

side from ill-will, there is a pat on the other from kind-

ness, and the shuttlecock is kept flying. To poor Char-

lotte's great horror, I chose my plate in the form of an

old English tankard, an utensil for which I have a par-

ticular respect, especially when charged with good ale, cup,

or any of these potables. I hope you will soon see mine.^

Your little friends, Sophia and Walter, were at a

magnificent party on Twelfth Night at Dalkeith, where

the Duke and Duchess entertained all Edinburgh. I

think they have dreamed of nothing since but Aladdin's

lamp and the palace of Haroun Al-Easchid. I am uncer-

tain what to do this spring. I would fain go on the

Continent for three or four weeks, if it be then safe for

non-combatants. If not, we will have a merry meeting

in London, and, like Master Silence,

" Eat, drink, and make good cheer,

And praise heaven for the merry year." ^

I have much to say about Triermain. The fourth edition

is at press. The Empress Dowager of Russia has ex-

^ The inscription for this tankard was penned by the late celebrated

Dr. James Gregory, Professor of the Practice of Physic in the University

of Edinburgh ; and I therefore transcribe it.

GUAITBBUM SCOTT

DE ABBOTSFOKD
VIBTnH SUMMI INGENn

SCBIFTOBEltr ELEQAirrEM
POBTAEUM SUI 8ECULI FACILE PBINCIPEM

PATEI^ DEOUS
OB VAEIA BBGA IPBAM MEEITA
IK CrviUM SUOEUM NUMEBUM

OBATA ADSCRIPSIT CIVITAS EDINEUBGENSIB
ET HOC CANTBAEO DONAVIT

A. D. M.DCCC.Xrn.
* Sd King Hemp IV. Act V. Scene 3.
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pressed such an interest in it, that it will be inscribed to

her, in some doggerel sonnet or other, by the unknown
author. This is funny enough. — Love a thousand times
to dear Mrs. Morritt, who, I trust, keeps pretty well.

Pray write soon— a modest request from

Walter Scott.

The last of Weber's literary productions were the
analyses of the Old German Poems of the Helden Buck,
and the Nihdungen Lied, which appeared in a massive
quarto, entitled Illustrations of Northern Antiquities,

published in the summer of 1814, by his and Scott's

friend, Mr. Robert Jameson. Scott avowedly contrib-

uted to this collection an account of the Eyrbiggia Saga,

which has since been included in his Prose Miscellanies

(Vol. v., edition 1834); but any one who examines the

share of the work which goes under Weber's name will

see that Scott had a considerable hand in that also. The
rhymed versions from the Nibelungen Lied came, I can

have no doubt, from his pen; but he never reclaimed

these, or any other similar benefactions, of which I have

traced not a few; nor, highly curious and even beautiful

as many of them are, coixld they be intelligible, if sepa-

rated from the prose narrative on which Weber embroid-

ered them, in imitation of the style of Ellis's Specimens

of Metrical Eomance.

The following letters, on the first abdication of Napo-

leon, are too characteristic to be omitted here. I need

not remind the reader how greatly Scott had calmed his

opinions, and softened his feelings, respecting the career

and fate of the most extraordinary man of our age, be-

fore he undertook to write his history.

TO 3. B. S. MOKEITT, ESQ., POBTLAND PLACE, LONDON.

Abbotsford, 30th April, 1814.

"Joy— joy in London now!"— and in Edinburgh,

moreover, my dear Morritt; for never did you or I see,
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and never again shall we see, according to all human

prospects, a consummation so truly glorious, as now bids

fair to conclude this long and eventful war. It is star-

tling to think that, but for the preternatural presumption

and hardness of heart displayed by the arch-enemy of

mankind, we should have had a hollow and ominous truce

with him, instead of a glorious and stable peace with the

country over which he tyrannized, and its lawful ruler.

But Providence had its own wise purposes to answer—
and such was the deference of France to the ruling power
— so devoutly did they worship the Devil for possession

of his burning throne, that, it may be, nothing short of

his rejection of every fair and advantageous offer of

peace could have driven them to those acts of resistance

which remembrance of former convulsions had rendered

so fearful to them. Thank God I it is done at last : and
— although I rather grudge him even the mouthful of

air which he may draw in the Isle of Elba— yet I ques-

tion whether the moral lesson would have been completed

either by his perishing in battle, or being torn to pieces

(which I should greatly have preferred), like the De
Witts, by an infuriated crowd of conscripts and their

parents. Good God! with what strange feelings must
that man retire from the most unbounded authority ever

vested in the hands of one man, to the seclusion of pri-

vacy and restraint ! We have never heard of one good
action which he did, at least for which there was not some
selfish or political reason; and the train of slaughter,

pestilence, and famine and fire, which his ambition has

occasioned, would have outweighed five hundredfold the

private virtues of a Titus. These are comfortable reflec-

tions to carry with one to privacy. If he writes his

own history, as he proposes, we may gain something;
but he must send it here to be printed. Nothing less

than a neck-or-nothing London bookseller, like John
Dunton of yore, will venture to commit to the press his

strange details uncastrated. I doubt if he has stamina
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to undertake such a labor; and yet, in youth, as I know
from the brothers of Lauriston, who were his school-

companions, Buonaparte's habits were distinctly and

strongly literary. Spain, the Continental System, and

the invasion of Russia he may record as his three leading

blunders— an awful lesson to sovereigns that morality

is not so indifferent to politics as Machiavelians will as-

sert, lies nolunt diu male administrari. Why can we
not meet to talk over these matters over a glass of claret ?

and when shall that be! Not this spring, I fear, for

time wears fast away, and I have remained here nailed

among my future oaks, which I measure daily with a

foot-rule. Those which were planted two years ago

begin to look very gayly, and a venerable plantation of

four years old looks as hohbish as yours at the dairy by

Greta side. Besides, I am arranging this cottage a little

more conveniently, to put off the plague and expense of

building another year; and I assure you, I expect to

spare Mrs. Morritt and you a chamber in the wall, with

a dressing-room and everything handsome about you.

You will not stipulate, of course, for many square feet.

— You would be surprised to hear how the Continent is

awakening from its iron sleep. The utmost eagerness

seems to prevail about English literature. I have had

several voluntary epistles from different parts of Ger-

many, from men of letters, who are eager to know what

we have been doing, while they were compelled to play

at blind man's buff with the ci-devant Empereur. The

feeling of the French officers, of whom we have many

in our vicinity, is very curious, and yet natural.^ Many
of them, companions of Buonaparte's victories, and who

hitherto have marched with him from conquest to con-

quest, disbelieve the change entirely. This is all very

stupid to write to you, who are in the centre of these

1 A good many French officers, prisoners of war, had been living on

parole in Melrose, and the adjoining villages ; and Mr. and Mrs. Scott had

heen particularly kind and hospitable to them.
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wonders ; but what else can I say, unless I should send

you the measure of the future fathers of the forest? Mrs.

Scott is with me here— the children in Edinburgh. Our
kindest love attends Mrs. Morritt. I hope to hear soon

that her health continues to gain ground.

I have a letter from Southey, in high spirits on the

glorious news. What a pity this last battle ^ was fought.

But I am glad the rascals were beaten once more.

Ever yours,

Walter Scott.

to bobeet southet, esq., keswick.

Eddtbubgh, 17th June, 1814.

My dear Southet, — I suspended writing to thank

you for the Carmen Triumphale— (a happy omen of

what you can do to immortalize our public story)— until

the. feverish mood of expectation and anxiety should be

over. And then, as you truly say, there followed a stun-

ning sort of listless astonishment and complication of

feeling, which, if it did not lessen enjoyment, confused

and confounded one's sense of it. I remember the first

time I happened to see a launch, I was neither so much
struck with the descent of the vessel, nor with its majes-

tic sweep to its moorings, as with the blank which was

suddenly made from the withdrawing so large an object,

and the prospect which was at once opened to the oppo-

site side of the dock crowded with spectators. Buona-

parte's fall strikes me something in the same way: the

huge bulk of his power, against which a thousand arms

were hammering, was obviously to sink when its main
props were struck away— and yet now— when it has

disappeared— the vacancy which it leaves in our minds
and attention marks its huge and preponderating impor-

tance more strongly than even its presence. Yet I so

devoutly expected the termination, that in discussing the

matter with Major Philips, who seemed to partake of

I The battle of Toulonse.
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the doubts which prevailed during the feverish period

preceding the capture of Paris, when he was expressing

his apprehensions that the capital of France would he

defended to the last, I hazarded a prophecy that a bat-

tle would be fought on the heights of Montmartre— (no

great sagacity, since it was the point where Marlborough
proposed to attack, and for which Saxe projected a

scheme of defence)— and that if the allies were success-

ful, which I little doubted, the city would surrender, and

the Senate proclaim the dethronement of Buonaparte.

But I never thought nor imagined that he would have

given in as he has done. I always considered him as

possessing the genius and talents of an Eastern con-

queror; and although I never supposed that he possessed,

allowing for some difference of education, the liberality

of conduct and political views which were sometimes ex-

hibited by old Hyder Ally, yet I did think he might

have shown the same resolved and dogged spirit of reso-

lution which induced Tippoo Saib to die manfully upon

the breach of his capital city with his sabre clenched in

his hand. But this is a poor devil, and cannot play the

tyrant so rarely as Bottom the Weaver proposed to do.

I think it is Strap in Eoderiek Bandom, who, seeing

a highwayman that had lately robbed him, disarmed and

bound, fairly offers to box him for a shilling. One has

really the same feeling with respect to Buonaparte,

though if he go out of life after all in the usual manner,

it will be the strongest proof of his own insignificance,

and the liberality of the age we live in. Were I a son

of Palm or Hoffer, I should be tempted to take a long

shot at him in his retreat to Elba. As for coaxing the

French by restoring all our conquests, it would be driv-

ing generosity into extravagance: most of them have

been colonized with British subjects, and improved by

British capital ; and surely we owe no more to the French

nation than any well-meaning individual might owe to

a madman, whom— at the expense of a hard struggle,
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black eyes, and bruises— he has at length overpowered,

knocked down, and by the wholesome discipline of a

bull's pizzle and strait-jacket, brought to the handsome

enjoyment of his senses. I think with you, what we
return to them should be well paid for; and they should

have no Pondicherry to be a nest of smugglers, nor Mau-
ritius to nurse a hornet-swarm of privateers. In short,

draw teeth, and pare claws, and leave them to fatten

themselves in peace and quiet, when they are deprived

of the means of indulging their restless spirit of enter-

prise.

— The above was written at Abbotsford last month,

but left in my portfolio there till my return some days

ago; and now, when I look over what I have written, I

am confirmed in my opinion that we have given the

rascals too good an opportunity to boast that they have

got well off. An intimate friend of mine,^ just returned

from a long captivity in France, witnessed the entry of

the King, guarded by the Imperial Guards, whose coun-

tenances betokened the most sullen and ferocious discon-

tent. The mob, and especially the women, pelted them
for refusing to cry, "Vive le Eoi." If Louis is well

advised, he will get rid of these fellows gradually, but as

soon as possible. "Joy, joy in London now!" What
a scene has been going on there ! I think you may see

the Czar appear on the top of one of your stages one

morning. He is a fine fellow, and has fought the good

fight. Yours affectionately,

Walter Scott.

On the 1st of July, 1814, Scott's Life and Edition of

Swift, in nineteen volumes 8vo, at length issued from
the press. This adventure, undertaken by Constable in

1808, had been proceeded in during all the variety of

their personal relations, and now came forth when author

^ Sir Adam Ferg^on, who had been taken prisoner in the course of

the Duke of Wellington's retreat from Burgos.
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and publisher felt more warmly towards each other than

perhaps they had ever before done. The impression

was of 1250 copies; and a reprint of similar extent was

called for in 1824. The Life of Swift has subsequently

been included in the author's Miscellanies, and has ob-

tained a very wide circulation.

By his industrious inquiries, in which, as the preface

gratefully acknowledges, he found many zealous assist-

ants, especially among the Irish literati,^ Scott added to

this edition many admirable pieces, both in prose and

verse, which had never before been printed, and still

more which had escaped notice amidst old bundles of

pamphlets and broadsides. To the illustration of these

and of all the better known writings of the Dean, he

brought the same qualifications which had, by general

consent, distinguished his Dryden, "uniting," as the

Edinburgh Keview expresses it, "to the minute know-

ledge and patient research of the Malones and Chal-

merses, a vigor of judgment and a vivacity of style to

which they had no pretensions." His biographical nar-

rative, introductory essays, and notes on Swift, show,

indeed, an intimacy of acquaintance with the obscurest

details of the political, social, and literary history of the

period of Queen Anne, which it is impossible to consider

without feeling a lively regret that he never accomplished

a long-cherished purpose of preparing a Life and Edition

of Pope on a similar scale. It has been specially unfor-

tunate for that "true deacon of the craft," as Scott often

called Pope, that first Goldsmith, and then Scott, should

have taken up, only to abandon it, the project of writing

his life and editing his works.

The Edinburgh Eeviewer thus characterizes Scott's

Memoir of the Dean of St. Patrick's:

—

1 The names -which he particularly mentions are those of th« late Mat-

thew Weld Hartstonge, Esq., of Dublin, Theophilus Swift, Esq., Major

Tiekell, Thomas Steele, Esq., Leonard MacnaUy, Esq., and the Eev. M.

Berwick.
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" It is not everywhere extremely well written, in a literary

point of view, but it is drawn up in substance with great intel-

ligence, liberality, and good feeling. It is quite fair and mod-

erate in politics ; and perhaps rather too indulgent and tender

towards individuals of all descriptions— more fuU, at least, of

kindness and veneration for genius and social virtue, than of

indignation at baseness and profligacy. Altogether, it is not

much like the production of a mere man of letters, or a fastidi-

ous speculator in sentiment and morality ; but exhibits through-

out, and in a very pleasing form, the good sense and large

toleration of a man of the world, with much of that generous

aUowauce for the

' Fears of the brave and follies of the wise,'

which genius too often requires, and should therefore always be

most forward to show. It is impossible, however, to avoid no-

ticing that Mr. Scott is by far too favorable to the personal

character of his author, whom we think it would really be in-

jurious to the cause of morality to allow to pass either as a very

dignified or a very amiable person. The truth is, we think,

that he was extremely ambitious, arrogant, and selfish ; of a

morose, vindictive, and haughty temper ; and though capable

of a sort of patronizing generosity towards his dependents, and
of some attachment towards those who had long known and
flattered him, his general demeanor, both in public and private

life, appears to have been far from exemplary ; destitute of

temper and magnanimity, and we will add, of principle, in the

former ; and in the latter, of tenderness, fidelity, or compas-

sion."— Edinburgh Review, vol. xvii. p. 9.

I have no desire to break a lance in this place in de-

fence of the personal character of Swift. It does not

appear to me that he stands at all distinguished among
politicians (least of all, among the politicians of his time)

for laxity of principle ; nor can I consent to charge his

private demeanor with the absence either of tenderness,

or fidelity, or compassion. But who ever dreamed—
most assuredly not Scott— of holding up the Dean of

St. Patrick's as on the whole an "exemplary character"?
The biographer felt, whatever his critic may have thought
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on the subject, that a vein of morbid humor ran through
Swift's whole existence, both mental and physical, from
the beginning, "He early adopted," says Scott, "the
custom of observing his birthday, as a term not of joy
but of sorrow, and of reading, when it annually recurred,

the striking passage of Scripture in which Job laments
and execrates the day upon which it was said in his

father's house that a man-child was born ; " and I should

have expected that any man who had considered the black

close of the career thus early clouded, and read the entry

of Swift's diary on the funeral of Stella, his epitaph on
himself, and the testament by which he disposed of his

fortune, would have been willing, like Scott, to dwell on
the splendor of his immortal genius, and the many traits

of manly generosity "which he unquestionably exhibited,"

rather than on the faults and foibles of nameless and in-

scrutable disease, which tormented and embittered the

far greater part of his earthly being. "What the critic

says of the practical and businesslike style of Scott's

biography, appears very just— and I think the circum-

stance eminently characteristic; nor, on the whole, could

his edition, as an edition, have been better dealt with

than in the Essay which I have quoted. It was, by the

way, written by Mr. Jeffrey, at Constable's particular

request. "It was, I think, the first time I ever asked

such a thing of him," the bookseller said to me; "and
I assure you the result was no encouragement to repeat

such petitions." Mr. Jeffrey attacked Swift's whole

character at great length, and with consummate dexter-

ity; and, in Constable's opinion, his article threw such

a cloud on the Dean, as materially checked, for a time,

the popularity of his writings. Admirable as the paper

is, in point of ability, I think Mr. Constable may have

considerably exaggerated its effects; but in those days

it must have been difficult for him to form an impartial

opinion upou such a question; for, as Johnson said of

Cave, that "he could not spit over his window without
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thinking of The Gentleman's Magazine," I believe Con-

stable allowed nothing to interrupt his paternal pride in

the concerns of his Review, until the Waverley Novels

supplied him with another periodical publication still

more important to his fortunes.

And this consummation was not long delayed: a con-

siderable addition having by that time been made to the

original fragment, there appeared in The Scots Magazine,

for February 1, 1814, an announcement, that "Waver-
ley; or, 'Tis Sixty Years Since, a novel, in 3 vols.,

12mo," would be published in March. And before Scott

came into Edinburgh, at the close of the Christmas vaca-

tion, on the 12th of January, Mr. Erskine had perused

the greater part of the first volume, and expressed his

decided opinion that Waverley would prove the most

popular of all his friend's writings.^ The MS. was

forthwith copied by John Ballantyne, and sent to press.

As soon as a volume was printed, Ballantyne conveyed it

to Constable, who did not for a moment doubt from what

pen it proceeded, but took a few days to consider of the

matter, and then offered j£700 for the copyright. When
we recollect what the state of novel literature in those

days was, and that the only exceptions to its mediocrity,

the Irish Tales of Miss Edgeworth, however appreciated

in refined circles, had a circulation so limited that she

had never realized a tithe of <£700 by the best of them—
it must be allowed that Constable's o£Eer was a liberal

one. Scott's answer, however, transmitted through the

same channel, was that £700 was too much, in case the

novel should not be successful, and too little in case it

' Entertaining one night a small partj of friends, Erskine read the

proof sheets of this volume after supper, and was confirmed in his opinion

by the enthusiastic interest they excited in his highly intelligent circle.

Mr. James Simpson and Mr. Norman Hill, adTOcates, were of this party,

and from the way in which their host spoke, they both inferred that they
were listening to the first effort of some miknown aspirant. They all pro-

nounced the work one of the highest classical merit. The sitting was
protracted tUl daybreak. — (1839.)
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should. He added, "If our fat friend had said £1000,
I should have been staggered." John did not forget to

hint this last circumstance to Constable, but the latter

did not choose to act upon it; and he ultimately pub-

lished the work, on the footing of an equal division of

profits between himself and the author. There was a

considerable pause between the finishing of the first vol-

ume and the beginning of the second. Constable had,

in 1812, acquired the copyright of the Encyclopaedia

Britannica, and was now preparing to publish the valu-

able Supplement to that work, which has since, with

modifications, been incorporated into its text. He ear-

nestly requested Scott to undertake a few articles for the

Supplement ; he agreed— and, anxious to gratify the gen-

erous bookseller, at once laid aside his tale until he had
finished two essays— those on Chivalry and the Drama.
They appear to have been completed in the course of

April and May, and he received for each of them— as

he did subsequently for that on Komanee— £100.

The two next letters will give us, in more exact detail

than the author's own recollection could supply in 1830,

the history of the completion of Waverley. It was pub-

lished on the 7th of July ; and two days afterwards he

thus writes :
—

TO J. B. S. MOEKITT, ESQ., M. P., LOITDON.

Edineuegh, 9th July, 1814.

My deak Moreitt,— I owe you many apologies for

not sooner answering your very entertaining letter upon

your Parisian journey. I heartily wish I had been of

your party, for you have seen what I trust will not be

seen again in a hurry; since, to enjoy the delight of a

restoration, there is a necessity for a previous bouleverse-

ment of everything that is valuable in morals and policy,

which seems to have been the case in France since 1790.^

* Mr. Morritt had, in the spring of this year, been present at the first

levee held at the TuUeries by Monsieur (afterwards Charles X.), as repre-
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The Duke of Buccleuch told me yesterday of a very good

reply of Louis to some of his attendants, who proposed

shutting the doors of his apartments to keep out the

throng of people. "Open the door," he said, "to John

Bull; he has suffered a great deal in keeping the door

open for me."

Now, to go from one important subject to another, I

must account for my own laziness, which I do by refer-

ring you to a small anonymous sort of a novel, in three

volumes, Waverley, which you will receive by the mail

of this day. It was a very old attempt of mine to em-

body some traits of those characters and manners peculiar

to Scotland, the last remnants of which vanished during

my own youth, so that few or no traces now remain. I

had written great part of the first volume, and sketched

other passages, when I mislaid the MS., and only found

it by the merest accident as I was rummaging the drawers

of an old cabinet ; ^ and I took the fancy of finishing it,

which I did so fast, that the last two volumes were writ-

ten in three weeks. I had a great deal of fun in the

accomplishment of this task, though I do not expect that

it will be popular in the south, as much of the humor, if

there be any, is local, and some of it even professional.

You, however, who are an adopted Scotchman, will find

some amusement in it. It has made a very strong im-

pression here, and the good people of Edinburgh are

busied in tracing the author, and in finding out originals

for the portraits it contains. In the first case, they wiU
probably find it diiSBcult to convict the guilty author, al-

though he is far from escaping suspicion. Jeffrey has

offered to make oath that it is mine, and another great

sentative of his brother Louis XVIII. Mr. M. had not been in Paris till

that time since 17S9.

^ [The old writing-desk, in which, while searching for some fishing-

tackle for a g^est, Scott found the long-lost manuscript, was given hy him
to William Laidlaw, who till his death cherished with religions care all his

memorials of Abbotsford. The desk is now a treasured possession of his

grandson, Mr. W. L. Carruthers, of Inverness.]
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critic has tendered his affidavit ex contrario ; so that these

authorities have divided the Gude Town. However, the

thing has succeeded very well, and is thought highly of.

I don't know if it has got to London yet. I intend to

maintain my incognito. Let me know your opinion

about it. I should be most happy if I could think it

would amuse a painful thought at this anxious moment.
I was in hopes Mrs. Morritt was getting so much better,

that this relapse affects me very much. Ever yours

truly, W. Scott.

P. S. — As your conscience has very few things to

answer for, you must still burthen it with the secret of

the Bridal. It is spreading very rapidly, and I have one

or two little fairy romances, which will make a second

volume, and which I would wish published, but not with

my name. The truth is, that this sort of muddling work

amuses me, and I am something in the condition of

Joseph Surface, who was embarrassed by getting himself

too good a reputation ; for many things may please people

well enough anonymously, which, if they have me in the

title-page, would just give me that sort of ill name which

precedes hanging— and that would be in many respects

inconvenient if I thought of again trying a grande opus.

This statement of the foregoing letter (repeated still

more precisely in the following one), as to the time occu-

pied in the composition of the second and third volumes

of Waverley, recalls to my memory a trifling anecdote,

which, as connected with a dear friend of my youth,

whom I have not seen for many years, and may very

probably never see again in this world, I shall here set

down, in the hope of affording him a momentary, though

not an unmixed pleasure, when he may chance to read

this compilation on a distant shore— and also in the

hope that my humble record may impart to some active

mind In the rising generation a shadow of the influence

which the reality certainly exerted upon his. Happening
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to pass through Edinburgh in June, 1814, I dined one

day with the gentleman in question (now the Honorable

William Menzies, one of the Supreme Judges at the

Cape of Good Hope), whose residence was then in George

Street, situated very near to, and at right angles with,

North Castle Street. It was a party of very young per-

sons, most of them, like Menzies and myself, destined

for the Bar of Scotland, all gay and thoughtless, enjoy-

ing the first flush of manhood, with little remembrance

of the yesterday, or care of the morrow. When my
companion's worthy father and uncle, after seeing two or

three bottles go round, left the juveniles to themselves,

the weather being hot, we adjourned to a library which

had one large window looking northwards. After carous-

ing here for an hour or more, I observed that a shade

had come over the aspect of my friend, who happened to

be placed immediately opposite to myself, and said some-

thing that intimated a fear of his being unweU. "No,"
said he, "I shall be well enough presently, if you will

only let me sit where you are, and take my chair; for

there is a confounded hand in sight of me here, which

has often bothered me before, and now it won't let me
fill my glass with a good will." I rose to change places

with him accordingly, and he pointed out to me this hand
which, like the writing on Belshazzar's wall, disturbed

his hour of hilarity. "Since we sat down," he said, "I
have been watching it— it fascinates my eye— it never

stops—^page after page is finished and thrown on that

heap of MS., and still it goes on unwearied— and so it

will be till candles are brought in, and God knows how
long after that. It is the same every night— I can't

stand a sight of it when I am not at my books."—
"Some stupid, dogged, engrossing clerk, probably," ex-

claimed myself, or some other giddy youth in our society.

"No, boys," said our host, "I well know what hand it is

— 'tis Walter Scott's." This was the hand that, in the
evenings of three summer weeks, wrote the last two vol-
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umes of "Waverley. Would that all who that night

watched it had profited by its example of diligence as

largely as William Menzies

!

In the next of these letters Scott enclosed to Mr.
Morritt the Prospectus of a new edition of the old poems
of the Bruce and the Wallace, undertaken by the learned

lexicographer, Dr. John Jamieson; and he announces
his departure on a sailing excursion round th^ north of

Scotland. It wiU be observed that when Scott besan his

letter, he had only had Mr. Morritt's opinion of the first

volume of Waverley, and that before he closed it he had
received his friend's honest criticism on the work as a

whole, with the expression of an earnest hope that he

would drop his incognito on the title-page of a second

edition.

TO J. B. S. MOBKITT, ESQ., M. P., PORTLAND PLACE, LONDON.

Aebotsfokd, July 24, 1814.

My dear Morritt, — I am going to say my vales to

you for some weeks, having accepted an invitation from
a committee of the Commissioners for the Northern

Lights (I don't mean the Edinburgh Reviewers, but the

hona-fide Commissioners for the Beacons), to accompany

them upon a nautical tour round Scotland, visiting all

that is curious on continent and isle. The party are

three gentlemen with whom I am very well acquainted,

William Erskine being one. We have a stout cutter,

well fitted up and manned for the service by Government

;

and to make assurance double sure, the admiral has sent

a sloop of war to cruise in the dangerous points of our

tour, and sweep the sea of the Yankee privateers, which

sometimes annoy our northern latitudes. I shall visit

the Clephanes in their solitude— and let you know all

that I see that is rare and entertaining, which, as we are

masters of our time and vessel, should add much to my
stock of knowledge.

As to Waverley, I will play Sir Fretful for once, and
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assure you that I left the story to flag in the first volume

on purpose ; the second and third have rather more bus-

tle and interest. I wished (with what success Heaven

knows) to avoid the ordinary error of novel writers,

whose first volume is usually their best. But since it

has served to amuse Mrs. Morritt and you usque ah initio,

I have no doubt you will tolerate it even unto the end.

It may really boast to be a tolerably faithful portrait of

Scottish manners, and has been recognized as such in

Edinburgh. The first edition of a thousand instantly

disappeared, and the bookseller informs me that the sec-

ond, of double the quantity, will not supply the market

long. — As I shall be very anxious to know how Mrs.

Morritt is, I hope to have a few lines from you on my
return, which will be about the end of August or begin-

ning of September. I should have mentioned that we
have the celebrated engineer, Stevenson, along with us.

I delight in these professional men of talent ; they always

give you some new lights by the peculiarity of their

habits and studies, so different from the people who are

rounded, and smoothed, and ground down for conversa-

tion, and who can say all that every other person says,

and— nothing more.

What a miserable thing it is that our royal family

cannot be quiet and decent at least, if not correct and

moral in their deportment. Old farmer George's manly
simplicity, modesty of expense, and domestic virtue,

saved this country at its most perilous crisis; for it is

inconceivable the number of persons whom these quali-

ties united in his behalf, who would have felt but feebly

the abstract duty of supporting a crown less worthily

worn.

— I had just proceeded thus far when your kind favor

of the 21st reached Abbotsford. I am heartily glad you
continued to like Waverley to the end. The hero is a

sneaking piece of imbecility; and if he had married

Flora, she would have set him up upon the chimney-piece,
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as Count Borowlaski's wife used to do with him.^ I am
a bad hand at depicting a hero, properly so called, and
have an unfortunate propensity for the dubious charac-

ters of Borderers, buccaneers, Highland robbers, and
all others of a Kobin Hood description. I do not know
why it should be, as I am myseK, like Hamlet, indiffer-

ent honest; but I suppose the blood of the old cattle-

drivers of Teviotdale continues to stir in my veins.

I shall not own Waverley; my chief reason is that it

would prevent me of the pleasure of writing again.

David Hume, nephew of the historian, says the author

must be of a Jacobite family and predilections, a yeoman-

cavalry man, and a Scottish lawyer, and desires me to

guess in whom these happy attributes are united. I shall

not plead guilty, however; and as such seems to be the

fashion of the day, I hope charitable people will believe

my affidavit in contradiction to all other evidence. The
Edinburgh faith now is, that Waverley is written by

Jeffrey, having been composed to lighten the tedium of

his late transatlantic voyage. So you see the unknown
infant is like to come to preferment. In truth, I am not

sure it would be considered quite decorous for me, as a

Clerk of Session, to write novels. Judges being monks.

Clerks are a sort of lay brethren, from whom some solem-

nity of walk and conduct may be expected. So, what-

1 Count Barovolaski was a Polish dwarf, who, after TealiziBg some money

as an itinerant object of exhibition, settled, married, and died (September

5, 1837) at Durham. He was a well-bred creature, and much noticed by

the clergy and other gentry of that city. Indeed, even when traTelling the

country as a show, he had always maintained a sort of dignity. I remem-

ber him as going from house to house, when I was a child, in a sedan

chair, with a servant in livery following him, who took the fee— M. le Comte

himself (dressed in a scarlet coat and bag wig) being ushered into the

room like any ordinary visitor.

The Count died in his 99th year—
*' A Spntrr brave, yet gentle, has dwelt, as it appears,

Within three feet of flesh for near one hundred years ;

Which causes wonder, like his constitution, strong.

That one so short alive should be alive so long '.
'*

SeTitley^s Miscellany for November, 1837.
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ever I may do of this kind, "I shall whistle it down the

wind, and let it prey at fortune."^ I will take care, in

the next edition, to make the corrections you recommend.

The second is, I believe, nearly through the press. It

will hardly be printed faster than it was written; for

though the first volume was begun long ago, and actually

lost for a time, yet the other two were begun and finished

between the 4th June and the 1st July, during all which

I attended my duty in Court, and proceeded without loss

of time or hindrance of business.

I wish, for poor auld Scotland's sake,^ and for the

manes of Bruce and Wallace, and for the living comfort

of a very worthy and ingenious dissenting clergyman, who
has collected a library and medals of some value, and

brought up, I believe, sixteen or seventeen children (his

wife's ambition extended to twenty) upon about £150 a

year— I say I wish, for all these reasons, you could get

me among your wealthy friends a name or two for the

enclosed proposals. The price is, I think, too high ; but

the booksellers fixed it two guineas above what I pro-

posed. I trust it will be yet lowered to five guineas,

which is a more come-at-able sum than six. The poems
themselves are great curiosities, both to the philologist

and antiquary ; and that of Bruce is invaluable even to

the historian. They have been hitherto wretchedly

edited.

I am glad you are not to pay for this scrawl. Ever
yours, Walter Scott.

P. S. — I do not see how my silence can be considered

as imposing on the public. If I give my name to a book
without writing it, unquestionably that would be a trick.

But, unless in the case of his averring facts which he
may be called upon to defend or justify, I think an
author may use his own discretion in giving or withhold-

ing his name. Harry Mackenzie never put his name in

1 Othello, Act ni. Scene 3.

2 Burns— lines On my early days.
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a title-page till the last edition of Ms works ; and Swift

only owned one out of his thousand-and-one publications.

In point of emolument, everybody knows that I sacrifice

much money by withholding my name ; and what should

I gain by it, that any human being has a right to con-

sider as an unfair advantage? In fact, only the freedom
of writing trifles with less personal responsibility, and
perhaps more frequently than I otherwise might do.

W. S.

I am not able to give the exact date of the following

reply to one of John Ballantyne's expostulations on the

subject of the secret :—
" No, John, I will not own the hook—

I won't, you Picaroon,

When next I try St. Grahhy's brook,

The A. of Wa— shall bait the hook—
And flat-fish bite as soon.

As if before them they had got

The worn-out wriggler

Walter Scott."
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VOYAGE TO THE SHETLAND ISLES, ETC.— SCOTT'S DLAET

KEPT ON BOARD THE LIGHTHOUSE YACHT

1814

The gallant composure with which Scott, when he

had dismissed a work from his desk, awaited the decision

of the public— and the healthy elasticity of spirit with

which he could meanwhile turn his whole zeal upon new
or different objects— are among the features in his char-

acter which will always, I believe, strike the student of

literary history as most remarkable. We have now seen

him before the fate of Waverley had been determined—
before he had heard a word about its reception in Eng-
land, except from one partial confidant— preparing to

start on a voyage to the northern isles, which was likely

to occupy the best part of two months, and in the course

of which he could hardly expect to receive any intelli-

gence from his friends in Edinburgh. The Diary which

he kept during this expedition is— thanks to the leisure

of a landsman on board— a very full one ; and, written

without the least notion probably that it would ever be

perused except in his own family circle, it affords such

a complete and artless portraiture of the man, as he was
in himself, and as he mingled with his friends and com-
panions, at one of the most interesting periods of his life,

that I am persuaded every reader will be pleased to see

it printed in its original state. A few extracts from it

were published by himself, in one of the Edinburgh
Annual Eegisters— he also drew from it some of the

notes to his Lord of the Isles, and the substance of sev-
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eral others for his romance of the Pirate. But the re-

currence of these detached passages will not be com-
plained of— expounded and illustrated as the reader will

find them by the personal details of the context.

I have been often told by one of the companions of

this voyage, that heartily as Scott entered throughout

into their social enjoyments, they all perceived him, when
inspecting for the first time scenes of remarkable gran-

deur, to be in such an abstracted and excited mood, that

they felt it would be the kindest and discreetest plan to

leave him to himself. "I often," said Lord Kinnedder,

"on coming up from the cabin at night, found him
pacing the deck rapidly, muttering to himself— and
went to the forecastle, lest my presence should disturb

him. I remember, that at Loch Corriskin, in particular,

he seemed quite overwhelmed with his feelings; and we
all saw it, and retiring unnoticed, left him to roam and

gaze about by himself, until it was time to muster the

party and be gone." Scott used to mention the surprise

with which he himself witnessed Erskine's emotion on

first entering the Cave of Staffa. " Would you believe

it? " he said— "my poor Willie sat down and wept like

a woman!" Yet his own sensibilities, though betrayed

in a more masculine and sterner guise, were perhaps as

keen as well as deeper than his amiable friend's.

The poet's Diary, contained in five little paper books,

is as follows :
—

VACATION, 1814.

Voyage in the Lighthouse Yacht to Nova Zambia, and the

Lord knows where.

" July 29, 1814. — Sailed from Leith about one o'clock on

board the Lighthouse Yacht, conveying six guns, and ten men,

commanded by Mr. Wilson. The company : Commissioners of

the Northern Lights, Robert Hamilton, Sheriff of Lanark-

shire ; William Erskine, Sheriff of Orkney and Zetland ; Adam
DufE, Sheriff of Forfarshire. Non-commissioners, Ipse Ego;
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Mr. David Marjoribanks, son to John Marjoribanks, Provost

of Edinburgh, a young gentleman; Rev. Mr. Turnbull, min-

ister of Tingwall, in the presbytery of Shetland. But the

official chief of the expedition is Mr. Stevenson, the Surveyor-

Viceroy over the Commissioners— a most gentlemanlike and

modest man, and well known by his scientific skiU.^

" Beached the Isle of May in the evening ; went ashore, and

saw the light— an old tower, and much in the form of a

border-keep, with a beacon-grate on the top. It is to be abol-

ished for an oil revolving-light, the grate-fire only being ignited

upon the leeward side when the wind is very high. Quaere—
Might not the grate revolve? The isle had once a cell or

two upon it. The vestiges of the chapel are still visible. Mr.
Stevenson proposed demolishing the old tower, and I recom-

mended ruining it h la picturesque— i. e., demolishing it

partially. The island might be made a delightful residence

for sea-bathers.

" On board again in the evening : watched the progress of

the ship round Fifeness, and the revolving motion of the now
distant BeU-Rock light until the wind grew rough, and the

landsmen sick. To bed at eleven, and slept sound.

" Zdth July.—Waked at six by the steward ; summoned to

visit the BeU-Rock, where the beacon is well worthy attention.

Its dimensions are well known; but no description can give

the idea of this slight, solitary, round tower, trembling amid

the biUows, and fifteen miles from Arbroath; the nearest shore.

The fitting up within is not only handsome, but elegant. All

work of wood (almost) is wainscot ; all hammer-work brass
;

in short, exquisitely fitted up. Ton enter by a ladder of rope,

vrith wooden steps, about thirty feet from the bottom, where

the mason-work ceases to be solid, and admits of round apart-

ments. The lowest is a storehouse for the people's provisions,

1 [Robert Stevenson, the eminent civil engineer, for nearly half a century

the engineer to the Board of Northern Lights. He inangnrated the present

Scottish lighthouse system, and no less than twenty lighthouses were de-

signed and constructed under his superintendence, the most remarkable
being the famous Bell Rock tower. He died in 1850. Three of his sons,

one of whom became his biographer, greatly distinguished themselves in

their father's profession. Robert Louis Stevenson, in his fragment of fam-
ily history. Records of a Family of Engineers, has left a vivid picture of

his grandfather, though it be but an unfinished sketch.]
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water, etc. ; above that a storehouse for the lights, of oil, etc.

;

then the kitchen of the people, three in number; then their

sleeping chamber ; then the saloon or parlor, a neat Uttle room

;

above all, the lighthouse ; all communicating by oaken ladders,

with brass rails, most handsomely and conveniently executed.

Breakfasted in the parlor.^ On board again at nine, and run

down, through a rough sea, to Aberbrothock, vulgarly called

Arbroath. All sick, even Mr. Stevenson. God grant this

occur seldom ! Landed and dined at Arbroath, where we were

to take up Adam DufE. We visited the appointments of the

lighthouse establishment— a handsome tower, with two wings.

These contain the lodgings of the keepers of the light— very

handsome, indeed, and very clean. They might be thought

too handsome, were it not of consequence to give those men,

entrusted with a duty so laborious and slavish, a consequence in

the eyes of the public and in their own. The central part of

the building forms a single tower, corresponding with the light-

house. As the keepers' families live here, they are apprised

each morning by a signal that all is loell. If this signal be not

made, a tender sails for the rock directly. I visited the abbey

church for the third time, the first being— eheu !^— the sec-

ond with T. Thomson. Dined at Arbroath, and came on board

at night, where I made up this foolish journal, and now beg for

wine and water. So the vessel is once more in motion.

" 2)\st July. — Waked at seven ; vessel off Fowlsheugh and

Duimottar. Fair wind, and delightful day
;

glide enchant-

ingly along the coast of Kincardineshire, and open the bay of

Nigg about ten. At eleven, o£E Aberdeen ; the gentlemen g9
ashore to Girdle-Ness, a projecting point of rock to the east of

the harbor of Foot-Dee. There the magistrates of Aberdeen

1 On being requested, while at breakfast, to inscribe his name in the

album of the tower, Scott penned immediately the following lines :
—

Pharos LoQumm,

" Far in the bosom of the deep,

O'er these wild shelves my watch I keep ;

A ruddy gem of changeful light,

Bound on the dusky brow of night,

The seaman bids my lustre hail.

And scorns to strike his timorous sail."

^ This is, -without doubt, an allusion to some happy day's excursion when

Vajirsl love was of the party.
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wish to have a fort and beacon-light. The Oscar, whaler, was

lost here last year, with all her hands, excepting two ; about

forty perished. Dreadful, to be wrecked so near a large and

populous town ! The view of Old and New Aberdeen from

the sea is quite beautiful. About noon proceed along the

coast of Aberdeenshire, which, to the northwards, changes from

a bold and rocky to a low and sandy character. Along the

bay of Belhelvie, a whole parish was swallowed up by the

shifting sands, and is still a desolate waste. It belonged to

the Earls of Errol, and was rented at £500 a year at the time.

When these sands are passed the land is all arable. Not a tree

to be seen ; nor a grazing cow, or sheep, or even a labor-horse

at grass, though this be Sunday. The next remarkable object

was a fragment of the old castle of Slains, on a precipitous

bank, overlooking the sea. The fortress was destroyed when
James VI. marched north [a. d. 1694], after the battle of

Glenlivet, to reduce Huntly and Errol to obedience. The
family then removed to their present mean habitation, for such

it seems, a collection of low houses forming a quadrangle, one

side of which is buUt on the very verge of the precipice that

overhangs the ocean. What seems odd, there are no stairs

down to the beach. Imprudence, or ill-fortune as fatal as the

sands of Belhelvie, has swallowed up the estate of Errol, ex-

cepting this dreary mansion-house, and a farm or two adjoin-

ing. We took to the boat, and running along the coast had
some delightful searviews to the northward of the castle. The
coast is here very rocky ; but the rocks, being rather soft, are

wasted and corroded by the constant action of the waves, —
and the fragments which remain, where the softer parts have
been washed away, assume the appearance of old Gothic ruins.

There are open arches, towers, steeples, and so forth. One
part of this scaur is called Dunhuy, being colored yellow by
the dung of the sea-fowls, who build there in the most surpris-

ing numbers. We caught three young gulls. But the most
curious object was the celebrated Buller of Buchan, a huge
rocky cauldron, into which the sea rushes through a natural
arch of rock. I walked round the top ; in one place the path
is only about two feet wide, and a monstrous precipice on either
side. We then rowed into the cauldron or buller from beneath,
and saw nothing around us but a regular wall of black rock,
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and nothing above but the blue sky. A fishing hamlet had
sent out its inhabitants, who, gazing from the brink, looked
like sylphs looking down upon gnomes. In the side of the

cauldron opens a deep black cavern. Johnson says it might
be a retreat from storms, which is nonsense. In a high gale

the waves rush in with incredible violence. An old fisher said

he had seen them flying over the natural wall of the buller,

which cannot be less than 200 feet high. Same old man says

Slains is now inhabited by a Mr. Bowles, who comes so far

from the southward that naebody kens whare he comes frae.

' Was he frae the Indies ?
'
—

' Na ; he did not think he came
that road. He was far frae the southland. Naebody ever

heard the name of the place ; but he had brought more guid

out o' Peterhead than a' the Lords he had seen in Slains, and
he had seen three.' About half-past five we left this interesting

spot, and after a hard puU reached the yacht. Weather falls

hazy, and rather cahn ; but at sea we observe vessels enjoying

more wind. Pass Peterhead, dimly distinguishing two steeples

and a good many masts. MormounthiU said to resemble a

cofiin— a likeness of which we could not judge, Mormount
being for the present invisible. Pass Rattray-Head : near this

cape are dangerous shelves, called the Bridge of Rattray. Here

the wreck of the Doris merchant vessel came on shore, lost last

year with a number of passengers for Shetland. We lie off all

night.

" 1st August.— Off Fraserburgh— a neat little town. Mr.

Stevenson and the Commissioners go on shore to look at a light

maintained there upon an old castle, on a cape called Kin-

naird's Head. The morning being rainy, and no object of

curiosity ashore, I remain on board, to make up my journal, and

write home.
" The old castle, now bearing the light, is a picturesque object

from the sea. It was the baronial mansion of the Frasers, now

Lords Saltoun— an old square tower with a minor fortification

towards the landing-place on the sea-side About eleven, the

Commissioners came o£B, and we leave this town, the extreme

point of the Moray Firth, to stretch for Shetland— salute the

castle with three guns, and stretch out with a merry gale. See

Mormount, a long flattish-topped hiU near to the West Troup-

head, and another bold cliff promontory projecting into the
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firth. Our gale soon failed, and we are now all but becalmed

;

songs, ballads, recitations, backgammon, and piquet, for the

rest of the day. Noble sunset and moon rising ; we are now

out of sight of land.

" 2d August.— At sea in the mouth of the Moray Firth.

This day almost a blank— light baffling airs, which do us very

little good ; most of the landsmen sick, more or less ; piquet,

backgammon, and chess, the only resources. — P. M. A breeze,

and we begin to think we have passed the Fair Isle, lying be-

tween Shetland and Orkney, at which it was our intention to

have touched. In short, like one of Sinbad's adventures, we
have run on tiU neither captain nor pUot know exactly where

we are. The breeze increases— weather may be called rough

;

worse and worse after we are in our berths, nothing but boom-

ing, trampling, and whizzing of waves about our ears, and

ever and anon, as we fall asleep, our ribs come in contact with

those of the vessel ; hail Du£E and the UdaUer ^ in the after-

cabin, but they are too sick to answer. Towards morning,

calm (comparative), and a nap.

"3d August.— At sea as before; no appearance of land;

proposed that the Sheriff of Zetland do issue a meditatione

fugcB warrant against his territories, which seem to fly from us.

Pass two whalers ; speak the nearest, who had come out of

Lerwick, which is about twenty mUes distant ; stand on with

a fine breeze. About nine at night, with moonlight and strong

twilight, we weather the point of Bard-head, and enter a channel

about three quarters of a mile broad which forms the southern

entrance to the harbor of Lerwick, where we cast anchor about

half-past ten, and put Mr. Turnbull on shore.

"4ih August.— Harbor of Lerwick. Admire the excel-

lence of this harbor of the metropolis of Shetland. It is a

most beautiful place, screened on all sides from the wind by
hiUs of a gentle elevation. The town, a fishing village built

irregularly upon a hill ascending from the shore, has a pictur-

esque appearance. On the left is Fort Charlotte, garrisoned

of late by two companies of veterans. The Greenlandmen, of

which nine fine vessels are lying in the harbor, add much to

the liveliness of the scene. Mr. Duncan, Sheriff-substitute,

came off to pay his respects to his principal ; he is married to a
1 Erskine— SherifE of Shetland and Orkney.
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daughter of my early acquaintance, Walter Scott of Scotshall.

We go ashore. Lerwick, a poor-looking place, the streets

flagged instead of being causewayed, for there are no wheel-

carriages. The streets fuU of drunken riotous sailors from the

whale-vessels. It seems these ships take about 1000 sailors

from Zetland every year, and return them as they come back
from the fishery. Each sailor may gain from £20 to £30,
which is paid by the merchants of Lerwick, who have agencies

from the owners of the whalers in England. The whole return

may be between £25,000 and £30,000. These Zetlanders, as

they get a part of this pay on landing, make a point of treat-

ing their English messmates, who get drunk of course, and are

very riotous. The Zetlanders themselves do not get drunk, but

go straight home to their houses, and reserve their hilarity for

the whiter season, when they spend their wages in dancing and
drinking. Erskine finds employment as SherifP, for the neigh-

borhood of the fort enables him to make main forte, and secure

a number of the rioters. We visit F. Charlotte, which is a

neat httle fort mounting ten heavy guns to the sea, but only

one to the land. Major F., the Governor, showed us the fort

;

it commands both entrances of the harbor : the north entrance

is not very good, but the south capital. The water in the har-

bor is very deep, as frigates of the smaller class lie almost close

to the shore. Take a walk with Captain M'Diarmid, a gentle-

manlike and intelligent officer of the garrison ; we visit a small

fresh-water loch called Cleih-himAn; it borders on the sea,

from which it is only divided by a sort of beach, apparently

artificial : • though the sea lashes the outside of this beach, the

water of the lake is not brackish. In this lake are the remains

of a Picts' castle, but ruinous. The people think the castle has

not been buUt on a natural island, but on an artificial one

formed by a heap of stones. These Duns or Picts' castles are

so small, it is impossible to conceive what efBectual purpose they

could serve excepting a temporary refuge for the chief.— Leave

Cleik-hirrv-in, and proceed along the coast. The ground is

dreadfully encumbered with stones ; the patches which have

been sown with oats and barley bear very good crops, but they are

mere patches, the cattle and ponies feeding amongst them, and

secured by tethers. The houses most wretched, worse than the

worst herd's house I ever saw. It would be easy to form a good
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farm by enclosing the ground with Galloway dykes, which would

answer the purpose of clearing it at the same time of stones

;

and as there is plenty of UmesheU, marie, and alga-marina,

manure could not be wanting. But there are several obstacles

to improvement, chiefly the undivided state of the properties,

which lie ruiMrig ; then the claims of Lord Dundas, the lord

of the country, and above all, perhaps, the state of the com-

mon people, who, dividing their attention between the fishery

and the cultivation, are not much interested in the latter, and

are often absent at the proper times of labor. Their ground

is chiefly dug with the spade, and their ploughs are beyond

description awkward. An odd custom prevails : any person,

without exception (if I understand rightly), who wishes to raise

a few kail, fixes upon any spot he pleases, encloses it with a

dry stone wall, uses it as a kailyard tUl he works out the soil,

then deserts it and makes another. Some dozen of these little

enclosures, about twenty or thirty feet square, are in sight at

once. They are called planty-cruives ; and the Zetlanders are

so far from reckoning this an invasion, or a favor on the part

of the proprietor, that their most exaggerated description of an

avaricious person is one who would refuse liberty for a 'planty-

cruive ; or to infer the greatest contempt of anolher, they will

say, they would not hold a, planty-cruive of him. It is need-

less to notice how much this license must interfere with cultiva^

tion.

" Leaving the cultivated land, we turn more inland, and pass

two or three smaU lakes. The muirs are mossy and sterile in

the highest degree ; the hills are clad with stunted heather,

intermixed with huge great stones ; much of an astringent root

with a yeUow flower, caUed Tormentil, used by the islanders

in dressing leather in lieu of the oak bark. We climbed a hill,

about three miles from Lerwick, to a cairn which presents a

fine view of the indented coast of the island, and the distant

isles of Mousa and others. Unfortunately the day is rather

hazy— return by a circuitous route, through the same sterile

country. These muirs are used as a commonty by the pro-

prietors of the parishes in which they lie, and each, without

any regard to the extent of his peculiar property, puts as much
stock upon them as he chooses. The sheep are miserable look-

ing, hairy-legged creatures, of aU colors, even to sky-blue. I
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often wondered where Jacob got speckled lambs ; I think now
they must have been of the Shetland stock. In our return,

pass the upper end of the little lake of Cleik-him-in, which is

divided by a rude causeway from another small loch, commu-
nicating with it, however, by a sluice, for the purpose of driv-

ing a mill. But such a mill ! The wheel is horizontal, with the

cogs turned diagonally to the water ; the beam stands upright,

and is inserted in a stone-quern of the old-fashioned construc-

tion. This simple machine is enclosed in a hovel about the size

of a pig-sty— and there is the mill !
^ There are about 600

such miUs in Shetland, each incapable of grinding more than a

sack at a time.

" I cannot get a distinct account of the nature of the land

rights. The Udal proprietors have ceased to exist, yet proper

feudal tenures seem ill understood. Districts of ground are in

many instances understood to belong to Townships or Commu-
nities, possessing what may be arable by patches, and what is

muir as a commonty, pro indiviso. But then individuals of

such a TovTOship often take It upon them to grant feus of par-

ticular parts of the property thus possessed pro indiviso. The
town of Lerwick is built upon a part of the commonty of

Sound, the proprietors of the houses having feu-rights from

different heritors of that Township, but why from one rather

than another, or how even the whole Township combining

(which has not yet been attempted) could grant such a right

upon principle, seems altogether uncertain. In the mean time

the chief stress is laid upon occupance. I should have sup-

posed, upon principle that Lord Dundas, as superior, possessed

the dominium eminens, and ought to be resorted to as the

source of land rights. But it is not so. It has been found that

the heritors of each Township hold directly of the Crown, only

paying the Scat, or Norwegian land-tax, and other duties to

his lordship, used and wont. Besides, he has what are called

property lands in every Township, or in most, which he lets to

his tenants. Lord Dundas is now trying to introduce the sys-

tem of leases and a better kind of agriculture.^ Keturn home

and dine at Sinclair's, a decent inn— Captain M'Diarmid and

^ Here occurs a rude scratch of drawing.

' Lord Dundas was created Earl of Zetland in 1838, and died in Feb-

ruary, 1839.
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other gentlemen dine with us.— Sleep at the inn on a straw

couch.

"5th August, 1814.— Hazy disagreeable morning;— Er-

skine tiying the rioters— notwithstanding which, a great deal

of rioting still in the town. The Greenlanders, however, only-

quarrelled among themselves, and the Zetland sailors seemed

to exert themselves in keeping peace. They are, like all the

other Zetlanders 1 have seen, a strong, clear-complexioned,

handsome race, and the women are very pretty. The females

are rather slavishly employed, however, and I saw more than

one carrying home the heavy, searchests of their husbands,

brothers, or lovers, discharged from on board the Greenland-

ers. The Zetlanders are, however, so far provident, that when
they enter the navy they make liberal allowance of their pay

for their wives and families. Not less than £15,000 a year has

been lately paid by the Admiralty on this account ; yet this

influx of money, with that from the Greenland fishery, seems

rather to give the means of procuring useless indulgences than

of augmenting the stock of productive labor. Mr. Collector

Ross tells me that from the King's books it appears that the

quantity of spirits, tea, coffee, tobacco, snufB, and sugar, im-

ported annually into Lerwick for the consumption of Zetland,

averages at sale price, £20,000 yearly, at the least. Now the

inhabitants of Zetland, men, women, and children, do not ex-

ceed 22,000 in all, and the proportion of foreign luxuries seems

monstrous, unless we allow for the habits contracted by the

seamen in their foreign trips. Tea, in particular, is used by
all ranks, and porridge quite exploded.

" We parade Lerwick. The most remarkable thing is, that

the main street being flagged, and all the others very narrow

lanes descending the hill by steps, anything like a cart, of the

most ordinary and rude construction, seems not only out of

question when the town was buUt, but in its present state quite

excluded. A road of five miles in length, on the line between
Lerwick and Scalloway, has been a-lready made— upon a very

awkward and expensive plan, and ill-lined as may be supposed.

But it is proposed to extend this road by degrees : carts will

then be introduced, and by crossing the breed of their ponies

judiciously, they will have Galloways to draw them. The
streets of Lerwick (as one blunder perpetrates another) will
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then be a bar to improvement, for till the present houses are

greatly altered, no cart can approach the quay. In the gar-

den of Captain Nicolson, R. N., which is rather in a flourishing

state, he has tried various trees, almost all of which have died

except the wiUow. But the plants seem to me to be injured

in their passage ; seeds would perhaps do better. We are

visited by several of the notables of the island, particularly

Mr. Mowat, a considerable proprietor, who claims acquaintance

with me as the friend of my father, and remembers me as a

. boy. The day clearing up. Duff and I walk with this good
old gentleman to Cleik-himAn, and with some trouble drag a

boat off the beach into the fresh-water loch, and go to visit the

Picts' castle. It is of considerable size, and consists of three

circular walls of huge natural stones admirably combined with-

out cement. The outer circuit seems to have been simply a

bounding wall or bulwark ; the second or interior defence con-

tains lodgments such as I shall describe. This inner circuit

is surrounded by a wall of about sixteen or eighteen feet thick,

composed, as I said, of huge massive stones placed in layers

with great art, but without mortar or cement. The wall is

not perpendicular, but the circle lessens gradually towards the

top, as an old-fashioned pigeon-house. Up the interior of this

wall there proceeds a circular winding gallery ascending in

the form of an inclined plane, so as to gain the top by cir-

cling round like a corkscrew within the walls. This is enlight-

ened by little apertures (about two feet by three) into the

inside, and also, it is said, by small slits— of which I saw

none. It is said there are marks of galleries within the cir-

cuit, running parallel to the horizon ; these I saw no remains

of ; and the interior gallery, with its apertures, is so extremely

low and narrow, being only about three feet square, that it is

difficult to conceive how it could serve the purpose of commu-

nication. At any rate, the size fully justifies the tradition

prevalent here as well as in the south of Scotland, that the

Picts were a diminutive race. More of this when we see the

more perfect specimen of a Pict castle in Mousa, which we

resolve to examine, if it be possible. Certainly I am deeply

curious to see what must be one of the most ancient houses in

the world, built by a people who, while they seem to have be-

stowed much pains on their habitations, knew neither the art
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of cement, of arches, or of stairs. The situation is wild, dreary,

and impressive. On the. land side are huge sheets and frag-

ments of rooks, interspersed with a stinted vegetation of grass

and heath, which bears no proportion to the rocks and stones.

From the top of his tower the Pictish Monarch might look

out upon a stormy sea, washing a succession of rocky capes,

reaches, and headlands, and immediately around him was the

deep fresh-water loch on which his fortress was constructed.

It communicates with the land by a sort of causeway, formed,

like the artificial islet itself, by heaping together stones tUl the

pile reached the surface of the water. This is usually pass-

able, but at present overflooded.— Return and dine with Mr.

Duncan, Sheriff-substitute— are introduced to Dr. Edmon-
stone, author of a History of Shetland, who proposes to accom-

pany us to-morrow to see the Cradle of Noss. I should have

mentioned that Mr. Stevenson sailed this morning with the

yacht to survey some isles to the northward ; he returns on

Saturday, it is hoped.

" 6th August.— Hire a sis-oared boat, whaler-built, with a

taper point at each end, so that the rudder can be hooked on
either at pleasure. These vessels look very frail, but are ad-

mirably adapted to the stormy seas, where they live when a

ship's boat stiffly and compactly built must necessarily perish.

They owe this to their elasticity and lightness. Some of the

rowers wear a sort of coats of dressed sheep leather, sewed
together with thongs. We sailed out at the southern inlet of

the harbor, rounding successively the capes of the Hammer,
Kirkubus, the Ving, and others, consisting of bold cliffs, hol-

lowed into caverns, or divided into pUlars and arches of fan-

tastic appearance, by the constant action of the waves. As we
passed the most northerly of these capes, called, I think, the

Ord, and turned into the open sea, the scenes became yet more
tremendously subUme. Eocks upwards of three or four hun-
dred feet in height presented themselves in gigantic succession,

sinking perpendicularly into the main, which is very deep even
within a few fathoms of their base. One of these capes is

called the Bard-head; a huge projecting arch is named the
Giant's Leg.

' Here the lone sea-hird wakes its wildest cry.' l

1 Campbell— Pfeosures o/"Hope.
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Not lone, however, in one sense, for their numbers and the

variety of their tribes are immense, though I think they do not

quite equal those of Dunbuy, on the coast of Buchan. Stand-

ing across a little bay, we reached the Isle of Noss, having

hitherto coasted the shore of Bressay. Here we see a detached

and precipitous rock, or island, being a portion rent by a nar-

row sound from the rest of the clifB, and called the Holm.

This detached rock is wholly inaccessible, unless by a pass of

peril, entitled the Cradle of Noss, which is a sort of wooden

chair, travelling from precipice to precipice on rings, which

run upon two cables stretched across over the gulf. We viewed

this extraordinary contrivance from beneath, at the distance of

perhaps one hundred fathoms at least. The boatmen made
light of the risk of crossing it, but it must be tremendous to a

brain disposed to be giddy. Seen from beneath, a man in the

basket would resemble a large crow or raven floating between

rock and rock. The purpose of this strange contrivance is to

give the tenant the benefit of putting a few sheep upon the

Holm, the top of which is level, and affords good pasture. The

animals are transported in the cradle by one at a time, a

shepherd holding them upon his knees. The channel between

the Holm and the isle is passable by boats in calm weather, but

not at the time when we saw it. Rowing on through a heavy

tide, and nearer the breakers than any but Zetlanders would

have ventured, we rounded another immensely high cape, called

by the islanders the Noup of Noss, but by sailors Hang-cliff, from

its having a projecting appearance. This was the highest rock

we had yet seen, though not quite perpendicular. Its height

has never been measured : I should judge it exceeds 600 feet

;

it has been conjectured to measure 800 and upwards. Our

steersman had often descended this precipitous rock, having

only the occasional assistance of a rope, one end of which he

secured from time to time round some projecting cliff.- The

collecting searfowl for their feathers was the object, and he

might gain five or six dozen, worth eight or ten shillings, by

such an adventure. These huge precipices abound with cav-

erns, many of which run much farther into the rock than any

one has ventured to explore. We entered (with much hazard

to our boat) one called the Orkney-man's Harbor, because an

Orkney vessel run in there some years since to escape a French
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privateer. The entrance was lofty enough to admit us without

striking the mast, but a sudden turn in the direction of the cave

would have consigned us to utter darkness if we had gone in

farther. The dropping of the sea-fowl and cormorants into the

water from the sides of the cavern, when disturbed by our ap-

proach, had something in it wild and terrible.

" After passing the Noup, the precipices become lower, and

sink into a rocky shore with deep indentations, called by the

natives, Gios. Here we would fain have landed to visit the

Cradle from the top of the cliff, but the surf rendered it im-

possible. We therefore rowed on like Thalaba, in 'Allah's

name,' around the Isle of Noss, and landed upon the opposite

side of the small sound which divides it from Bressay. Noss

exactly resembles in shape Salisbury crags, supposing the sea

to flow down the valley called the Hunter's bog, and round the

foot of the precipice. The eastern part of the isle is fine smooth

pasture, the best I have seen in these isles, sloping upwards to

the verge of the tremendous rocks which form its western

front.

"As we are to dine at Gardie-House (the seat of young Mr.

Mowat), on the Isle of Bressay, Duff and I— who went to-

gether on this occasion— resolve to walk across the island,

about three miles, being by this time thoroughly wet. Bressay

is a black and heathy isle, fuU of little lochs and bogs. Through

storm and shade, and dense and dry, we find our way to Gardie,

and have then to encounter the sublunary difficulties of wanting

the keys of our portmanteaus, etc., the servants having ab-

sconded to see the Cradle. These being overcome, we are

most hospitably treated at Gardie. Young Mr. Mowat, son of

my old friend, is an improver, and a moderate one. He has

got a ploughman from Scotland, who acts as grieve, but as yet

with the prejudices and inconveniences which usually attach

themselves to the most salutary experiments. The ploughman

complains that the Zetlanders work as if a spade or hoe burned

their fingers, and that though they only get a slulling a day,

yet the labor of three of them does not exceed what one good

hand in Berwickshire would do for 2s. 6d. The islanders re-

tort that a man can do no more than he can ; that they are not

used to be taxed to their work so severely ; that they will work

as their fathers did, and not otherwise ; and at first the land-
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lord found difficulty in getting hands to work under his Cale-

donian task-master. Besides, they find fault with his ho, and

gee, and wo, when ploughing. ' He speaks to the horse,' they

say, ' and they gang— and there 's something no canny about

the man.' In short, between the prejudices of laziness and

superstition, the ploughman leads a sorry life of it ;— yet these

prejudices are daily abating, under the steady and indulgent

management of the proprietor. Indeed, nowhere is improve-

ment in agriculture more necessary. An old-fashioned Zetland

plough is a real curiosity. It had but one handle, or stilt, and

a coulter, but no sock ; it ripped the furrow, therefore, but did

not throw it aside. When this precious machine was in motion,

it was dragged by four little bullocks yoked abreast, and as

many ponies harnessed, or rather strung, to the plough by ropes

and thongs of rawhide. One man went before, walking back-

ward, with his face to the buUocks, and pulling them forward

by main strength. Another held down the plough by its single

handle, and made a sort of slit in the earth, which two women,

who closed the procession, converted into a furrow, by throwing

the earth aside with shovels. An antiquary might be of opin-

ion that this was the very model of the original plough invented

by Triptolemus ; and it is but justice to Zetland to say, that

these relics of ancient agricultural art will soon have all the in-

terest attached to rarity. We could only hear of one of these

ploughs within three miles of Lerwick.

" This and many other barbarous habits to which the Zet-

landers were formerly wedded seem only to have subsisted be-

cause their amphibious character of fishers and farmers induced

them to neglect agricultural arts. A Zetland farmer looks to

the sea to pay his rent ; if the land finds him a little meal and

kail, and (if he be a very clever fellow) a few potatoes, it is

very well. The more intelligent part of the landholders are

sensible of all this, but argue like men of good sense and hu-

manity on the subject. To have good farming, you must have

a considerable farm, upon which capital may be laid out to ad-

vantage. But to introduce this change suddenly would turn

adrift perhaps twenty families, who now occupy small farms

pro indiviso, cultivating by patches, or rundale and runrig,

what part of the property is arable, and stocking the pasture as

a common upon which each family turns out such stock as they
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can rear, without observing any proportion as to the number

which it can support. In this way many townships, as they

are called, subsist indeed, but in a precarious and indigent

manner. Fishing villages seem the natural resource for this

excess of population ; but, besides the expense of erecting them,

the habits of the people are to be considered, who, with ' one

foot on land and one on sea,' would be with equal reluctance

confined to either element. The remedy seems to be, that the

larger proprietors should gradually set the example of better

cultivation, and introduce better implements. They wHl, by

degrees, be imitated by the inferior proprietors, and by their

tenants ; and, as turnips and hay crops become more general, a

better and heavier class of stock will naturally be introduced.

" The sheep in particular might be improved into a valuable

stock, and would no doubt thrive, since the winters are very

temperate. But I should be sorry that extensive pasture farms

were introduced, as it would tend to diminish a population in-

valuable for the supply of our navy. The improvement of the

arable land, on the contrary, would soon set them beyond the

terrors of famine with which the islanders are at present occa-

sionally visited ; and, combined with fisheries, carried on not

by farmers, but by real fishers, would amply supply the inhabit-

ants, without diminishing the export of dried fish. This sepa-

ration of trades will in time take place, and then the prosper-

ous days of Zetland will begin. The proprietors are already

upon the alert, studying the means of gradual improvement,

and no humane person would wish them to drive it on too

rapidly, to the distress and perhaps destruction of the numerous

tenants who have been bred under a different system.

" I have gleaned something of the peculiar superstitions of

the Zetlanders, which are numerous and potent. Witches,

fairies, etc., are as numerous as ever they were in Teviotdale.

The latter are called Trows, probably from the Norwegian

Dwdrg (or dwarf) the D being readily converted into T. The
dwarfs are the prime agents in the machinery of Norwegian

superstition. The trows do not differ from the fairies of the

Lowlands, or Sighean of the Highlanders. They steal chil-

dren, dwell within the interior of green hills, and often carry

mortals into their recesses. Some, yet alive, pretend to have

been carried off in this way, and obtain credit for the marvels
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they tell of the subterranean habitations of the trows. Some-
times, when a person becomes melancholy and low-spirited, the
trows are supposed to have stolen the real being, and left a
moving phantom to represent him. Sometimes they are said
to steal only the heart— like Lancashire witches. There are
cures in each case. The party's friends resort to a cunning
man or woman, who hangs about the neck a triangular stone in
the shape of a heart, or conjures back the lost individual, by
retiring to the hills and employing the necessary spells. A
common receipt, when a child appears consumptive and puny,
is that the conjurer places a bowl of water on the patient's
head, and pours melted lead into it through the wards of a key.
The metal assumes of course a variety of shapes, from which
he selects a portion, after due consideration, which is sewn into
the shirt of the patient. Sometimes no part of the lead suits

the seer's fancy. Then the operation is recommenced, until he
obtains a fragment of such a configuration as suits his mystical

purpose. Mr. Duncan told us he had been treated in this way
when a boy.

"A worse and most horrid opinion prevails, or did prevail,

among the fishers— namely, that he who saves a drowning
man wUl receive at his hands some deep wrong or injury.

Several instances were quoted to-day in company, in which the

utmost violence had been found necessary to compel the fishers

to violate this inhuman prejudice. It is conjectured to have

arisen as an apology for rendering no assistance to the mariners

as they escaped from a shipwrecked vessel, for these isles are

infamous for plundering wrecks. A story is told of the crew

of a stranded vessel who were warping themselves ashore by
means of a hawser which they had fixed to the land. The is-

landers (of Unst, as I believe) watched their motions in silence,

tUl an old man reminded them that if they suffered these sailors

to come ashore, they would consume all their winter stock of

provisions. A Zetlander cut the hawser, and the poor wretches,

twenty in number, were all swept away. This is a tale of

former times— the cruelty would not now be active ; but I

fear that even yet the drowning mariner would in some places

receive no assistance in his exertions, and certainly he would in

most be plundered to the skin upon his landing. The gentlemen

do their utmost to prevent this infamous practice. It may seem
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strange that the natives should be so little affected by a distress

to which they are themselves so constantly exposed. But har

bitual exposure to danger hardens the heart against its conse-

quences, whether to ourselves or others. There is yet living a

man— if he can be called so— to whom the following story

belongs : He was engaged in catching sea^-fowl upon one of

the cliffs, with his father and brother. AU three were sus-

pended by a cord, according to custom, and overhanging the

ocean, at the height of some hundred feet. This man Ijeing

uppermost on the cord, observed that it was giving way, as un-

able to support their united weight. He called out to his bro-

ther who was next to him— ' Cut away a nail below, WiUie,'

meaning he should cut the rope beneath, and let his father drop.

WiUie refused, and bid him cut himself, if he pleased. He did

so, and his brother and father were precipitated into the sea.

He never thought of concealing or denying the adventure in all

its parts. We left Gardie-House late ; being on the side of the

Isle of Bressay, opposite to Lerwick, we were soon rowed across

the bay. A laugh with Hamilton,* whose gout keeps him sta-

tionary at Lerwick, but whose good-humor defies gout and

every other provocation, concludes the evening.

" 1th August, 1814.— Being Sunday, Duff, Erskine, and I

rode to Tingwall upon Zetland ponies, to breakfast with our

friend Parson TurnbuU, who had come over in our yacht. An
ill-conducted and worse-made road served us four miles on our

journey. This Via Flaminia of Thule terminates, like its

prototype, in a bog. It is, however, the only road in these

isles, except about half a mile made by Mr. TurnbuH. The
land in the interior much resembles the Peel-heights, near

' Robert Hamilton, Sheriff of Lanarkshire, and afterwards one of the

Clerks of Session, was a particnlar favorite of Scott— first, among many
other g^ood reasons, because he had been a soldier in his yonth, had fonght

gallantly and been wonnded severely in the American war, and was a very

Uncle Toby in military enthusiasm ; secondly, because he was a brother

antiquary of the genuine Monkbams breed ; thirdly (last, not least), be-

cause he was, in spite of the example of the head of his name and race, a

steady Tory. Mr. Hamilton sent for Scott when upon his deathbed in 1831,

and desired him to choose and carry oS as a parting memorial any article

he liked in his collection of arms. Sir Walter (by that time sorely shattered

in his own health) selected the sword with which his good friend had been
begirt at Bunker's HUl.
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Ashestiel ; but, as you approach the other side of the island,

becomes better. Tingwall is rather a fertile valley, up which
winds a loch of about two miles in length. The kirk and manse
stand at the head of the loch, and command a view down the

valley to another lake beyond the first, and thence over another

reach of land, to the ocean, indented by capes and studded

with isles ; among which, that of St. Ninian's, abruptly divided

from the mainland by a deep chasm, is the most conspicuous.

Mr. Turnbull is a Jedburgh man by birth, but a Zetlander by
settlement and inclination. I have reason to be proud of my
countryman; he is doing his best, with great patience and
judgment, to set a good example both in temporals and spirit-

uals, and is generally beloved and respected among aU classes.

His glebe is in far the best order of any ground I have seen in

Zetland. It is enclosed chiefly with dry-stone, instead of the

useless turf-dykes ; and he has sown grass, and has a hay-stack,

and a second crop of clover, and may claim weU-dressed fields

of potatoes, barley, and oats. The people around him are obvi-

ously afBected by his example. He gave us an excellent dis-

course and remarkably good prayers, which are seldom the ex-

cellence of the Presbyterian worship.* The congregation were

numerous, decent, clean, and weU-dressed. The men have all

the air of seamen, and are a good-looking hardy race. Some of

the old fellows had got faces much resembling Tritons ; if they

had had conchs to blow, it would have completed them. After

church, ride down the loch to Scalloway— the country wild

but pleasant, with sloping hills of good pasturage, and patches

of cultivation on the lower ground. Pass a huge standing stone

or pillar. Here, it is said, the son of an old Earl of the Orkneys

met his fate. He had rebelled against his father, and fortified

himself in Zetland. The Earl sent a party to dislodge him,

who, not caring to proceed to violence against his person, failed

in the attempt. The Earl then sent a stronger force, with

orders to take him dead or alive. The young Absalom's castle

was stormed— he himself fled across the loch, and was over-

taken and slain at this piUar. The Earl afterwards executed

' During the winter of 1837-38, this worthy clergyman's wife, his daugh-

ter, and a servant, perished within sight of the manse, from a flaw in the

ice on the loch — which they were crossing as the nearest way home.—
(1839.)
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the perpetrators of this slaughter, though they had only fulfilled

his own mandate.
"We reach Scalloway, and visit the ruins of an old castle,

composed of a double tower or keep, with turrets at the cor-

ners. It is the principal, if not the only ruin of Gothic times

in Zetland, and is of very recent date, being built in 1600. It

was built by Patrick Stewart, Earl of Orkney, afterwards de-

servedly executed at Edinburgh for many acts of tyranny and
oppression. It was this rapacious lord who imposed many of

those heavy duties still levied from the Zetlanders by Lord
Dundas. The exactions by which he accomplished this erec-

tion were represented as grievous. He was so dreaded that

upon his trial one Zetland witness refused to say a word till he

was assured that there was no chance of the Earl returning to

Scalloway. Over the entrance of the castle are his arms, much
defaced, with the unicorns of Scotland for supporters, the

assumption of which was one of the articles of indictment.

There is a Scriptural inscription also above the door, in Latin,

now much defaced :
—

'PATRICItrS ORCHADIiE ET ZETLANDIiE COMES. A. D. 1600.

CnjUS FCNDAMEN SAXtTM EST, DOMUS ILLA MANEBIT
STAEILIS: E OONTBA, SI BIT ARENA, PBBIT.'

" This is said to have been furnished to Earl Patrick by a

Presbyterian divine, who slyly couched under it an allusion to

the evil practices by which the Earl had established his power.

He perhaps trusted that the language might disguise the im-

port from the Earl.' If so, the Scottish nobility are improved

' In his reyiewal of Pitcairn'a Trials (1831), Scott says: " In erecting

this Earl's Castle of Scalloway, and other expensive edifices, the King's
tenants were forced to work in quarries, transport stone, dig, delve, climb,

and build, and submit to all possible sorts of servile and painful labor,

•without either meat, drink, hire, or recompense of any kind. ' My father,'

said Earl Patrick, ' built his house at Sumburgh on the sand, and it has

given way already ; this of mine on the rock shall abide and endure.' He
did not or would not understand that the oppression, rapacity, and cruelty,

by means of which the house arose, were what the clergyman really pointed
to in his recommendation of a motto. Accordingly, the huge tower re-

mains wild and desolate— its chambers filled with sand, and its rifted

walls and dismantled battlements giving unrestrained access to the roaring
sea blast."— For more of Earl Patrick, see Scott's Miscellaneous Prose
Works, vol. xxi. pp. 230, 233 ; vol. xxiii. pp. 327, 329.
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in literature, for the Duke of Gordon pointed out an error in

the Latinity.

" Scalloway has a beautiful and very safe harbor, but as it

is somewhat difficult of access, from a compUcation of small

islands, it is inferior to Lerwick. Hence, though still nomi-
nally the capital of Zetland, for all edictal citations are made
at Scalloway, it has sunk into a small fishing hamlet. The
Norwegians made their original^ settlement in this parish of

Ting^aU. At the head of this loch, and just below the manse,

is a small round islet accessible by stepping-stones, where they

held their courts ; hence the islet is called Law-ting— Ting,

or Thing, answering to our word business, exactly Hke the

Latin negotium. It seems odd that in Dumfries-shire, and even

in the Isle of Man, where the race and laws were surely Celtic,

we have this Gothic word Ting and Tingwald applied in the

same way. "We dined with Mr. Scott of Scalloway, who, like

several families of this name in Shetland, is derived from the

house of Scotstarvet. They are very clannish, marry much
among themselves, and are proud of their descent. Two young
ladies, daughters of Mr. Scott's, dined with us— they were
both Mrs. Scotts, having married brothers— the husband of

one was lost in the unfortunate Doris. They were pleasant,

intelligent women, and exceedingly obliging. Old Mr. Scott

seems a good country gentleman. He is negotiating an ex-

change with Lord Dundas, which wUl give him the Castle of

Scalloway and two or three neighboring islands : the rest of the

archipelago (seven, I think, in number) are already his own.

He will thus have command of the whole fishing and harbor,

for which he parts with an estate of more immediate value,

lying on the other side of the mainland. I found my name
made me very popular in this family, and there were many
inquiries after the state of the Buccleuch family, in which they

seemed to take much interest. I found them possessed of the

remarkable circumstances attending the late projected sale of

Ancrum, and the death of Sir John Scott, and thought it strange

that, settled for three generations in a country so distant, they

should stiU take an interest in those matters. I was loaded

with shells and little curiosities for my young people.

" There was a report (January was two years) of a kraken

or some monstrous fish being seen off Scalloway. The object
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was visible for a fortnight, but nobody dared approach it,

although I should have thought the Zetlanders would not have

feared the devU if he came by water. They pretended that

the suction, when they came within a certain distance, was so

great as to endanger their boats. The object was described as

resembling a vessel with her keel turned upmost in the sea, or

a small ridge of rock or island. Mr. Scott thinks it might

have been a vessel overset, or a large whale : if the latter, it

seems odd they should not have known it, as whales are the

intimate acquaintances of all Zetland sailors. Whatever it

was it disappeared after a heavy gale of wind, which seems to

favor the idea that it was the wreck of a vessel. Mr. Scott

seems to think Pontopiddan's narrations and descriptions are

much more accurate than we inland men suppose ; and I find

most Zetlanders of the same opinion. Mr. Tumbull, who is

not credulous upon these subjects, tells me that this year a

parishioner of his, a well-informed and veracious person, saw

an animal, which, if his description was correct, must have

been of the species of sea-snake, driven ashore on one of the

Orkneys two or three years ago. It was very long, and seemed

about the thickness of a Norway log, and swam on the top of

the waves, occasionally lifting and bending its head. Mr. T.

says he has no doubt of the veracity of the narrator, but still

thinks it possible it may have been a mere log, or beam of

wood, and that the spectator may have been deceived by the

motion of the waves, joined to the force of imagination. This

for the Duke of Buccleuch.

" At Scalloway my curiosity was gratified by an account of

the sword-dance, now almost lost, but still practised in the

Island of Papa, belonging to Mr. Scott. There are eight per-

formers, seven of whom represent the Seven Champions of

Christendom, who enter one by one with their swords drawn,

and are presented to the eighth personage, who is not named.

Some rude couplets are spoken (in English, not Norse), con-

taining a sort of panegyric upon each champion as he is pre-

sented. They then dance a sort of cotillion, as the ladies

described it, going through a number of evolutions with their

swords. One of my three Mrs. Scotts readily promised to pro-

cure me the lines, the rhymes, and the form of the dance. I

regret much that young Mr. Scott was absent during this visit

;
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he is described as a reader and an enthusiast in poetry. Prob-
ably I might have interested him in preserving the dance, by
causing young persons to learn it. A few years since, a party
of Papa-men came to dance the sword-dance at Lerwick as a
public exhibition with great applause. The warlike dances of

the northern people, of which I conceive this to be the only
remnant in the British dominions,^ are repeatedly alluded to by
their poets and historians. The introduction of the Seven
Champions savors of a later period, and was probably ingrafted
upon the dance when mysteries and moralities (the first scenic

representations) came into fashion. In a stall pamphlet, called

the history of Buckshaven, it is said those fishers sprung from
Danes, and brought with them their war-dance or sword-dance,
and a rude wooden cut of it is given. We resist the hospitality

of our entertainers, and return to Lerwick despite a most down-
right fall of rain. My pony stumbles coming down hill ; saddle

sways round, having but one girth and that too long, and lays

me on my back. N. B. The bogs in Zetland as soft as those

in Liddesdale. Get to Lerwick about ten at night. No yacht

has appeared.

" 8iA August.— No yacht, and a rainy morning ; bring up
my journal. Day clears up, and we go to pay our farewell

visits of thanks to the hospitable Lerwegians, and at the Fort.

Visit kind old Mr. Mowaf, and walk with him and Collector

Ross to the point of Quaggers, or Twaggers, which forms one

arm of the southern entrance to the sound of Bressay. From
the eminence a delightful sea view, with several of those narrow

capes and deep reaches or inlets of the sea, which indent the

shores of that land. On the right hand a narrow bay, bounded

by the isthmus of Sound, with a house upon it resembling an

old castle. In the indenture of the bay, and divided from the

sea by a slight causeway, the lake of Cleik-himAn, with its

Pictish castle. Beyond this the bay opens another yet ; and,

behind all, a succession of capes, headlands, and islands, as far

as the cape called Sumburgh-head, which is the furthest point

1 Mr. W. S. Kose informs me, that when he was at school at Winches-

ter, the morris-dancers there nsed to exhibit a sword-dance resembling

that described at Camaeho's wedding in Don Quixote ; and Mr. Morritt

adds, that similar dances are even yet performed in the villages about

Bokeby every Christmas.
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of Zetland in that direction. Inland, craggy, and sable muirs,

with cairns, among which we distinguish the Wart or Ward of

Wick, to which we walked on the 4th. On the left the island

of Bressay, with its peaked hill called the Wart of Bressay.

Over Bressay see the top of Hang-clifE. Admire the Bay of

Lerwick, with its shipping, widening out to the northwards, and

then again contracted into a narrow sound, through which the

infamous BothweU was pursued by Kirkaldy of Grange, until

he escaped through the dexterity of his pilot, who sailed close

along a sunken rock, upon which Kirkaldy, keeping the wear

ther-gage, struck, and sustained damage. The rock is visible

at low water, and is still called the Unicorn, from the name of

Kirkaldy's vessel. Admire Mr. Mowat's little farm, of about

thirty acres, bought about twenty years since for £75, and re-

deemed from the miserable state of the surrounding country, so

that it now bears excellent corn ; here also was a hay crop.

With Mr. TurnbuU's it makes two. Visit Mr. Ross, collector

of the customs, who presents me with the most superb collection

of the stone axes (or adzes, or whatever they are), called celts.

The Zetlanders call them thunder-bolts, and keep them in their

houses as a receipt against thunder ; but the Collector has suc-

ceeded in obtaining several. We are now to dress for dinner

with the Notables of Lerwick, who give us an entertainment in

their Town-haU. Oho

!

" Just as we were going to dinner, the yacht appeared, and
Mr. Stevenson landed. He gives a most favorable account of

the isles to the northward, particularly Unst. I beUeve Ler-

wick is the worst part of Shetland. Are hospitably received

and entertained by the Lerwick gentlemen. They are a quick,

intelligent race— chiefly of Scottish birth, as appears from
their names, Mowat, Gifford, Scott, and so forth. These are

the chief proprietors. The Norwegian or Danish surnames,

though of course the more ancient, belong, with some excep-

tions, to the lower ranks. The Veteran Corps expects to be
disbanded, and the officers and Lerwegians seem to part with
regret. Some of the officers talk of settling here. The price

of everything is moderate, and the style of living unexpensive.

Against these conveniences are to be placed a total separation

from public life, news, and literature ; and a variable and in-

hospitable climate. Lerwick will suffer most severely if the
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Fort is not occupied by some force or other; for, between
whiskey and frolic, the Greenland sailors will certainly burn
the little town. We have seen a good deal, and heard much
more, of the pranks of these unruly guests. A gentleman of

Lerwick, who had company to dine with him, observed beneath
his window a party of sailors eating a leg of roast mutton,

which he witnessed with philanthropic satisfaction, tUl he re-

ceived the melancholy information, that that individual leg of

mutton, being the very sheet-anchor of his own entertainment,

had been violently carried o£E from his kitchen, spit and all, by
these honest gentlemen, who were now devouring it. Two
others, having carried off a sheep, were apprehended,, and
brought before a Justice of the Peace, who questioned them
respecting the fact. The first denied he had taken the sheep,

but said he had seen it taken away by a feUow with a red nose

and a black wig (this was the Justice's description). ' Don't

you think he was like his honor, Tom ? ' he added, appealing to

his comrade. ' By G—, Jack,' answered Tom, ' I believe it

was the very man !
' Erskine has been busy with these face-

tious gentlemen, and has sent several to prison, but nothing

could have been done without the soldiery. "We leave Lerwick

at eight o'clock, and sleep on board the yacht.

" 9th August, 1814.— "Waked at seven, and find the vessel

has left Lerwick harbor, and is on the point of entering the

sound which divides the small island of Mousa (or Queen's Is-

land) from Coningsburgh, a very wild part of the main island

so called. Went ashore, and see the very ancient castle of

Mousa, which stands close on the seashore. It is a Pictish

fortress, the most entire probably in the world. In form it re-

sembles a dice-box, for the truncated cone is continued only to

a certain height, after which it begins to rise perpendicularly,

or rather with a tendency to expand outwards. The building

is round, and has been surrounded with an outer-waU, of which

hardly the slightest vestiges now remain. It is composed of a

layer of stones, without cement ; they are not of large size, but

rather small and thin. To give a vulgar comparison, it resem-

bles an old ruinous pigeon-house. Mr. Stevenson took the di-

mensions of this curious fort, which are as follows : Outside

diameter at the base is fifty-two feet ; at the top thirty-eight

feet. The diameter of the interior at the base is nineteen feet
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sis inches ; at the top twenty-one feet ; the curve in the inside

being the reverse of the outside, or nearly so. The thickness

of the walls at the base seventeen feet ; at the top eight feet

six inches. The height outside forty-two feet ; the inside

thirty-four feet. The door or entrance faces the sea, and the

interior is partly filled with rubbish. When you enter you see,

in the inner wall, a succession of small openings like windows,

directly one above another, with broad flat stones, serving for

lintels ; these are about nine inches thick. The whole resembles

a ladder. There were four of these perpendicular rows of win-

dows or apertures, the situation of which corresponds with the

cardinal points of the compass. You enter the galleries con-

tained in the thickness of the wall by two of these apertures,

which have been broken down. These interior spaces are of

two descriptions : one consists of a winding ascent, not quite

an inclined plane, yet not by any means a regular stair ; but

the edges of the stones, being suffered to project irregularly,

serve for rude steps— or a kind of assistance. Through this

narrow staircase, which winds round the building, you creep

up to the top of the castle, which is partly ruinous. But be-

sides the staircase, there branch off at irregular intervals hori-

zontal galleries, which go round the whole building, and receive

air from the holes I formerly mentioned. These apertures vary

in size, diminishing as they run, from about thirty inches in

width by eighteen in height, till they are only about a foot

square. The lower galleries are full man height, but narrow.

They diminish both in height and width as they ascend, and as

the thickness of the wall in which they are enclosed diminishes.

The uppermost gallery is so narrow and low, that it was with

great difficulty I crept through it. The walls are built very

irregularly, the sweep of the cone being dififerent on the differ-

ent sides.

"It is said by Torfaeus that this fort was repaired and

strengthened by Erlind, who, having forcibly carried off the

mother of Harold, Earl of the Orkneys, resolved to defend him-

self to extremity in this place against the insulted Earl. How
a castle could be defended which had no opening to the out-

side for shooting arrows, and which was of a capacity to be

pulled to pieces by the assailants, who could advance without

annoyance to the bottom of the wall (unless it were battle-
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mented upon the top), does not easily appear. But to Erlind's

operations the castle of Mousa possibly owes the upper and
perpendicular, or rather overhanging, part of its elevation, and
also its rude staircase. In these two particulars it seems to

differ from all other Picts' castles, which are ascended by an

inclined plane, and generally, I believe, terminate in a trun-

cated cone, without that strange counterpart of the perpen-

dicular or projecting part of the upper wall. Opposite to the

castle of Mousa are the ruins of another Pictish fort : indeed,

they all communicate with each other through the isles. The
island of Mousa is the property of a Mr. Piper, who has im-

proved it considerably, and values his castle. I advised him
to clear out the interior, as he tells us there are three or four

galleries beneath those now accessible, and the difference of

height between the exterior and interior warrants his asser-

tion.

" We get on board, and in time, for the wind freshens, and

becomes contrary. We beat down to Sumburgh-head, through

rough weather. This is the extreme south-eastern point of

Zetland ; and as the Atlantic and German oceans unite at

this point, a frightful tide runs here, called Sumburgh-rost.

The breeze, contending with the tide, flings the breakers in

great style upon the high broken cliffs of Sumburgh-head.

They are aU one white foam, ascending to a great height.

We wished to double this point, and lie by in a bay between

that and the northern or north-western cape, called Fitful-

head, and which seems higher than Sumburgh itself— and

tacked repeatedly with this view ; but a confounded islet,

called The Horse, always baffled us, and, after three heats,

fairly distanced us. So we run into a roadstead, called Quen-

dal Bay, on the south-eastern side, and there anchor for the

night. We go ashore with various purposes,— Stevenson to see

the site of a proposed lighthouse on this tremendous cape—
Marjoribanks to shoot rabbits— and Duff and I to look about

us.

" I ascended the head by myself, which is lofty, and com-

mands a wild sea-view. Zetland stretches away, with all its

projecting capes and inlets, to the north-eastward. Many of

those inlets approach each other very nearly ; indeed, the two

opposite bays at Sumburgh-head seem on the point of joining.
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and rendering that cape an island. The two creeks from those

east and western seas are only divided by a low isthmus of

blowing sand, and similar to that which wastes part of the east

coast of Scotland. It has here blown like the deserts of Ara-

bia, and destroyed some houses, formerly the occasional resi-

dences of the Earls of Orkney. The steep and rocky side of

the cape, which faces the west, does not seem much more dur-

able. These lofty cUffs are all of sand-flag, a very loose and

perishable kind of rock, which slides down in immense masses,

like avalanches, after every storm. The rest lies so loose, that,

on the very brow of the loftiest crag, I had no difficulty in

sending down a frajgment as large as myseK : he thundered

down in tremendous style, but splitting upon a projecting cliff,

descended into the ocean like a shower of shrapnel shot. The
sea beneath rages incessantly among a thousand of the frag-

ments which have fallen from the peaks, and which assume an

hundred strange shapes. It would have been a fine situation

to compose an ode to the Genius of Sumburgh-head, or an

Elegy upon a Cormorant— or to have written and spoken mad-

ness of any kind in prose or poetry. But I gave vent to my
excited feelings in a more simple way ; and sitting gently down
on the steep green slope which led to the beach, I e'en slid

down a few hundred feet, and found the exercise quite an ade-

quate vent to my enthusiasm. I recommend this exercise (time

and place suiting) to all my brother scribblers, and I have no

doubt it will save much effusion of Christian ink. Those slopes

are covered with beautiful short herbage. At the foot of the

ascent, and towards the isthmus, is the old house of Sumburgh,

in appearance a most dreary mansion. I found, on my arrival

at the beach, that the hospitality of the inhabitants had entrapped

my companions. I walked back to meet them, but escaped the

gin and water. On board about nine o'clock at night. A
little schooner lies between us and the shore, which we had
seen all day buffeting the tide and breeze like ourselves. The
wind increases, and the ship is made snug— a sure sign the

passengers will not be so.

" 10th August, 1814.— The omen was but too true— a ter-

rible combustion on board, among plates, dishes, glasses, writ-

ing-desks, etc., etc. ; not a wink of sleep. We weigh and stand

out into that delightful current called SumburghrTOSt, or rust.
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This tide certainly owes us a grudge, for it drove us to the

eastward about thirty miles on the night of the first, and occa-

sioned our missing the Fair Isle, and now it has caught us on

our return. All the landsmen sicker than sick, and our Vice-

roy, Stevenson, qualmish. This is the only time that I have

felt more than temporary inconvenience, but this morning I

have headache and nausea ; these are trifles, and in a well-

found vessel, with a good pilot, we have none of that mixture

of danger which gives dignity to the traveller. But he must

have a stouter heart than mine, who can contemplate without

horror the situation of a vessel of an inferior description caught

among these headlands and reefs of rocks, in the long and dark

winter nights of these regions. Accordingly, wrecks are fre-

quent. It is proposed to have a light on Sumburgh-head, which

is the first land made by vessels coming from the eastward

;

Fitful-head is higher, but is to the west, from which quarter

few vessels come.
" We are now clear of Zetland, and about ten o'clock reach

the Fair Isle ; ^ one of their boats comes o£E, a strange-looking

thing without an entire plank in it, excepting one on each side,

upon the strength of which the whole depends, the rest being

patched and joined. This trumpery skifE the men manage with

the most astonishing dexterity, and row with remarkable speed

;

they have two banks, that is, two rowers on each bench, and

use very short paddles. The wildness of their appearance, with

long elf-locks, striped worsted caps, and shoes of raw-hide—
the fragility of their boat— and their extreme curiosity about

us and our cutter, give them a title to be distinguished as

natives. One of our people told their steersman, by way of

jeer, that he must have great confidence in Providence to go to

sea in such a vehicle ; the man very sensibly replied that with-

out the same confidence he would not go to sea in the best tool

in England. We take to our boat, and row for about three

miles round the coast, in order to land at the inhabited part of

the island. This coast abounds with grand views of rocks and

bays. One immense portion of rock is (like the Holm of Noss)

separated by a chasm from the mainland. As it is covered with

herbage on the top, though a literal precipice all round, the

1 This is <> solitary island, lying about halfway between Orkney and

Zetland.
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natives contrive to ascend the rock by a place which would

make a goat dizzy, and then drag the sheep up by ropes, though

they sometimes carry a sheep up on their shoulders. The cap-

tain of a sloop of war, being ashore while they were at this

work, turned giddy and sick while looking at them. This im-

mense precipice is several hundred feet high, and is perforated

below by some extraordinary apertures, through which a boat

might pass ; the light shines distinctly through these hideous

chasms.
" After passing a square bay called the North-haven, ten-

anted by sea-fowl and seals (the first we have yet seen), we
come in view of the small harbor. Land, and breakfast, for

which, till now, none of us felt inclination. In front of the

little harbor is the house of the tacksman, Mr. Strong, and in

view are three small assemblages of miserable huts, where the

inhabitants of the isle live. There are about thirty families

and 250 inhabitants upon the Fair Isle. It merits its name,

as the plain upon which the hamlets are situated bears excel-

lent barley, oats, and potatoes, and the rest of the isle is beau-

tiful pasture, excepting to the eastward, where there is a moss,

equally essential to the comfort of the inhabitants, since it sup-

plies them with peats for fuel. The Fair Isle is about three

miles long and a mile and a half broad. Mr. Strong received

us very courteously. He lives here, like Robinson Crusoe, in

absolute solitude as to society, unless by a chance visit from the

of&cers of a man-of-war. There is a signal-post maintained on

the island by Government, under this gentleman's inspection

;

when any ship appears that cannot answer his signals, he sends

ofB to Lerwick and Kirkwall to give the alarm. Rogers ^ was
ofB here last year, and nearly cut off one of Mr. Strong's ex-

press-boats, but the active islanders outstripped his people by
speed of rowing. The inhabitants pay Mr. Strong for the pos-

sessions which they occupy under him as sub-tenants, and culti-

vate the isle in their own way, i. e., by digging instead of

ploughing (though the ground is quite open and free from
rocks, and they have several scores of ponies), and by raising

alternate crops of barley, oats, and potatoes ; the first and last

are admirably good. They rather over-manure their crops

;

the possessions lie runrig, that is, by alternate ridges, and the

^ An American Commodore.



1 8 14 THE FAIR ISLE 431

outfield or pasture ground is possessed as common to all their

cows and ponies. The islanders fish for Mr. Strong at certain

fixed rates, and the fish is his property, which he sends to

Kirkwall, Lerwick, or elsewhere, in a little schooner, the same
which we left in Quendal Bay, and about the arrival of which

we found them anxious. An equal space of rich land on the

Fair Isle, situated in an inland county of Scotland, would rent

for £3000 a year at the very least. To be sure it would not

be burdened with the population of 250 soids, whose bodies

(fertile as it is) it cannot maintain in bread, they being supphed

chiefly from the mainland. Fish they have plenty, and are

even nice in their choice. Skate they wiU not touch ; dog-fish

they say is only food for Orkney-men, and when they catch

them, they make a point of tormenting the poor fish for eating

off their baits from the hook, stealing the haddocks from their

lines, and other enormities. These people, being about half-

way between Shetland and Orkney, have unfrequent connection

with either archipelago, and live and marry entirely among
themselves. One lad told me, only five persons had left the

island since his remembrance, and of those, three were pressed

for the navy. They seldom go to Greenland ; but this year

five or six of their young men were on board the whalers.

They seemed extremely solicitous about their return, and repeat-

edly questioned us about the names of the whalers which were

at Lerwick, a point on which we could give little information.

" The manners of these islanders seem primitive and simple,

and they are sober, good-humored, and friendly,— but jimp
honest. Their comforts are, of course, much dependent on

their master's pleasure ; for so they call Mr. Strong. But they

gave him the highest character for kindness and liberality, and

prayed to God he might long be their ruler. After mounting

the signal-post hiU, or Malcolm's Head, which is faced by a

most tremendous cliff, we separated on our different routes.

The Sheriff went to rectify the only enormity on the island,

which existed in the person of a drunken schoolmaster ; Mar-

chie ' went to shoot sea-fowl, or rather to frighten them, as his

calumniators allege. Stevenson and Duff went to inspect the

remains or vestiges of a Danish lighthouse upon a distant hill,

called, as usual, the Ward, or Ward-hill, and returned with

1 Mr. Marjoribanks.
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specimens of copper ore. Hamilton went down to cater fish

for our dinner, and see it properly cooked— and I to see two

remarkable indentures in the coast called Rivas, perhaps from

their being rifted or riven. They are exactly like the Buller

of Buchan, the sea rolling into a large open basin within the

land through a natural archway. These places are close to

each other ; one is oblong, and it is easy to descend into it by

a rude path ; the other gulf is inaccessible from the land, un-

less to a crags-man, as these venturous climbers call themselves.

I sat for about an hour upon the verge, like the cormorants

around me, hanging my legs over the precipice ; but I could

not get free of two or three well-meaning islanders, who held

me fast by the skirts all the time— for it must be conceived

that our numbers and appointments had drawn out the whole

population to admire and attend us. After we separated, each,

like the nucleus of a comet, had his own distinct train of at-

tendants.— Visit the capital town, a wretched assemblage of

the basest huts, dirty without, and stUl dirtier within ; pigs,

fowls, cows, men, women, and children, all living promiscu-

ously under the same roof, and in the same room— the brood-

sow making (among the more opulent) a distinguished inhab-

itant of the mansion. The compost, a liquid mass of utter

abomination, is kept in a square pond of seven feet deep

;

when I censured it, they allowed it might be dangerous to the

bairns ; but appeared unconscious of any other objection. I

cannot wonder they want meal, for assuredly they waste it.

A great howie or wooden vessel of porridge is made in the

morning ; a child comes and sups a few spoonfuls ; then Mrs.

Sow takes her share ; then the rest of the children or the

parents, and all at pleasure ; then come the poultry when the

mess is more cool ; the rest is flung upon the dunghiU— and

the goodwife wonders and complains when she wants meal in

winter. They are a long-lived race, notwithstanding utter and

inconceivable dirt and sluttery. A man of sixty told me his

father died only last year, aged ninety-eight ; nor was this con-

sidered as very unusual.

"The clergyman of Dunrossness, in Zetland, visits these

poor people once a year, for a week or two during summer.
In winter this is impossible, and even the summer visit is occa-

sionally interrupted for two years. Marriages and baptisms
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are performed, as one of the Isles-men told me, hy the slump,

and one of the children was old enough to tell the clergyman

who sprinkled him with water, ' Deil be in your fingers.' Last

time, four couple were married ; sixteen children baptized.

The schoolmaster reads a portion of Scripture in the church

each Sunday, when the clergyman is absent ; but the present

man is unfit for this part of his duty. The women knit worsted

stockings, night-caps, and similar trifles, which they exchange

with any merchant vessels that approach their lonely isle. In

these respects they greatly regret the American war ; and

mention with unction the happy days when they could get

from an American trader a bottle of peach-brandy or rum in

exchange for a pair of worsted stockings or a dozen of eggs.

The humanity of their master interferes much with the favor-

ite but dangerous occupation of the islanders, which is fowl-

ing, that is, taking the young sea-fowl from their nests among
these tremendous crags. About a fortnight before we arrived,

a fine boy of fourteen had dropped from the cHfE, while in

prosecution of this amusement, into a roaring surf, by which

he was instantly swallowed up. The imfortunate mother was

laboring at the peat-moss at a little distance. These accidents

do not, however, strike terror into the survivors. They regard

the death of an individual engaged in these desperate exploits

as we do the fate of a brave relation who falls in battle, when
the honor of his death furnishes a balm to our sorrow. It

therefore requires all the tacksman's authority to prevent a

practice so pregnant with danger. Like all other precarious

and dangerous employments, the occupation of the crags-men

renders them unwilling to labor at employments of a more

steady description. The Fair Isle inhabitants are a good-look-

ing race, more like Zetlanders than Orkney-men. Evenson,

and other names of a Norwegian or Danish derivation, attest

their Scandinavian descent. Return and dine at Mr. Strong's,

having sent our cookery ashore, not to overburthen his hospital-

ity. In this place, and perhaps in the very cottage now inhab-

ited by Mr. Strong, the Duke of Medina Sidonia, Commander-

in-Chief of the Invincible Armada, wintered, after losing his

vessel to the eastward of the island. It was not till he had

spent some weeks in this miserable abode, that he got off to Nor-

way. Independently of the moral consideration, that, from the
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pitcli of power in which he stood a few days before, the proud-

est peer of the proudest nation in Europe found himself de-

pendent on the jealous and scanty charity of these secluded

islanders, it is scarce possible not to reflect with compassion

on the change of situation from the palaces of Estremadura to

the hamlet of the Fair Isle—
' Dost thou -wish for thy deserts, Son of Hodeiiah ?

Dost thou long for the gales of Arabia ? ' ^

" Mr. Strong gave me a curious old chair belonging to Quen-

dale, a former proprietor of the Fair Isle, and which a more

zealous antiquary would have dubbed ' the Duke's chair.' I

wiU have it refitted for Abbotsford, however. About eight

o'clock we take boat, amid the cheers of the inhabitants, whose

minds, subdued by our splendor, had been secured by our

munificence, which consisted Ln a moderate benefaction of

whiskey and tobacco, and a few shillings laid out on their

staple commodities. They agreed no such day had been seen

in the isle. The signal-post displayed its flags, and to recom-

pense these distinguished marks of honor, we hung out our

colors, stood into the bay, and saluted with three guns,

' Echoing from a thousand oaves," '

and then bear away for Orkney, leaving, if our vanity does not

deceive us, a very favorable impression on the mind of the

inhabitants of the Fair Isle. The tradition of the Fair Isle is

unfavorable to those shipwrecked strangers, who are said to

have committed several acts of violence to extort the supplies

of provision, given them sparingly and with reluctance by the

islanders, who were probably themselves very far from being

well supplied.

" I omitted to say we were attended in the morning by two
very sportive whales, but of a kind, as some of our crew who
had been on board Greenland-men assured us, which it was
very dangerous to attack. There were two Gravesend smacks
fishing o£E the isle. Lord, what a long draught London makes !

" 11th August, 1814.— After a sound sleep to make amends
for last night, we find, at awaking, the vessel ofB the Start of

Sanda, the first land in the Orkneys which we could make.
There a lighthouse has been erected lately upon the best con-

1 ndaha, Book Vm.
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struction. Landed and surveyed it. AH in excellent order,

and the establishment of the keepers in the same style of com-

fort and respectability as elsewhere, far better than the house

of the master of the Fair Isle, and rivalling my own baronial

mansion of Abbotsford. Go to the top of the tower and sur-

vey the island, which, as the name implies, is level, flat, and
sandy, quite the reverse of those in Zetland : it is intersected

by creeks and small lakes, and, though it abounds with shell

marie, seems barren. There is one dreadful inconvenience of

an island life, of which we had here an instance. The keeper's

wife had an infant in her arms— her first-born, too, of which

the poor woman had been delivered without assistance. Er-

skine told us of a horrid instance of malice which had been

practised in this island of Sanda. A decent tenant, during the

course of three or four successive years, lost to the number of

twenty-five cattle, stabbed as they lay in their fold by some

abominable wretch. What made the matter stranger was, that

the poor man could not recollect any reason why he should have

had the iU-wiU of a single being, only that in taking up names

for the militia, a duty imposed upon him by the Justices, he

thought he might possibly have given some unknown offence.

The villain was never discovered.

" The wrecks on this coast were numerous before the erec-

tion of the lighthouse. It was not uncommon to see five or six

vessels on shore at once. The goods and chattels of the in-

habitants are all said to savor of Flotsome and Jetsom.e, as the

floating wreck and that which is driven ashore are severally

called. Mr. Stevenson happened to observe that the boat of a

Sanda farmer had bad sails— ' If it had been His (i. e., God's)

win that you hadna built sae many lighthouses hereabout '
—

answered the Orcadian, with great composure— ' I would have

had new sails last winter.' Thus do they talk and think upon

these subjects ; and so talking and thinking, I fear the poor

mariner has little chance of any very anxious attempt to assist

him. There is one wreck, a Danish vessel, now aground under

our lee. These Danes are the stupidest seamen, by aU accounts,

that sail the sea. When this light upon the Start of Sanda was

established, the Commissioners, with laudable anxiety to ex-

tend its utility, had its description and bearings translated into

Danish and sent to Copenhagen. But they never attend to such
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trifles. The Norwegians are much better liked, as a clever,

hardy, sensible people. I forgot to notice there was a Nor-

wegian prize lying in the Sound of Lerwick, sent in by one of

our cruisers. This was a queer-looking, half-decked vessel, all

tattered and torn, and shaken to pieces, looking like Coleridge's

Spectre Ship. It was pitiable to see such a prize. Our ser-

vants went aboard, and got one of their loaves, and gave a

dreadful account of its composition. I got and cut a crust of

it ; it was rye-bread, with a slight mixture of pine-fir bark or

sawings of deal. It was not good, but (as Charles XII. said)

might be eaten. But after all, if the people can be satisfied

with such bread as this, it seems hard to interdict it to them.

What would a Londoner say if, instead of his roll and muffins,

this black bread, relishing of tar and turpentine, were presented

for his breakfast ? I would to God there could be a Jehovah-

jireh, ' a ram caught in the thicket,' to prevent the sacrifice of

that people.

" The few friends who may see this Journal are much in-

debted for these pathetic remarks to the situation under which

they are recorded ; for since we left the lighthouse we have

been struggling with adverse wind (pretty high too), and a very

strong tide, called the Eost of the Start, which, like Sumburgh
Rost, bodes no good to our roast and boiled. The worst is that

this struggle carries us past a most curious spectacle, being no
less than the carcases of two hundred and sixty-five whales,

which have been driven ashore in Taftsness Bay, now lying

close under us. With all the inclination in the world, it is im-

possible to stand in close enough to verify this massacre of

Leviathans with our own eyes, as we do not care to run the

risk of being drawn ashore ourselves among the party. In
fact, this species of spectacle has been of late years very com-
mon among the isles. Mr. Stevenson saw upwards of a hun-
dred and fifty whales lying upon the shore in a bay at Unst,

in his northward trip. They are not large, but are decided

whales, measuring perhaps from fifteen to twenty-five feet.

They are easily mastered, for the first that is wounded among
the sounds and straits so common in the isles usually runs
ashore. The rest follow the blood, and, urged on by the boats

behind, run ashore also. A cut with one of the long whaling
knives under the back-fin is usually fatal to these huge ani-
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mals. The two hundred and sixty-five whales, now lying within

two or three miles of us, were driven ashore by seven boats

only.

^^Five o'clock.— We are out of the Rost (I detest that

word), and driving fast through a long sound among low green

islands, which hardly lift themselves above the sea— not a
islifE or hiU to be seen— what a contrast to the land we have
left ! We are standing for some creek or harbor, called Ling-

holm Bay, to lie to or anchor for the night ; for to pursue our

course by night, and that a thick one, among these isles, and
islets, and sand-banks, is out of the question— clear moonlight

might do. Our sea is now moderate. But, oh gods and men !

what misfortunes have travellers to record ! Just as the quiet

of the elements had reconciled us to the thought of dinner, we
learn that an unlucky sea has found its way into the galley

during the last infernal combustion, when the lee-side and bolt-

sprit were constantly under water ; so our soup is poisoned with

salt water— our cod and haddocks, which cost ninepence this

blessed morning, and would have been worth a couple of

guineas in London, are soused in their primitive element— the

curry is undone— and all gone to the devil. We aU apply

ourselves to comfort our Lord High Admiral Hamilton, whose

despair for himself and the pubUc might edify a patriot. His

good-humor— which has hitherto defied every incident, aggra-

vated even by the gout— supported by a few bad puns, and a

great many fair promises on the part of the steward and cook,

fortunately restores his equilibrium.

" Eight o'clock.— Our supplemental dinner proved excellent,

and we have glided into an admirable roadstead or harbor,

called Lingholm Bay, formed by the small island of Lingholm

embracing a small basin dividing that islet from the larger isle

of Stronsay. Both, as well as Sanda, Eda, and others which we
have passed, are low, green, and sandy. I have seen nothing

to-day worth marking, except the sporting of a very large

whale at some distance, and H.'s face at the news of the disas-

ter in the cook-room. We are to weigh at two in the morning,

and hope to reach Kirkwall, the capital of Orkney, by break-

fast to-morrow. I trust there are no rusts or rosts in the

road. I shall detest that word even when used to signify verd-

antique or patina in the one sense, or roast venison in the other.
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Orkney shall begin a new volume of these exquisite memo-

randa,

" Omission.— At Lerwick the Dutch fishers had again ap-

peared on their old haunts. A very interesting meeting took

place between them and the Lerwegians, most of them being

old acquaintances. They seemed very poor, and talked of

having been pillaged of everything by the French, and ex-

pected to have found Lerwick ruined by the war. They have

aU the careful, quiet, and economical habits of their country,

and go on board their busses with the utmost haste so soon as

they see the Greenland sailors, who usually insult and pick

quarrels with them. The great amusement of the Dutch sailors

is to hire the little ponies, and ride up and down upon them.

On one occasion, a good many years ago, an English sailor in-

terrupted this cavalcade, frightened the horses, and one or two

Dutchmen got tumbles. Incensed at this beyond their usual

moderation, they pursued the cause of their overthrow, and

wounded him with one of their knives. The wounded man
went on board his vessel, the crew of which, about fifty strong,

came ashore with their long flinching knives with which they

cut up the whales, and falling upon the Dutchmen, though

twice their numbers, drove them all into the sea, where such as

could not swim were in some risk of being drowned. The in-

stance of aggression, or rather violent retaliation, on their part,

is almost soUtary. In general they are extremely quiet, and

employ themselves in bartering their Uttle merchandise of gin

and gingerbread for Zetland hose and night-caps."
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" 12th August, 1814.— With a good breeze and calm sea we
weighed at two in the morning, and worked by short tacks up
to Kirkwall Bay, and find ourselves in that fine basin upon

rising in the morning. The town looks well from the sea, but

is chiefly indebted to the huge old cathedral that rises out of

the centre. Upon landing we find it but a poor and dirty

place, especially towards the harbor. Farther up the town are

seen some decent old-fashioned houses, and the Sheriff's inter-

est secures us good lodgings. Marchie goes to hunt for a

pointer. The morning, which was rainy, clears up pleasantly,

and Hamilton, Erskine, Duff, and I walk to Malcolm Laing's,

who has a pleasant house about half a mile from the town.

Our old acquaintance, though an invalid, received us kindly

;

he looks very poorly, and cannot walk without assistance, but

seems to retain all the quick, earnest, and vivacious intelligence

of his character and manner. After this, visit the antiquities

of the place, namely, the Bishop's palace, the Earl of Orkney's

castle, and the cathedral, all situated within a stone-cast of each

other. The two former are ruinous. The most prominent part

of the ruins of the Bishop's palace is a large round tower,

similar to that of BothweU in architecture, but not equal to it

in size. This was buUt by Bishop Reid, tempore Jacobi V.,

and there is a rude statue of him in a niche in the front. At

the north-east corner of the building is a square tower of greater

antiquity, called the Mense or Mass Tower ; but, as well as a

second and smaller round tower, it is quite ruinous. A suite

of apartments of different sizes fills up the space between these
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towers, all now ruinous. The building is said to have been of

great antiquity, but was certainly in a great measure reedified

in the sixteenth century.

" Fronting this castle or palace of the Bishop, and about a

gun-shot distant, is that of the Earl of Orkney. The Earl's

palace was built by Patrick Stewart, Earl of Orkney, the same

who erected that of Scalloway, in Shetland. It is an elegant

structure, partaking at once of the character of a palace and

castle. The building forms three sides of an oblong square,

but one of the sides extends considerably beyond the others.

The great hall must have been remarkably handsome, opening

into two or three huge rounds or turrets, the lower part of

which is divided by stone shafts into three windows. It has

two immense chimneys, the arches or lintels of which are

formed by a flat arch, as at Crichton Castle. There is another

very handsome apartment communicating with the hall like a

modern drawing-room, and which has, like the former, its pro-

jecting turrets. The hall is lighted by a fine Grothic-shafted

window at one end, and by others on the sides. It is ap-

proached by a spacious and elegant staircase of three flights of

steps. The dimensions may be sixty feet long, twenty broad,

and fourteen high, but doubtless an arched roof sprung from

the side walls, so that fourteen feet was only the height from

the ground to the arches. Any modern architect, wishing to

emulate the real Gothic architecture, and apply it to the pur-

poses of modern splendor, might derive excellent hints from

this room. The exterior ornaments are also extremely elegant.

The ruins, once the residence of this haughty and oppressive

Earl, are now so disgustingly nasty, that it required all the

zeal of an antiquary to prosecute the above investigation.

Architecture seems to have been Earl Patrick's prevailing

taste. Besides this castle and that of Scalloway, he added to

or enlarged the old castle of Bressay. To accomplish these

objects, he oppressed the people with severities unheard of even

in that oppressive age, drew down on himself a shameful though

deserved punishment, and left these dishonored ruins to hand
down to posterity the tale of his crimes and of his fall. We
may adopt, though in another sense, his own presumptuous

motto— Sic Fuit, Est, et Erit.

" We visit the cathedral, dedicated to St. Magnus, which
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greeted the Sheriff's approach with a merry peal. Lilie that
of Glasgow, this church has escaped the blind fury of Reforma-
tion. It was founded in 1138, by Ronald, Earl of Orkney,
nephew of the Saint. It is of great size, being 260 feet long,
or thereabout, and supported by twenty-eight Saxon pillars, of
good workmanship. The round arch predominates in the
building, but I think not exclusively. The steeple (once a very
high spire) rises upon four pillars of great strength, which
occupy each angle of the nave. Being destroyed by Ughtning,
it was rebuilt upon a low and curtailed plan. The appearance
of the building is rather massive and gloomy than elegant, and
many of the exterior ornaments, carving around the doorways,
etc., have been injured by time. We entered the cathedral, the
whole of which is kept locked, swept, and in good order, al-

though only the eastern end is used for divine worship. "We
walked some time in the nave and western end, which is left

unoccupied, and has a very solemn effect as the avenue to the

place of worship. There were many tombstones on the floor

and elsewhere ; some, doubtless, of high antiquity. One, I

remarked, had the shield of arms hung by the corner, with a
helmet above it of a large proportion, such as I have seen on
the most ancient seals. But we had neither time nor skiU to

decipher what noble Orcadian lay beneath. The church is as

well fitted up as could be expected ; much of the old carved

oak remains, but with a motley mixture of modern deal pews.

All, however, is neat and clean, and does great honor to the

kirk-session who maintain its decency. I remarked particu-

larly Earl Patrick's seat, adjoining to that of the magistrates,

but surmounting it and every other in the church : it is sur-

rounded with a carved screen of oak, rather elegant, and bears

his arms and initials, and the motto I have noticed. He bears

the royal arms without any 'mark ofhastardy (his father was

a natural son of James V.) quarterly, with a lymphad or gal-

ley, the ancient arms of the county. This circumstance was

charged agains); him on his trial.^ I understand the late Mr.

1 " This noted oppressor was finally bronght to trial, and beheaded at

the Cross of Edinburgh (6th February, 1614). It is said that the King's

mood was considerably heated against him by some ill-chosen and worse

written Latin inscriptions with which his father and himself had been

unlucky enough to decorate some of their insular palaces. In one of these,
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Gilbert Laing Meason left the interest of £1000 to keep up

this cathedral.

" There are in the street facing the cathedral the ruins of a

much more ancient castle ; a proper feudal fortress belonging

to the Earls of Orkney, but called the King's Castle. It ap-

pears to have been very strong, being situated near the harbor,

and having, as appears from the fragments, very massive walls.

While the wicked Earl Patrick was in confinement, one of his

natural sons defended this castle to extremity against the King's

troops, and only surrendered when it was nearly a heap of

ruins, and then under condition he should not be brought in

evidence against his father.

" We dine at the inn, and drink the Prince Eegent's health,

being that of the day— Mr. Baikie of Tankerness dines with

us.

" 13th August, 1814.—A bad morning, but clears up. No
letters from Edinburgh. The country about Kirkwall is flat,

and tolerably cultivated. We see oxen generally wrought in

the small country carts, though they have a race of ponies, like

those of Shetland, but larger. Marchie goes to shoot on a hiU

called Whiteford, which slopes away about two or three miles

from Kirkwall. The grouse is abundant, for the gentleman

who chaperons Marchie killed thirteen brace and a haK, with

a snipe. There are no partridges nor hares. The soU of Ork-

ney is better, and its air more genial than Shetland ; but it is

far less interesting, and possesses none of the wild and peculiar

character of the more northern archipelago. All vegetables

grow here freely in the gardens, and there are one or two at-

tempts at trees where they are sheltered by walls. How ill

they succeed may be conjectured from our bringing with us a

quantity of brushwood, commissioned by Malcolm Laing from
Aberbrothock, to be sticks to his pease. This trash we brought

two hundred miles. I have little to add, except that the Ork-

Earl Robert, the father, had given his own designation thns :
' Oroa-

disB Comes Bex Jacobi Quinti Filius.' In this case he .was not, perhaps,
guilty of anything worse than bad Latin. But James VI., who had a
keen nose for puzzling out treason, and with whom an assault and battery
upon Priseian ranked in nearly the same degree of urime, had little doubt
that the use of the nominative Bex, instead of the genitive Regis, had
a treasonable savor."— Scott's Miscellaneous Prose Works, vol. xxiii.

p. 232.
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ney people have some odd superstitions about a stone on which
they take oaths to Odin. Lovers often perform this ceremony
in pledge of mutual faith, and are said to account it a sacred

engagement. — It is agreed that we go on board after dinner,

and sail with the next tide. The magistrates of Kirkwall pre-

sent us with the freedom of their ancient burgh ; and Erskine,
instead of being cumbered with drunken sailors, as at Lerwick,
or a drunken schoolmaster, as at Fair Isle, is annoyed by his

own Substitute. This will occasion his remaining two days at

KirkwaU, during which time it is proposed we shall visit the

lighthouse upon the dangerous rocks called the Skerries, in the

Pentland Frith ; and then, returning to the eastern side of Po-
mona, take up the counsellor at Stromness. It is further set-

tled that we leave Marchie with Erskine to get another day's

shooting. On board at ten o'clock, after a little bustle in ex-

pediting our domestics, washerwomen, etc.

" Uth August, 1814. — Sail about four, and in rounding the

mainland of Orkney, called Pomona, encounter a very heavy

sea ; about ten o'clock, get into the Sound of Holm or Ham, a

fine smooth current meandering away between two low green

islands, which have little to characterize them. On the right of

the Sound is the mainland, and a deep bay called Scalpa Flow
indents it up to within two miles of KirkwaU. A canal through

this neck of the island would be of great consequence to the

burgh. We see the steeple and church of Kirkwall across the

island very distinctly. Getting out of the Sound of Holm, we
stand in to the harbor or roadstead of WidewaU, where we find

seven or eight foreign vessels bound for Ireland, and a sloop

belonging to the lighthouse service. These roadsteads are

common aU through the Orkneys, and afford excellent shelter

for small vessels. The day is pleasant and sunny, but the

breeze is too high to permit landing at the Skerries. Agree,

therefore, to stand over for the mainland of Scotland, and visit

Thurso. Enter the Pentland Frith, so celebrated for the

strength and fury of its tides, which is boiling even in this

pleasant weather ; we see a large ship battling with this heavy

current, and though with aU her canvas set and a breeze, get-

ting more and more involved. See the two Capes of Dungsby

or Duncansby, and Dunnet-head, between which lies the cele-

brated John o' Groat's house, on the north-eastern extremity of
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Scotland. The shores of Caithness rise hold and rocky hefore

us, — a contrast to the Orkneys, which are aU low, excepting

the Island of Hoy. On Duncansby-head appear some remark-

able rocks, like towers, called the Stacks of Duncansby.

Near this shore runs the remarkable breaking tide called the

Merry Men of Mey, whence Mackenzie takes the scenery of a

poem—
' Where the dancing Men of Mey,

Speed the current to the land.' ^

Here, according to his locality, the Caithness-man witnessed

the vision, in which was introduced the song, translated by
Gray, under the title of The Fatal Sisters. On this subject,

Mr. Baikie told me the following remarkable circumstance :

A clergyman told him, that while some remnants of the Norse

were yet spoken in North Konaldsha, he carried thither the

translation of Mr. Gray, then newly published, and read it to

some of the old people as referring to the ancient history of

their islands. But so soon as he had proceeded a little way,

they exclaimed they knew it very well in the original, and had
often sung it to himself when he asked them for an old Norse

song ; they called it The Enchantresses.— The breeze dies

away between two wicked little islands called Swona and

Stroma,— the latter belonging to Caithness, the former to Ork-

ney.— Nota Bene. The inhabitants of the rest of the Orcades

despise those of Swona for eating limpets, as being the last of

human meannesses. Every land has its fashions. The Fair-

Isles-men disdain Orkney-men for eating dog-fish. Both islands

have dangerous reefs and whirlpools, where, even in this fine

day, the tide rages furiously. Indeed, the large high unbroken

billows, which at every swell hide from our deck each distant

object, plainly intimate what a dreadful current this must be

when vexed by high or adverse winds. Finding ourselves

losing ground in the tide, and unwilling to waste time, we give

up Thurso— run back into the roadstead or bay of Long-

Hope, and anchor under the fort. The bay has four entrances

and safe anchorage in most winds, and having become a great

rendezvous for shipping (there are nine vessels lying here at

present) has been an object of attention with Government.

1 Henry Mackenzie's Introduction to The Fatal Sisters,— Works, 1808,

vol. Tiii. p. 63.
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"Went ashore after dinner, and visited the fort, which is

only partly completed : it is afliche to the sea, with eight guns,

twenty-four pounders, hut without any land defences ; the guns

are mounted en barbette, without embrasures, each upon a kind

of movable stage, which stage wheeling upon a pivot in front,

and traversing by means of wheels behind, can be pointed in

any direction that may be thought necessary. Upon this stage,

the gun-carriage moves forward and recoils, and the depth of

the parapet shelters the men even better than an embrasure.

At a little distance from this battery they are building a Mar-
tello tower, which is to cross the fire of the battery, and also

that of another projected tower upon the opposite point of the

bay. The expedience of these towers seems excessively pro-

blematical. Supposing them impregnable, or nearly so, a gar-

rison of fourteen or fifteen men may be always blockaded by a

very trifling number, while the enemy dispose of all in the

vicinity at their pleasure. In the case of Long-Hope, for in-

stance, a frigate might disembark 100 men, take the fort in the

rear, where it is undefended even by a palisade, destroy the

magazines, spike and dismount the cannon, carry off or cut out

any vessels in the roadstead, and accomplish all the purposes

that could bring themi to so remote a spot, in spite of a ser-

geant's party in the Martello tower, and without troubling

themselves about them at all. Meanwhile, Long-Hope will one

day turn out a flourishing place ; there will soon be taverns and

slop-shops, where sailors rendezvous in such numbers ; then

will come quays, docks, and warehouses ; and then a thriving

town. Amen, so be it. This is the first fine day we have en-

joyed to an end since Sunday, 31st ult. Eainy, cold, and hazy,

have been our voyages around these wild islands ; I hope the

weather begins to mend, though Mr. Wilson, our master,

threatens a breeze to-morrow. We are to attempt the Skerries,

if possible ; if not, we will, I believe, go to Stromness.

" 15th August, 1814. — Fine morning. We get again into

the Pentland Frith, and with the aid of a pilot-boat belonging

to the lighthouse service, from South Ronaldsha, we attempt

the Skerries. Notwithstanding the fair weather, we have a

specimen of the violence of the flood-tide, which forms whirl-

pools on the shallow sunken rocks by the islands of Swona and

Stroma, and in the deep water makes strange, smooth, whirl-
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ing, and swelling eddies, called by the sailors, wells. We run

through the wells of Tuftile in particular, which, in the least

stress of weather, wheel a large ship round and round, without

respect either to helm or sails. Hence the distinction of wells

and waves in Old English ; the well being that smooth, glassy,

oily-looking eddy, the force of which seems to the eye almost

resistless. The bursting of the waves in foam around these

strange eddies has a bewildering and confused appearance, which

it is impossible to describe. Get o£E the Skerries about ten

o'clock, and land easily ; it is the first time a boat has got there

for several days. The Skerries ^ is an island about sixty acres,

of fine short herbage, belonging to Lord Dundas ; it is siir-

rounded by a reef of precipitous rocks, not very high, but inac-

cessible, unless where the ocean has made ravines among them,

and where stairs have been cut down to the water for the light-

house service. Those inlets have a romantic appearance, and

have been christened by the sailors, the Parliament House, the

Seals' Lying-in-Hospital, etc. The last inlet, after rushing

through a deep chasm, which is open overhead, is continued

under ground, and then again opens to the sky in the middle

of the island ; in this hole the seals bring out their whelps ;

when the tide is high, the waves rise up through this aperture

in the middle of the isle— like the blowing of a whale in noise

and appearance. There is another round cauldron of solid

rock, to which the waves have access through a natural arch

in the rock, having another and lesser arch rising just above it

;

in hard weather, the waves rush through both apertures with a

horrid noise ; the workmen called it the Carron Blast, and, in-

deed, the variety of noises which issued from the abyss, some-

what reminded me of that engine. Take my rifle, and walk

round the clifis in search of seals, but see none, and only dis-

turb the digestion of certain aldermen-cormorants, who were
sitting on the points of the crags after a good fish breakfast

;

only made one good shot out of four. The lighthouse is too

low, and on the old construction, yet it is of the last importance.

The keeper is an old man-of-war's-man, ofwhom Mr. Stevenson

observed that he was a great swearer when he first came ; but

after a year or two's residence in this solitary abode, became a

^ " A Skerrie means a flattish rook which the sea does not overflow."—
Edmonstone's View of the Zetlands.
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changed man. There are about fifty head of cattle on the is-

land ; they must be got in and off with great danger and diffi-

culty. There is no water upon the isle, except what remains
after rain in some pools ; these sometimes dry in summer, and
the cattle are reduced to great straits. Leave the isle about
one ; and the wind and tide being favorable, crowd all sail, and
get on at the rate of fourteen miles an hour. Soon reach our
old anchorage at the Long-Hope, and passing, stand to the
north-westward, up the Sound of Hoy, for Stromness.

" I should have mentioned, that in going down the Pentland
Frith this morning, we saw Johnnie Groat's house, or rather

the place where it stood, now occupied by a storehouse. Our
pilot opines there was no such man as Johnnie Groat, for, he

says, he cannot hear that anybody ever saw M/m. This reason-

ing would put down most facts of antiquity. They gather

shells on the shore, called Johnnie Groat's huckies, but I can-

not procure any at present. I may also add, that the inter-

pretation given to wells may apply to the Wells of Slain, in

the fine ballad of Clerk ColviU ; such eddies in the romantic

vicinity of Slains Castle would be a fine place for a mermaid.^
" Our wind faUs us, and, what is worse, becomes westerly.

The Sound has now the appearance of a fine land-locked bay,

the passages between the several islands being scarce visible.

We have a superb view of Kirkwall Cathedral, with a strong

gleam of sunshine upon it. Gloomy weather begins to collect

around us, particularly on the island of Hoy, which, covered

with gloom and vapor, now assumes a majestic mountainous

character. On Pomona we pass the HiU of Orphir, which re-

minds me of the clergyman of that parish, who was called to

account for some of his inaccuracies to the General Assembly ;

one charge he held particularly cheap, namely, that of drunken-

ness. ' Eeverend Moderator,' said he, in reply, ' I do drink, as

other gentlemen do.' This Orphir of the north must not be

confounded with the Orphir of the south. From the latter came

1 Clerk Colvill falls a sacrifice to a meeting with "a fair Mermaid,"

whom he found washing her " Sark of Silk " on this romantic shore. He
had been warned by his " gay lady " in these words :

—
'* O promiae me now, Clerk GolvUl,

Or it will coat ye muckle strife,

Ride never by the Wells of Slane,

If ye wad Uve and brook your life."
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gold, silver, and precious stones ; the former seems to produce

little except peats. Yet these are precious commodities, which

some of the Orkney Isles altogether want, and lay waste and

burn the turf of their land instead of importing coal from New-

castle. The Orcadians seem by no means an alert or active

race ; they neglect the excellent fisheries which Ke under their

very noses, and in their mode of managing their boats, as well

as in the general tone of urbanity and intelligence, are excelled

by the less favored Zetlanders. I observe they always crowd

their boat with people in the bows, being the ready way to send

her down in any awkward circumstance. There are remains

of their Norwegian descent and language in North Ronaldsha,

an isle I regret we did not see. A missionary preacher came

ashore there a year or two since, but being a very little black-

bearded unshaved man, the seniors of the isle suspected him of

being an ancient Pecht or Pict, and no canny, of course. The

schoolmaster came down to entreat our worthy Mr. Stevenson,

then about to leave the island, to come up and verify whether

the preacher was an ancient Pecht, yea or no. Finding apolo-

gies were in vain, he rode up to the house where the unfortu-

nate preacher, after three nights' watching, had got to bed, little

conceiving under what odious suspicion he had fallen. As Mr.

S. declined disturbing him, his boots were produced, which

being a little— little— very little pair, confirmed, in the

opinion of all the bystanders, the suspicion of Pechtism. Mr.

S. therefore found it necessary to go into the poor man's sleep-

ing apartment, where he recognized one Campbell, heretofore

an ironmonger in Edinburgh, but who had put his hand for

some years to the missionary plough ; of course he warranted

his quondam acquaintance to be no ancient Pecht. Mr. Ste-

venson carried the same schoolmaster who figured in the ad-

venture of the Pecht, to the mainland of Scotland, to be exam-

ined for his oifice. He was extremely desirous to see a tree

;

and, on seeing one, desired to know what girss it was that grew

at the top on't— the leaves appearing to him to be grass. They
still speak a little Norse, and indeed I hear every day words of

that language ; for instance, t/a, kul, for ' Yes, sir.' "We creep

slowly up Hoy Sound, working under the Pomona shore ; but

there is no hope of reaching Stromness tiU we have the assist-

ance of the evening tide. The channel now seems like a High-
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land loch ; not the least ripple on the waves. The passage is

narrowed, and (to the eye) blocked up by the interposition of

the green and apparently fertile isle of Grsemsay, the property
of Lord Armadale.^ Hoy looks yet grander, from comparing
its black and steep mountains with this verdant isle. To add
to the beauty of the Sound, it is rendered lively by the succes-

sive appearance of seven or eight whaling vessels from Davies'

Straits; large strong ships, which pass successively, with all

their sails set, enjoying the little wind that is. Many of these

vessels display the garland ; that is, a wreath of ribbons which
the young fellows on board have got from their sweethearts, or

come by otherwise, and which hangs between the foremast and
mainmast, surmounted sometimes by a small model of the ves-

sel. This garland is hung up upon the 1st of May, and re-

mains tiU they come into port. I believe we shaU dodge here

tin the tide makes about nine, and then get into Stromness :

no boatman or sailor in Orkney thinks of the wind in compar-
ison of the tides and currents. We must not complain, though
the night gets rainy, and the Hill of Hoy is now completely in-

vested with vapor and mist. In the forepart of the day we
executed very cleverly a task of considerable difficulty and even

danger.

" \^th August, 1814.— Get into Stromness Bay, and anchor

before the party are up. A most decided rain all night. The
bay is formed by a deep indention in the mainland, or Po-
mona ; on one side of which stands Stromness— a fishing vil-

lage and harbor of call for the Davies' Straits whalers, as Ler-

wick is for the Greenlanders. Betwixt the vessels we met

yesterday, seven or eight which passed us this morning, and

several others still lying in the bay, we have seen between

twenty and thirty of these large ships in this remote place.

The opposite side of Stromness Bay is protected by Hoy, and

Grsemsay lies between them ; so that the bay seems quite land-

locked, and the contrast between the moimtains of Hoy, the

soft verdure of Grsemsay, and the swelling hill of Orphir on

the mainland, has a beautiful effect. The day clears up, and

Mr. Rae, Lord Armadale's factor, comes off from his house,

called Clestrom, upon the shore opposite to Stromness, to break-

^ Sir William Houeyman, Bart.— a Judge of the Court of Session by

the title of Lord Armadale.
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fast with us. "We go ashore with him. His farm is well culti-

vated, and he has procured an excellent breed of horses from

Lanarkshire, of which county he is a native ; strong hardy-

Galloways, fit for labor or hacks. By this we profited, as Mr.

Eae mounted us all, and we set off to visit the Standing Stones

of Stenhouse or Stennis.

"At the upper end of the bay, about halfway between

Clestrom and Stromness, there extends a loch of considerable

size, of fresh water, but communicating with the sea by aper-

tures left in a long bridge or causeway which divides them.

After riding about two miles along this lake, we open another

called the Loch of Harray, of about the same dimensions, and

communicating with ,the lower lake, as the former does with

the sea, by a stream, over which is constructed a causeway,

with openings to suffer the flow and reflux of the water, as

both lakes are affected by the tide. Upon the tongues of land

which, approaching each other, divide the lakes of Stennis and

Harray, are situated the Standing Stones. The isthmus on the

eastern side exhibits a semicircle of immensely large upright

pillars of unhewn stone, surrounded by a mound of earth. As
the mound is discontinued, it does not seem that the circle was

ever completed. The flat or open part of the semicircle looks

up a plain, where, at a distance, is seen a large tumulus. The
highest of these stones may be about sixteen or seventeen feet,

and I think there are none so low as twelve feet. At irregular

distances are pointed out other unhewn pillars of the same

kind. One, a little to the westward, is perforated with a round

hole, perhaps to bind a victim ; or rather, I conjecture, for the

purpose of solemnly attesting the deity, which the Scandina-

vians did by passing their head through a ring,— vide Eyrbig-

gia Saga. Several barrows are scattered around this strange

monument. Upon the opposite isthmus is a complete circle, of

ninety-five paces in diameter, surrounded by standing stones,

less in size than the others, being only from ten or twelve to

fourteen feet in height, and four in breadth. A deep trench

is drawn around this circle on the outside of the pillars, and
four tumuli, or mounds of earth, are regularly placed, two on

each side.

" Stonehenge excels these monuments, but I fancy they are

otherwise unparalleled in Britain. The idea that such circles
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were exclusively Druidical is now justly exploded. The north-

ern nations all used such erections to mark their places of

meeting, whether for religious purposes or civil policy; and
there is repeated mention of them in the Sagas. See the Eyr-

biggia Saga,'' for the establishment of the Helga-fels, or holy

mount, where the people held their Comitia, and where sacri-

fices were offered to Thor and Woden. About the centre of

the semicircle is a broad flat stone, probably once the altar on

which human victims were sacrificed.— Mr. Rae seems to

think the common people have no tradition of the purpose of

these stones, but probably he has not inquired particularly.

He admits they look upon them with superstitious reverence ;

and it is evident that those which have fallen down (about half

the original number) have been wasted by time, and not de-

molished. The materials of these monuments lay near, for the

shores and bottom of the lake are of the same kind of rock.

How they were raised, transported, and placed upright, is a

puzzling question. In our ride back, noticed a round entrench-

ment, or tumulus, called the HoUow of Tongue.
" The hospitality of Mrs. Rae detained us to an early dinner

at Clestrom. About four o'clock took our long-boat and rowed

down the bay to visit the Dwarfie Stone of Hoy. We have all

day been pleased with the romantic appearance of that island,

for though the Hill of Hoy is not very high, perhaps about

1200 feet, yet rising perpendicularly (almost) from the sea,

and being very steep and furrowed with ravines, and catching

all the mists from the western ocean, it has a noble and pictur-

esque effect in every point of view. We land upon the island,

and proceed up a long and very swampy vaUey broken into

peat-bogs. The one side of this vaUey is formed by the Moun-

tain of Hoy, the other by another steep hiU, having at the top

a circular belt of rock ; upon the slope of this last hill, and just

where the principal mountain opens into a wide and precipitous

and circular eorrie or hoUow, Ues the Dwarfie Stone. It is a

huge sandstone rock, of one solid stone, being about seven feet

high, twenty-two feet long, and seventeen feet broad. The

upper end of this stone is hevra into a sort of apartment con-

taining two beds of stone and a passage between them. The

uppermost and largest is five feet eight inches long, by two feet

1 Miscellaneous Prose Wwks, vol. v. p. 355.
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broad, and is furnished with a stone pillow. The lower, sup-

posed for the Dwarf's Wife, is shorter, and rounded off, instead

of being square at the corners. The entrance may be about

three feet and a haK square. Before it lies a huge stone, ap-

parently intended to serve the purpose of a door, and shaped

accordingly. In the top, over the passage which divides the

beds, there is a hole to serve for a window or chimney, which

was doubtless originally wrought square with irons, like the

rest of the work, but has been broken out by violence into a

shapeless hole. Opposite to this stone, and proceeding from it

in a line down the valley, are several small barrows, and there

is a very large one on the same line, at the spot where we
landed. This seems to indicate that the monument is of

heathen times, and probably was meant as the temple of some

northern edition of the Dii Manes. There are no symbols of

Christian devotion— and the door is to the westward ; it there-

fore does not seem to have been the abode of a hermit, as Dr.

Barry ^ has conjectured. The Orcadians have no tradition on

the subject, excepting that they believe it to be the work of a

dwarf, to whom, like their ancestors, they attribute supernat-

ural powers and malevolent disposition. They conceive he

may be seen sometimes sitting at the door of his abode, but he

vanishes on a nearer approach. Whoever inhabited this den

certainly enjoyed

' Pillow cold and sheets not warm.'

" Duff, Stevenson, and I now walk along the skirts of the

Hill of Hoy, to rejoin Robert Hamilton, who in the mean while

had rode down to the clergyman's house, the wet and boggy

walk not suiting his gout. Arrive at the manse completely

wet, and drink tea there. The clergyman (Mr. Hamilton) has

procured some curious specimens of natural history for Bul-

lock's Museum, particularly a pair of fine eaglets. He has just

got another of the golden, or white kind, which he intends to

send him. The eagle, with every other ravenous bird, abounds
among the almost inaccessible precipices of Hoy, which afford

them shelter, while the moors, abounding with grouse, and the

small uninhabited islands and holms, where sheep and lambs

1 History of the Orkney Islands, T)y the Rev. George Barry, D. D., 4to,

Edinburgh, 1805.
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are necessarily left unwatched, as well as the all-sustaining

ocean, give these birds of prey the means of support. The
clergyman told us that a man was very lately alive in the is-

land of
, who, when an infant, was transported from

thence by an eagle over a broad sound, or arm of the sea, to the

bird's nest in Hoy. Pursuit being instantly made, and the

eagle's nest being known, the infant was found there playing

with the young eaglets. A more ludicrous instance of trans-

portation he himself witnessed. Walking in the fields, he heard
the squeaking of a pig for some time, without being able to dis-

cern whence it proceeded, until looking up, he beheld the un-

fortunate grunter in the talons of an eagle, who soared away
with him towards the summit of Hoy. From this it may be

conjectured, that the island is very thinly inhabited ; in fact,

we only saw two or three little wigwams. After tea we walked

a mile farther, to a point where the boat was lying, in order to

secure the advantage of the flood-tide. We rowed with toil

across one stream of tide, which set strongly up between Graem-

say and Hoy ; but, on turning the point of Graemsay, the other

branch of the same flood-tide carried us with great velocity

alongside our yacht, which we reached about nine o'clock.

Between riding, walking, and running, we have spent a very

active and entertaining day.

" Domestic Memoranda.— The eggs on Zetland and Orkney

are very indifferent, having an earthy taste, and being very

small. But the hogs are an excellent breed— queer wild-

looking creatures, with heads like wild-boajs, but making

capital bacon."



CHAPTER XXX

DIAET CONTINUED. — STKOMNESS. — BESSY MILLIE'S

CHABM. — CAPE WEATH. — CAVE OF SMOWE. — THE
HEBBLDES. — SCALPA, ETC.

1814

" Off Stromness, Vlth August, 1814.— Went on shore after

breakfast, and found W. Erskine and Marjorlbanks had been in

this town all last night, without our hearing of them or they of

us. No letters from Abbotsford or Edinburgh. Stromness is a

little dirty straggling town, which cannot be traversed by a cart,

or even by a horse, for there are stairs up and down, even in the

principal streets. We paraded its whole length like turkeys in

a string, I suppose to satisfy ourselves that there was a worse

town in the Orkneys than the metropolis, Kirkwall. We clomb,

by steep and dirty lanes, an eminence rising above the town, and

commanding a fine view. An old hag lives in a wretched cabin

on this height, and subsists by selling winds. Each captain of

a merchantman, between jest and earnest, gives the old woman
sixpence, and she boils her kettle to procure a favorable gale.

She was a miserable figure ; upwards of ninety, she told us, and
dried up like a mummy. A sort of clay-colored cloak, folded

over her head, corresponded in color to her corpselike com-

plexion. Fine light-blue eyes, and nose and chin that almost

met, and a ghastly expression of cunning, gave her quite the

effect of Hecate. She told us she remembered Oow the pirate,

who was born near the House of Clestrom, and afterwards com-
menced buccaneer. He came to his native country about 1725,
with a snow which he commanded, carried off two women from
one of the islands, and committed other enormities. At length,

while he was dining in a house in the island of Eda, the island-

ers, headed by Malcolm Laing's grandfather, made him prisoner,

and sent him to London, where he was hanged. While at Strom-
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ness, he made love to a Miss Gordon, who pledged her faith to

him by shaking hands, an engagement which, in her idea, could

not be dissolved without her going to London to seek back again

her ' faith and troth,' by shaking hands with him again after

execution. We left our Pythoness, who assured us there was
nothing evil in the intercession she was to make for us, but that

we were only to have a fair wind through the benefit of her

prayers. She repeated a sort of rigmarole which I suppose she

had ready for such occasions, and seemed greatly delighted and
surprised with the amount of our donation, as everybody gave

her a trifle, our faithful Captain Wilson making the regular

offering on behalf of the ship. So much for buying a wind.

Bessy Millie's habitation is airy enough for ^olus himself, but

if she is a special favorite with that divinity, he has a strange

choice. In her house I remarked a quern, or hand-mill. —A
cairn, a little higher, commands a beautiful view of the bay,

with its various entrances and islets. Here we found the ves-

tiges of a bonfire, lighted in memory of the battle of Bannock-

burn, concerning which every part of Scotland has its peculiar

traditions. The Orcadians say that a Norwegian prince, then

their ruler, called by them Harold, brought 1400 men of Orkney

to the assistance of Bruce, and that the King, at a critical period

of the engagement, touched him with his scabbard, saying, ' The
day is against us.'— ' I trust,' returned the Orcadian, ' your

Grace will venture again ; ' which has given rise to their motto,

and passed into a proverb. On board at half-past three, and

find Bessy Millie a woman of her word, for the expected breeze

has sprung up, if it but last us till we double Cape Wrath.

Weigh anchor (I hope) to bid farewell to Orkney.^

" The land in Orkney is, generally speaking, excellent, and

what is not fitted for the plough is admirably adapted for pasture.

But the cultivation is very bad, and the mode of using these ex-

tensive commons, where they tear up, without remorse, the turf

of the finest pasture, in order to make fuel, is absolutely execra-

1 Lord Teignmouth, in his recent Sketches of the Coasts and Islands of

Scotland, says :
" The publication of The Pirate satisfied the natives of

Orkney as to the authorship of the Waverley Novels. It was remarked by

those who had accompanied Sir Walter Scott in his excursions in these

Islands, that the vivid descriptions which the work contains were confined

to those scenes which he visited." -— Vol. i. p. 28.
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ble. The practice has already peeled and exhausted mucli fine

land, and must in the end ruin the country entirely. In other

respects, their mode of cultivation is to manure for barley and

oats, and then manure again, and this without the least idea of

fallow or green crops. Mr. Rae thinks that his example— and

he farms very well— has had no effect upon the natives, ex-

cept in the article of potatoes, which they now cultivate a little

more, but crops of turnips are unknown. For this slovenly

labor the Orcadians cannot, like the Shetland men, plead the

occupation of fishing, which is whoUy neglected by them, ex-

cepting that about this time of the year all the people turn out

for the dogfish, the liver of which affords oil, and the bodies

are a food as much valued here by the lower classes as it is con-

temned in Shetland. We saw nineteen boats out at this work.

But cod, tusk, ling, haddocks, etc., which abound round these

isles, are totally neglected. Their inferiority in husbandry is

therefore to be ascribed to the prejudices of the people, who
are all peasants of the lowest order. On Lord Armadale's es-

tate, the number of tenantry amounts to 300, and the average

of rent is about seven pounds each. "What can be expected

from such a distribution ? and how is the necessary restriction

to take place, without the greatest immediate distress and hard-

ship to these poor creatures ? It is the hardest chapter in Eco-

nomics ; and if I were an Orcadian laird, I feel I should

shuffle on with the old useless creatures, in contradiction to my
better judgment. Stock is improved in these islands, and the

horses seem to be better bred than in Shetland ; at least, I have

seen more clever animals. The good horses fijid a ready sale

;

Mr. Rae gets twenty guineas readily for a colt of bis rearing—
to be sure, they are very good.

" Six o'clock.— Our breeze has carried us through the Month
of Hoy, and so into the Atlantic. The north-western face of the

island forms a ledge of high perpendicular cliffs, which might

have surprised us more, had we not already seen the Ord of

Bressay, the Noup of Noss, and the precipices of the Fair Isle.

But these are formidable enough. One projecting cliff, from

the peculiarities of its form, has acquired the name of the Old

Man of Hoy, and is well known to mariners as marking the en-

trance to the Mouth. The other jaw of this mouth is formed

by a lower range of crags, called the Burgh of Birsa. The ac-
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cess through this strait would he easy, were it not for the Island

of Grsemsay, lying in the very throat of the passage, and two
other islands covering the entrance to the harbor of Stromness.

Grsemsay is infamous for shipwrecks, and the chance of these

God-sends, as they were impiously called, is said sometimes to

have doubled the value of the land. In Stromness, I saw many
of the sad relics of shipwrecked vessels applied to very odd pur-

poses, and indeed to all sorts of occasions. The gates, or grinds,

as they are here called, are usually of ship planks and timbers,

and so are their bridges, etc. These casualties are now much
less common since the lights on the Skerries and the Start have

been established. Enough of memoranda for the present.—
We have hitherto kept our course pretty well; and a King's

ship about eighteen guns or so, two miles upon our lee-boom, has

shortened sail, apparently to take us under her wing, which may
not be altogether unnecessary in the latitude of Cape Wrath,

where several vessels have been taken by Yankee-Doodle. The
sloop of war looks as if she could bite hard, and is supposed by

our folks to be the Malay. If we can speak the captain, we
win invite him to some grouse, or send him some, as he likes

best, for Marchie's campaign was very successful.

" 18<A August, 1814.— Bessy Millie's charm has failed us.

After a rainy night, the wind has come round to the north-west,

and is getting almost contrary. We have weathered Whitten-

head, however, and Cape Wrath, the north-western extremity

of Britain, is now in sight. The weather gets rainy and squally.

Hamilton and Erskine keep their berths. Duff and I sit upon

deck, like two great bears, wrapt in watch-cloaks, the sea flying

over us every now and then. At length, after a sound buffet-

ing with the rain, the doubling Cape Wrath with this wind is re-

nounced as impracticable, and we stand away for Loch Eribol,

a lake running into the extensive country of Lord Reay. No
sickness ; we begin to get hardy sailors in that particular. The

ground rises upon us very bold and mountainous, especially

a very high steep mountain, called Ben-y-Hope, at the head of a

lake called Loch Hope. The weather begins to mitigate as we

get under the lee of the land. Loch Eribol opens, running up

into a wild and barren scene of crags and hUIs. The proper

anchorage is said to be at the head of the lake, but to go eight

miles up so narrow an inlet would expose us to be wind-bound.



458 SIR WALTER SCOTT ^t. 43

A pilot-boat comes off from, Mr. Anderson's house, a principal

tacksman of Lord Reay's. After some discussion we anchor

within a reef of sunken rocks, nearly opposite to Mr. Ander-

son's house of Rispan ; the situation is not, we are given to

understand, altogether without danger if the wind should blow

hard, but it is now calm. In front of our anchorage a few

shapeless patches of land, not exceeding a few yards in diameter,

have been prepared for corn by the spade, and bear wretched

crops. All the rest of the view is utter barrenness ; the distant

hills, we are told, contain plenty of deer, being part of a forest

belonging to Lord Reay, who is proprietor of all the extensive

range of desolation now under our eye. The water has been

kinder than the land, for we hear of plenty of salmon, and had-

docks, and lobsters, and send our faithful minister of the interior,

John Peters, the steward, to procure some of those good things

of this very indifferent land, and to invite Mr. Anderson to

dine with us. Four o'clock, — John has just returned, success-

ful in both commissions, and the evening concludes pleasantly.

" 12th August, 1814, Look Eribol, near Cape Wrath.—Went
off before eight A. m. to breakfast with our friend Mr. Ander-

son. His house, invisible from the vessel at her moorings, and

indeed from any part of the entrance into Loch Eribol, is a

very comfortable one, lying obscured behind a craggy eminence.

A little creek, winding up behind the crag, and in front of the

house, forms a small harbor, and gives a romantic air of con-

cealment and snugness. There we found a ship upon the stocks,

built from the keel by a Highland carpenter, who had mag-

nanimously declined receiving assistance from any of the ship-

carpenters who happened to be here occasionally, lest it should

be said he could not have finished his task without their aid.

An ample Highland breakfast of excellent new-taken herring,

equal to those of Lochfine, fresh haddocks, fresh eggs, and

fresh butter, not forgetting the bottle of whiskey, and ban-

nocks of barley, and oat-cakes, with the Lowland luxuries of

tea and coffee. After breakfast, took the long-boat, and, under

Mr. Anderson's pilotage, row to see a remarkable natural curi-

osity, called Uamh Smowe, or the Largest Cave. Stevenson,

Marchie, and Duff go by land. Take the fowling-piece, and
shoot some sea-fowl and a large hawk of an uncommon appear-

ance. Fire four shots, and kill three times. After rowing
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about three miles to the westward of the entrance from the sea

to Loch Eribol, we enter a creek, between two ledges of very

high rocks, and landing, find ourselves in front of the wonder
we came to see. The exterior apartment of the cavern opens

under a tremendous rock, facing the creek, and occupies the

full space of the ravine where we landed. From the top of

the rock to the base of the cavern, as we afterwards discovered

by plumb, is eighty feet, of which the height of the arch is fifty-

three feet ; the rest, being twenty-seven feet, is occupied by the

precipitous rock under which it opens; the width is fully in

proportion to this great height, being 110 feet. The depth of

this exterior cavern is 200 feet, and it is apparently supported

by an intermediate column of natural rock. Being open to day-

light and the sea-air, the cavern is perfectly clean and dry, and

the sides are incrusted with stalactites. This immense cavern

is so well proportioned, that I was not aware of its extraordi-

nary height and extent, till I saw our two friends, who had

somewhat preceded us, having made the journey by land, ap-

pearing like pigmies among its recesses. Afterwards, on enter-

ing the cave, I climbed up a sloping rock at its extremity, and

was much struck with the prospect, looking outward from this

magnificent arched cavern upon our boat and its crew, the view

being otherwise bounded by the ledge of rocks which formed

each side of the creek. We now propose to investigate the

farther wonders of the cave of Smowe. In the right or west

side of the cave opens an interior cavern of a different aspect.

The height of this second passage may be about twelve or four-

teen feet, and its breadth about six or eight, neatly formed

into a Gothic portal by the hand of nature. The lower part of

this porch is closed by a ledge of rock, rising to the height of

between five and six feet, and which I can compare to nothing

but the hatch-door of a shop. Beneath this hatch a brook finds

its way out, forms a black deep pool before the Gothic arch-

way, and then escapes to the sea, and forms the creek in which

we landed. It is somewhat difficult to approach this strange

pass, so as to gain a view into the interior of the cavern. By
clambering along a broken and dangerous cliff, you can, how-

ever, look into it ; but only so far as to see a twilight space

filled with dark-colored water in great agitation, and repre-

senting a subterranean lake, moved by some fearful convulsion
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of nature. How this pond is supplied with water you cannot

see from even this point of vantage, but you are made partly

sensible of the truth by a sound like the dashing of a sullen

cataract within the bowels of the earth. Here the adventure

has usually been abandoned, and Mr. Anderson only mentioned

two travellers whose curiosity had led them farther. We wete

resolved, however, to see the adventures of this new cave of

Montesinos to an end. Duff had already secured the use of a

fisher's boat and its hands, our own long-boat being too heavy

and far too valuable to be ventured upon this Cocytus. Accord-

ingly the skifE was dragged up the brook to the rocky ledge or

hatch which barred up the interior cavern, and there, by force

of hands, our boat's crew and two or three fishers first raised

the boat's bow upon the ledge of rock, then brought her to a

level, being poised upon that narrow hatch, and lastly launched

her down into the dark and deep subterranean lake within.

The entrance was so narrow, and the boat so clumsy, that we,

who were all this while clinging to the rock like sea-fowl, and

with scarce more secure footing, were greatly alarmed for the

safety of our trusty sailors. At the instant when the boat

sloped inward to the cave, a Highlander threw himself into it

with great boldness and dexterity, and, at the expense of some

bruises, shared its precipitate fall into the waters under the

earth. This dangerous exploit was to prevent the boat drifting

away from us, but a cord at its stern would have been a safer

and surer expedient.

" When our enfant perdu had recovered breath and legs, he

brought the boat back to the entrance, and took us in. We
now found ourselves embarked on a deep black pond of an

irregular form, the rocks rising like a dome all around us, and

high over our heads. The light, a sort of dubious twilight, was

derived from two chasms in the roof of the vault, for that

offered by the entrance was but trifling. Down one of those

rents there poured from the height of eighty feet, in a sheet of

foam, the brook, which, after supplying the subterranean pond
with water, finds its way out beneath the ledge of rock that

blocks its entrance. The other skylight, if I may so term it,

looks out at the clear blue sky. It is impossible for description

to explain the impression made by so strange a place, to which
we had been conveyed with so much difficulty. The cave itself.
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the pool, the cataract, would have been each separate objects of

wonder, but all united together, and affecting at once the ear,

the eye, and the imagination, their efEect is indescribable. The
length of this pond, or loch as the people here call it, is seventy

feet over, the breadth about thirty at the narrowest point, and
it is of great depth.

"As we resolved to proceed, we directed the boat to a

natural arch on the right hand, or west side of the cataract.

This archway was double, a high arch being placed above a

very low one, as in a Roman aqueduct. The ledge of rock

which forms this lower arch is not above two feet and a half

high above the water, and under this we were to pass in the

boat ; so that we were fain to pile ourselves flat upon each other

like a layer of herrings. By this judicious disposition we were

pushed in safety beneath this low-browed rock into a region of

utter darkness. For this, however, we were provided, for we
had a tinder-box and lights. The view back upon the twilight

lake we had crossed, its sullen eddies wheeling round and

round, and its echoes resounding to the ceaseless thunder of the

waterfall, seemed dismal enough, and was aggravated by tem-

porary darkness, and in some degree by a sense of danger.

The lights, however, dispelled the latter sensation, if it pre-

vailed to any extent, and we now found ourselves in a narrow

cavern, sloping somewhat upward from the water. We got

out of the boat, proceeded along some slippery places upon

shelves of the rock, and gained the dry land. I cannot say dry,

excepting comparatively. We were then in an arched cave,

twelve feet high in the roof, and about eight feet in breadth,

which went winding into the bowels of the earth for about an

hundred feet. The sides, being (like those of the whole cavern)

of limestone rock, were covered with stalactites, and with small

drops of water like dew, glancing like ten thousand thousand

sets of birthday diamonds under the glare of our lights. In

some places these stalactites branch out into broad and curious

ramifications, resembling coral and the foliage of submarine

plants.

" When we reached the extremity of this passage, we found

it declined suddenly to a horrible ugly gulf, or well, filled with

dark water, and of great depth, over which the rock closed.

We threw in stones, which indicated great profundity by their
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sound ; and growing more familiar with the horrors of this den,

we sounded with an oar, and found about ten feet depth at the

entrance, but discovered in the same manner, that the gulf ex-

tended under the rock, deepening as it went, God knows how

far. Imagination can figure few deaths more horrible than to

be sucked under these rocks into some unfathomable abyss,

where your corpse could never be found to give intimation of

your fate. A water kelpy, or an evil spirit of any aquatic pro-

pensities, could not choose a fitter abode ; and, to say the truth,

I believe at our first entrance, and when all our feelings were

afloat at the novelty of the scene, the unexpected plashing of a

seal would have routed the whole dozen of us. The mouth of

this ugly gulf was all covered with slimy alluvions substances,

which led Mr. Stevenson to observe, that it could have no sepa-

rate source, but must be fed from the waters of the outer lake

and brook, as it lay upon the same level, and seemed to rise and

fall with them, without having anything to indicate a separate

current of its own. Rounding this perilous hole, or gulf, upon

the aforesaid alluvions substances, which formed its shores, we
reached the extremity of the cavern, which there ascends like

a vent, or funnel, directly up a sloping precipice, but hideously

black and slippery from wet and sea-weeds. One of our sailors,

a Zetlander, climbed up a good way, and by holding up a light,

we could plainly perceive that this vent closed after ascending

to a considerable height ; and here, therefore, closed the adven-

ture of the cave of Smowe, for it appeared utterly impossible to

proceed further in any direction whatever. There is a tradi-

tion that the first Lord Reay went through various subterranean

abysses, and at length returned, after ineffectually endeavoring

to penetrate to the extremity of the Smowe cave ; but this must

be either fabulous, or an exaggerated account of such a jour-

ney as we performed. And under the latter supposition, it is

a curious instance how little the people in the neighborhood of

this curiosity have cared to examine it.

" In returning, we endeavored to familiarize ourselves with

the objects in detail, which, viewed together, had struck us

with so much wonder. The stalactites, or limy incrustations,

upon the walls of the cavern, are chiefly of a dark-brown color,

and in this respect, Smowe is inferior, according to Mr. Steven-

son, to the celebrated cave of Macallister in the Isle of Skye.
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In returning, the men with the lights, and the various groups

and attitudes of the party, gave a good deal of amusement. We
now ventured to clamher along the side of the rock above the

subterranean water, and thus gained the upper arch, and had

the satisfaction to see our admirable and good-humored com-

modore, Hamilton, floated beneath the lower arch into the second

cavern. His goodly countenance being illumined by a single

candle, his recumbent posture, and the appearance of a hard-

favored fellow guiding the boat, made him the very picture of

Bibo, in the catch, when he wakes in Charon's boat :
—

' When Bibo thought fit from this world to retireat,

As full of Champagne as an egg 's full of meat,

He waked in the boat, and to Charon he said,

That he would be row'd back, for he was not yet dead.'

" Descending from our superior station on the upper arch,

we now again embarked, and spent some time in rowing about

and examining this second cave. We could see our dusky en-

trance, into which daylight streamed faint, and at a considera-

ble distance ; and under the arch of the outer cavern stood a

sailor, with an oar in his hand, looking, in the perspective, like

a fairy with his wand. We at length emerged unwillingly from

this extraordinary basin, and again enjoyed ourselves in the

large exterior cave. Our boat was hoisted with some difficulty

over the ledge, which appears the natural barrier of the interior

apartments, and restored in safety to the fishers, who were pro-

perly gratified for the hazard which their skifB, as well as one

of themselves, had endured. After this we resolved to ascend

the rocks, and discover the opening by which the cascade was

discharged from above into the second cave. Erskine and I,

by some chance, took the wrong side of the rocks, and, after

some scrambling, got into the face of a dangerous precipice,

where Erskine, to my great alarm, turned giddy, and declared

he could not go farther. I clambered up without much diffi-

culty, and shouting to the people below, got two of them to as-

sist the Counsellor, who was brought into, by the means which

have sent many a good fellow out of, the world— I mean a

rope. We easily found the brook, and traced its descent till it

precipitates itself down a chasm of the rock into the subterra-

nean apartment, where we first made its acquaintance. Di-



464 SIR WALTER SCOTT jet. 43

vided by a natural arch of stone from the chasm down which

the cascade falls, there is another rent, which serves as a sky-

light to the cavern, as I already noticed. Standing on a natural

foot-bridge, formed by the arch which divides these two gulfs,

you have a grand prospect into both. The one is deep, black,

and silent, only affording at the bottom a glimpse of the dark

and sullen pool which occupies the interior of the cavern. The
right-hand rent, down which the stream discharges itself, seems

to ring and reel with the unceasing roar of the cataract, which

envelops its side in mist and foam. This part of the scene

alone is worth a day's journey. After heavy rains, the torrent

is discharged int^ this cavern with astonishing violence ; and

the size of the chasm being inadequate to the reception of such

a volume of water, it is thrown up in spouts like the blowing of

a whale. But at such times the entrance of the cavern is inac-

cessible.

" Taking leave of this scene with regret, we rowed back to

Loch Eribol. Having yet an hour to spare before dinner, we
rowed across the mouth of the lake to its shore on the east side.

This rises into a steep and shattered stack of mouldering calca-

reous rock and stone, called Whitten-head. It is pierced with

several caverns, the abode of seals and cormorants. We en-

tered one, where our guide promised to us a grand sight, and

so it certainly would have been to any who had not just

come from Smowe. In this last cave the sea enters through a

lofty arch, and penetrates to a great depth ; but the weight of

the tide made it dangerous to venture very far, so we did not

see the extremity of Friskin's Cavern, as it is called. We shot

several cormorants in the cave, the echoes roaring like thunder

at every discharge. We received, however, a proper rebuke

from Hamilton, our commodore, for killing anything which was
not fit for eating. It was in vain I assured him that the Zet-

landers made excellent hare-soup out of these sea^-fowl. He will

listen to no subordinate authority, and rules us by the Almanach
des Gourmands. Mr. Anderson showed me the spot where the

Norwegian monarch, Haco, moored his fleet, after the discom-

fiture he received at Largs. He caused all the cattle to be
driven from the hills, and houghed and slain upon a broad flat

rock, for the refreshment of his dispirited army. Mr. Ander-
son dines with us, and very handsomely presents us with a stock
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of salmon, haddocks, and so forth, which we requite by a small
present of wine from our sea stores. This has been a fine day

;

the first fair day here for these eight weeks.
" 20!!A August, 1814.— Sail by four in the morning, and by

half-past six are off Cape "Wrath. All hands ashore by seven,

and no time allowed to breakfast, except on beef and biscuit.

On this dread Cape, so fatal to mariners, it is proposed to build

a lighthouse, and Mr. Stevenson has fixed on an advantageous
situation. It is a high promontory, with steep sides that go
sheer down to the breakers, which lash its feet. There is no
landing, except in a small creek about a mile and a half to the

eastward. There the foam of the sea plays at long bowls with

a huge collection of large stones, some of them a ton in weight,

but which tiiese fearful billows chuck up and down as a child

tosses a ball. The walk from thence to the Cape was over

rough boggy ground, but good sheep pasture. Mr. Dun-
lop, brother to the laird of Dunlop, took from Lord Reay, some

years since, a large track of sheep-land, including the territories

of Cape Wrath, for about £300 a year, for the period 'of two-

nineteen years and a life-rent. It is needless to say that the

tenant has an immense profit, for the value of pasture is now
understood here. Lord Reay's estate, containing 150,000 square

acres, and measuring eighty miles by sixty, was, before com-

mencement of the last leases, rented at £1200 a year. It is

now worth £6000, and Mr. Anderson says he may let it this

ensuing year (when the leases expire) for about £15,000. But

then he must resolve to part with his people, for these rents can

only be given upon the supposition that sheep are generally to

be introduced on the property. In an economical, and perhaps

in a political point of view, it might be best that every part of

a country were dedicated to that sort of occupation for which

nature has best fitted it. But to effect this reform in the pre-

sent instance. Lord Keay must turn out several hundred families

who have lived under him and his fathers for many generations,

and the swords of whose fathers probably won the lands from

which he is now expelling them. He is a good-natured man, I

suppose, for Mr. A. says he is hesitating whether he shall not

take a more moderate rise (£7000 or £8000), and keep his

Highland tenantry. This last war (before the short peace), he

levied a fine fencible corps (the Reay fencibles), and might
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have doubled their number. Wealth is no doubt strength in

country, while all is quiet and governed by law, but on any ai

tercation or internal commotion, it ceases to be strength, and i

only the means of tempting the strong to plunder the possessors

Much may be said on both sides.^

" Cape Wrath is a striking point, both from the dignity of it

own appearance, and from the mental association of its beiuj

the extreme cape of Scotland, with reference to the north-wesl

There is no land in the direct line between this point am
America. I saw a pair of large eagles, and if I had had th

rifle-gun might have had a shot, for the birds, when I first sav

them, were perched on a rock within about sixty or sevent;

yards. They are, I suppose, little disturbed here, for the;

showed no great alarm. After the Commissioners and Mi
Stevenson had examined the headland, with reference to th

site of a lighthouse, we strolled to our boat, and came on boar(

between ten and eleven. Get the boat up upon deck, and se

sail for the Lewis with light winds and a great swell of tide

Pass a rocky islet called Gousla. Here a fine vessel was latel;

wrecked ; all her crew perished but one, who got upon the rock

from the boltsprit, and was afterwards brought o£E. In fron

of Cape Wrath are some angry breakers, called the Staggs

the rocks which occasion them are visible at low water. Th
country behind Cape Wrath swells in high sweeping elevations

but without any picturesque or dignified mountainous scenerj

But on sailing westward a few miles, particularly after doublin]

a headland called the Stour of Assint, the coast assumes th

true Highland character, being skirted with a succession o

picturesque mountains of every variety of height and outline

These are the hills of Eoss-shire— a waste and thinly peoplei

district at this extremity of the island. We would willingly hav
learned the names of the most remarkable, but they are onl

laid down in the charts by the cant names given them by mar
ners, from their appearance, as the Sugar-loaf, and so fortl

Our breeze now increases, and seems steadily favorable, carrj

ing us on with exhilarating rapidity, at the rate of eight knot

1 The whole of the immense district called Lard Beay's country— tli

habitation, as far hack as history reaches, of the clan Mackay— has paasei
since Sir W. Scott's journal was -writtea, into the bands of the noble fan
ily of Sutherland.
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an hour, with the romantic outline of the mainland under our
lee-beam, and the dusky shores of the Long Island beginning
to appear ahead. We remain on deck long after it is dark,

watching the phosphoric effects occasioned, or made visible, by
the rapid motion of the vessel, and enlightening her course
with a continued succession of sparks and even flashes of broad
light, mingled with the foam which she flings from her bows
and head. A rizard haddock and to bed. Charming weather
all day.

" 21st August, 1814.— Last night went out like a lamb, but
this morning came in like a lion, all roar and tumult. The
wind shifted and became squally ; the mingled and confused

tides that run among the Hebrides got us among their eddies,

and gave the cutter such concussions, that, besides reeling at

every wave, she trembled from head to stern, with a sort of

very uncomfortable and ominous vibration. Turned out about

three, and went on deck ; the prospect dreary enough, as we
are beating up a narrow channel between two dark and discon-

solate-looking islands, in a gale of wind and rain, guided only

by the twinkling glimmer of the light on an island called Elian

Glas.— Go to bed and sleep soundly, notwithstanding the

rough rocking. Great bustle about four ; the light-keeper hav-

ing seen our flag, comes off to be our pilot, as in duty bound.

Asleep again till eight. When I went on deck, I found we had

anchored in the little harbor of Scalpa, upon the coast of Harris,

a place dignified by the residence of Charles Edward in his

hazardous attempt to escape in 1746. An old man, lately alive

here, called Donald Macleod, was his host and temporary pro-

tector, and could not, until his dying hour, mention the distresses

of the adventurer without tears. From this place, Charles at-

tempted to go to Stornoway; but the people of the Lewis had

taken arms to secure him, under an idea that he was coming to

plunder the country. And although his faithful attendant,

Donald Macleod, induced them by fair words, to lay aside their

purpose, yet they insisted upon his leaving the island. So the

unfortunate Prince was obliged to return back to Scalpa. He
afterwards escaped to South Uist, but was chased in the pas-

sage by Captain Fergusson's sloop of war. The harbor seems

a little neat secure place of anchorage. Within a small island,

there seems more shelter than where we are lying ; but it is
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crowded with vessels, part of those whom we saw in the Long-

Hope— so Mr. Wilson chose to remain outside. The ground

looks hilly and harren in the extreme ; hut I can say little for

it, as an incessant rain prevents my keeping the deck. Steven-

son and DufE, accompanied by Marchie, go to examine the

lighthouse on EUan Glas. Hamilton and Erskine keep their

beds, having scarce slept last night— and I bring up my jour-

nal. The day continues bad, with little intermission of rain.

Our party return with little advantage from their expedition,

excepting some fresh butter from the lighthouse. The harbor

of Scalpa is composed of a great number of little uninhabited

islets. The masts of the vessels at anchor behind them have

a good effect. To bed early, to make amends for last night,

with the purpose of sailing for Dunvegan in the Isle of Skye

with daylight."



CHAPTER XXXI

diaet continued. — isle of harris. — monuments
or the chiefs of macleod. — isle of skte. —
dunvegan castle. — loch coeriskest. — macal-
lister's cave

1814

"22d August, 1814.— Sailed early in the morning from
Scalpa Harbor, in order to cross the Minch, or Channel, for

Danvegan ; but the breeze being contrary, we can only creep

along the Harris shore, until we shall gain the advantage of the

tide. The east coast of Harris, as we now see it, is of a charac-

ter which sets human industry at utter defiance, consisting of

high sterile hills, covered entirely with stones, with a very slight

sprinkling of stunted heather. Within, appear stiU higher peaks

of mountains. I have never seen anything more unpropitious,

excepting the southern side of Griban, on the shores of Loch-

na-Gaoil, in the Isle of Mull. We sail along this desolate coast

(which exhibits no mark of human habitation) with the advan-

tage of a pleasant day, and a brisk, though not a favorable

gale. Two o'clock— Row ashore to see the little harbor and

village of Rowdill, on the coast of Harris. There is a decent

three-storied house, belonging to the laird, Mr. Macleod of the

Harris,* where we were told two of his female relations lived.

A large vessel had been stranded last year, and two or three

carpenters were about repairing her, but in such a style of High-

land laziness that I suppose she may float next century. The
harbor is neat enough, but wants a little more cover to the

eastward. The ground, on landing, does not seem altogether

so desolate as from the sea. In the former point of view, we
overlook all the retired glens and crevices, which, by infinite

1 The Harris has recently passed into the possession of the Earl of

Dunmore.— (1839.)
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address and labor, are rendered capable of a little cultivation.

But few and evil are the patches so cultivated in Harris, as far

as we have seen. Above the house is situated the ancient

church of Rowdill. This pile was unfortunately burned down

by accident some years since, by fire taking to a quantity of

wood laid in for fitting it up. It is a building in the form of a

cross, with a rude tower at the eastern end, like some old Eng-

lish churches. Upon this tower are certain pieces of sculpture,

of a kind the last which one would have expected on a building

dedicated to religious purposes. Some have lately fallen in a

storm, but enough remains to astonish us at the grossness of the

architect and the age.

" Within the church are two ancient monuments. The first,

on the right hand of the pulpit, presents the effigy of a warrior

completely armed in plate armor, with his hand on his two-

handed broadsword. His helmet is peaked, with a gorget or

upper corselet which seems to be made of mail. His figure lies

flat on the monument, and is in bas-relief, of the natural size.

The arch which surmounts this monument is curiously carved

with the figures of the apostles. In the flat space of the wall

beneath the arch, and above the tombstone, are a variety of

compartments, exhibiting the arms of the Macleods, being a

galley with the sails spread, a rude view of Dunvegan Castle,

some saints and religious emblems, and a Latin inscription, of

which our time (or skill) was inadequate to decipher the first

line ; but the others announced the tenant of the monument to

be Alexander, filius Willielmi MacLeod, de Dunvegan, Anno
Dni M.cccc.xxviii. A much older monument (said also to

represent a laird of Macleod)' lies in the transept, but without

any arch over it. It represents the grim figure of a Highland

chief, not in feudal armor like the former, but dressed in a

plaid— (or perhaps a shirt of mail) — reaching down below

the knees, with a broad sort of hem upon its lower extremity.

The figure wears a high-peaked open helmet, or skull-cap, with

a sort of tippet of mail attached to it, which falls over the breast

of the warrior, pretty much as women wear a handkerchief or

short shawl. This remarkable figure is bearded most tyranni-

cally, and has one hand on his long two-handed sword, the other

on his dirk, both of which hang at a broad belt. Another wea-

pon, probably his knife, seems to have been also attached to the
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baldric. His feet rest on his two dogs entwined together, and
a similar emblem is said to have supported his head, but is now
defaced, as indeed the whole monument bears marks of the un-

fortunate fire. A lion is placed at each end of the stone. Who
the hero was, whom this martial monument commemorated, we
could not learn. Indeed, our cicerone was but imperfect. He
chanced to be a poor devil of an excise-officer who had lately-

made a seizure of a still upon a neighboring island, after a des-

perate resistance. Upon seeing our cutter, he mistook it, as

has often happened to us, for an armed vessel belonging to the

revenue, which the appearance and equipment of the yacht, and
the number of men, make her resemble considerably. He was
much disappointed when he found we had nothing to do with

the tribute to Caesar, and begged us not to undeceive the na-

tives, who were so much irritated against him that he found it

necessary to wear a loaded pair of pistols in each pocket, which

he showed to our Master, Wilson, to convince him of the peril-

ous state in which he found himself while exercising so obnox-

ious a duty in the midst of a fierce-tempered people, and at many
miles' distance from any possible countenance or assistance.

The village of Rowdill consists of Highland huts of the common
construction, i. e., a low circular wall of large stones, without

mortar, deeply sunk in the ground, surmounted by a thatched

roof secured by ropes, without any chimney but a hole in the

roof. There may be forty such houses in the village. We
heard that the laird was procuring a schoolmaster—he of the

parish being ten miles distant— and there was a neatness about

the large house which seems to indicate that things are going on

well. Adjacent to the churchyard were two eminences, appar-

ently artificial; Upon one was fixed a stone, seemingly the staff

of a cross ; upon another the head of a cross, with a sculpture

of the crucifixion. These monuments (which refer themselves

to Catholic times of course) are popularly called The Croshlets

— crosslets, or little crosses.

" Get on board at five, and stand across the Sound for Skye

with the ebb-tide in our favor. The sunset being delightful, we

enjoy it upon deck, admiring the Sound on each side bounded

by islands. That of Skye lies in the east, with some very high

mountains in the centre, and a bold rocky coast in front, open-

ing up into several lochs, or arms of the sea ; — that of Loch
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FoUiart, neap the upper end of which Dunvegan is situated, is

opposite to us, but our breeze has failed us, and the flood-tide

wUl soon set in, which is likely to carry us to the northward of

this object of our curiosity until next morning. To the west

of us lies Harris, with its variegated ridges of mountains, now

clear, distinct, and free from clouds. The sun is just setting

behind the Island of Bernera, of which we see one conical hill.

North Uist and Benbecula continue from Harris to the southerly

line of what is called the Long Island. They are as bold and

mountainous, and probably as barren as Harris— worse they

cannot be. Unnumbered islets and holms, each of which has

its name and its history, skirt these larger isles, and are visible

in this clear evening as distinct and separate objects, lying lone

and quiet upon the face of the undisturbed and scarce rippling

sea. To our berths at ten, after admiring the scenery for some

time.

" 23d August, 1814. — Wake under the Castle of Dunvegan,

in the Loch of FoUiart. I had sent a card to the Laird of Mac-
leod in the morning, who came o£E before we were dressed, and

carried us to his castle to breakfast. A part of Dunvegan is

very old ;
' its birth tradition notes not.' Another large tower

was built by the same Alaster Macleod whose burial-place and

monument we saw yesterday at RowdiU. He had a Gaelic sur-

name, signifying the Hump-backed. Roderick More (knighted

by James VI.) erected a long edifice combining these two an-

cient towers : and other pieces of building, forming a square,

were accomplished at different times. The whole castle occu-

pies a precipitous mass of rock overhanging the lake, divided

by two or three islands in that place, which form a snug little

harbor under the walls. There is a courtyard looking out upon
the sea, protected by a battery, at least a succession of embra-

sures, for only two guns are pointed, and these unfit for ser-

vice. The ancient entrance rose up a flight of steps cut in the

rock, and passed into this courtyard through a portal, but this

is now demolished. You land under the castle, and walking

round, find yourself in front of it. This was originally inacces-

sible, for a brook coming down on the one side, a chasm of the

rocks on the other, and a ditch in front, made it impervious.

But the late Macleod built a bridge over the stream, and the

present laird is executing an entrance suitable to the character
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of this remarkable fortalice, by making a portal between two
advanced towers and an outer court, from which he proposes to

throw a drawbridge over to the high rock in front of the castle.

This, if well executed, cannot fail to have a good and charac-

teristic effect. We were most kindly and hospitably received

by the chieftain, his lady, and his sister ;
^ the two last are

pretty and accomplished young women, a sort of persons whom
we have not seen for some time ; and I was quite as much
pleased with renewing my acquaintance with them as with the

sight of a good field of barley just cut (the first harvest we have
seen), not to mention an extensive young plantation and some
middle-aged trees, though all had been strangers to mine eyes

since I left Leith. In the garden— or rather the orchard

which was formerly the garden— is a pretty cascade, divided

into two branches, and called Rorie More's Nurse, because he

loved to be lulled to sleep by the sound of it. The day was
rainy, or at least inconstant, so we could not walk far from the

castle. Besides the assistance of the laird himself, who was
most politely and easily attentive, we had that of an intelligent

gentlemanlike clergyman, Mr. Suter, minister of Kilmore, to

explain the oarte-de-pays. Within the castle we saw a remark-

able drinking-cup, with an inscription dated A. d. 993, which I

have described particularly elsewhere.^ I saw also a fairy flag,

a pennon of silk, with something like round red rowan-berries

wrought upon it. We also saw the drinking-horn of Rorie

More, holding about three pints English measure— an ox's horn

tipped with silver, not nearly so large as Watt of Harden's bu-

gle. The rest of the curiosities in the castle are chiefly Indian,

excepting an old dirk and the fragment of a two-handed sword.

We learn that most of the Highland superstitions, even that of

the second-sight, are still in force. Gruagach, a sort of tutelary

divinity, often mentioned by Martin in his history of the West-

ern Islands, has still his place and credit, but is modernized

into a tall man, always a Lowlander, with a long coat and white

waistcoat. Passed a very pleasant day. I should have said

the fairy flag had three properties : produced in battle, it mul-

tiplied the numbers of the Macleods— spread on the nuptial

1 Miss Maeleod, now Mrs. Spencer Perceval.

2 See Note, Lord "of the Isles, Scott's Poetical Works, vol. x. p. 294

[Cambridge Ed. p. 558].
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bed, it insured fertility— and lastly, it brought herring into the

loch.i

"24iA August, 1814.— This morning resist with difficulty

Macleod's kind and pressing entreaty to send round the ship,

and go to the cave at Airds by land ; but our party is too large

to be accommodated without inconvenience, and divisions are

always awkward. Walk and see Macleod's farm. The plan-

tations seem to thrive admirably, although I think he hazards

planting his trees greatly too tall. Macleod is a spirited and

^ The following passage, from the last of Scott's Letters on Demonology

(written in 1830), refers to the night of this 23d of August, 1814. He
mentions that twice in his life he had experienced the sensation which the

Scotch call eerie : gives a, night-piece of his early youth in the castle of

Glammis, which has already been quoted (ante, vol. i. p. 197), and pro-

ceeds thus : "Amid such tales of ancient tradition, I had from Macleod
and his lady the courteous ofEef of the haunted apartment of the castle,

about which, as a stranger, I might be supposed interested. Accordingly

I took possession of it about the witching hour. Kxcept, perhaps, some
tapestry hangings, and the extreme thickness of the walls, which argued

great antiquity, nothing could have been more comfortable than the inte-

rior of the apartment ; but if you looked from the windows, the view was
such as to correspond with the highest tone of superstition. An autum-
nal blast, sometimes clear, sometimes driving mist before it, swept along

the troubled billows of the lake, which it occasionally concealed, and by
fits disclosed. The waves rushed in wild disorder on the shore, and cov-

ered with foam the steep pile of rocks, which, rising from the sea in forms

something resembling the human figure, have obtained the name of Mac-
leod's Maidens, and, in such a night, seemed no bad representative of the

Norwegian goddesses, called Choosers of the Slain, or Kiders of the Storm.

There was something of the dignity of danger in the scene ; for, on a
platform beneath the windows, lay an ancient battery of cannon, which
had sometimes been used against privateers even of late years. The dis-

tant scene was a view of that part of the Quillen mountains, which are

called, from their form, Macleod's Dining-Tables. The voice of an angry

cascade, termed the Nurse of Rone Mhor, because that chief slept best in

its vicinity, was heard from time to time mingling its notes with those

of wind and wave. Such was the haunted room at Dnnvegan; and,

as such, it well deserved a less sleepy inhabitant. In the language of

Dr. Johnson, who has stamped his memory on this remote place,— ' I

looked around me, and wondered that I was not more aSected ; but the

mind is not at all times equally ready to be moved.' In a word, it is

necessary to confess that, of all I heard or saw, the most engaging spec-

tacle was the comfortable bed in which I hoped to make amends for

some rough nights on shipboard, and where I slept accordingly without
thinking of ghost or goblin, till I was called by my servant in the morn-
ing."
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judicious improver, and if he does not hurry too fast, cannot

fail to he of service to his people. He seems to think and act

much like a chief, without the fanfaronade of the character.

See a female school patronized by Mrs. M. There are about

twenty girls, who learn reading, writing, and spinning ; and
being compelled to observe habits of cleanliness and neatness

when at school, will probably be the means of introducing them
by degrees at home. The roads around the castle are, generally

speaking, very good ; some are old, some made under the oper-

ation of the late act. Macleod says almost all the contractors

for these last roads have failed, being tightly looked after by
Government, which I confess I think very right. If Govern-

ment is to give relief where a disadvantageous contract has been

engaged in, it is plain it cannot be refused in similar instances,

so that all calculations of expenses in such operations are at an

end. The day being delightfully fair and warm, we walk up

to the Church of Kilmore. In a cottage, at no great distance,

we heard the women singing as they waulked the cloth, by
rubbing it with their hands and feet, and screaming all the

while in a sort of chorus. At a distance, the sound was wild

and sweet enough, but rather discordant when you approached

too near the performers. In the churchyard (otherwise not

remarkable) was a pyramidical monument erected to the father

of the celebrated Simon, Lord Lovat, who was fostered at Dun-

vegan. It is now nearly ruinous, and the inscription has fallen

down. Eeturn to the castle, take our luncheon, and go aboard

at three— Macleod accompanying us in proper style with his

piper. We take leave of the castle, where we have been so

kindly entertained, with a salute of seven guns. The chief

returns ashore, with his piper playing the Macleod's Gathering,

heard to advantage along the calm and placid loch, and dying

as it retreated from us.

"The towers of Dunvegan, with the banner which floated

over them in honor of their guests, now showed to great advan-

tage. On the right were a succession of three remarkable hills,

with round flat tops, popularly called Macleod's Dining-Tables.

Far behind these, in the interior of the island, arise the much

higher and more romantic mountains, called QuiUen, or Cuillin,

a name which they have been said to owe to no less a person

than CuthuUin, or Cuchullin, celebrated by Ossian. I ought, I
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believe, to notice, that Macleod and Mr. Suter have both heard

a tacksman of Macleod's, called Grant, recite the celebrated

Address to the Sun ; and another person, whom they named,

repeat the description of Cuchullin's car. But all agree as to

the gross infidelity of Macpherson as a translator and editor.

It ends in the explanation of the Adventures in the cave of

Montesinos, afforded to the Knight of La Mancha, by the ape

of Gines de Fassamonte— some are true and some are false.

There is little poetical tradition in this country, yet there should

be a great deal, considering how lately the bards and genealo-

gists existed as a distinct order. Macleod's hereditary piper is

called MacCrimmon, but the present holder of the of&ce has

risen above his profession. He is an old man, a lieutenant in

the army, and a most capital piper, possessing about 200 tunes

and pibrochs, most of which will probably die with him, as he

declines to have any of his sons instructed in his art. He plays

to Macleod and his lady, but only in the same room, and main-

tains his minstrel privilege by putting on his bonnet so soon as

he begins to play. These MacCrimmons formerly kept a col-

lege in Skye for teaching the pipe-music. Macleod's present

piper is of the name, but scarcely as yet a deacon of his craft.

He played every day at dinner. — After losing sight of the

Castle of Dunvegan, we open another branch of the loch on

which it is situated, and see a small village upon its distant

bank. The mountains of Quillen continue to form a background

to the wild landscape with their variegated and peaked outline.

"We approach Dunvegan-head, a bold blufE cape, where the loch

joins the ocean. The weather, hitherto so beautiful that we had
dined on deck en seigneurs, becomes overcast and hazy, with

little or no wind. Laugh and lie down.
" 25th August^ 1814.— Eise about eight o'clock, the yacht

gliding delightfully along the coast of Skye, with a fair wind
and excellent day. On the opposite side lie the islands of

Canna, Bum, and Muick, popularly Muck. On opening the

sound between Eum and Canna, see a steep circular rock,

forming one side of the harbor, on the point of which we can

discern the remains of a tower of small dimensions, built, it is

said, by a King of the Isles to secure a wife of whom he was
jealous. But, as we kept the Skye side of the Sound, we saw
little of these islands but what our spy-glasses could show us.
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The coast of Skye is highly romantic, and at the same time dis-

played a richness of vegetation on the lower grounds, to which
we have hitherto been strangers. We passed three salt-water

lochs, or deep embayments, called Loch Bracadale, Loch Ey-
nort, and Loch Britta— and about eleven o'clock open Loch
Scavig. We were now under the western termination of the

high mountains of Quillen, whose weather-beaten and serrated

peaks we had admired at a distance from Dunvegan. They
sunk here upon the sea, but with the same bold and peremptory

aspect which their distant appearance indicated. They seemed

to consist of precipitous sheets of naked rock, down which the

torrents were leaping in a hundred lines of foam. The tops,

apparently inaccessible to human foot, were rent and split into

the most tremendous pinnacles ; towards the base of these bare

and precipitous crags, the ground, enriched by the soil washed

away from them, is verdant and productive. Having passed

within the small isle of Soa, we enter Loch Scavig under the

shoulder of one of these grisly mountains, and observe that the

opposite side of the loch is of a milder character softened down

into steep green declivities. From the depth of the bay ad-

vanced a headland of high rocks which divided the lake into

two recesses, from each of which a brook seemed to issue.

Here Macleod had intimated we should find a fine romantic

loch, but we were uncertain up what inlet we should proceed in

search of it. We chose, against our better judgment, the south-

erly inlet, where we saw a house which might afford us informa-

tion. On manning our boat and rowing ashore, we observed

a hurry among the inhabitants, owing to our being as usual

suspected for king's men, although. Heaven knows, we have

nothing to do with the revenue but to spend the part of it cor-

responding to our equipment. We find that there is a lake

adjoining to each branch of the bay, and foolishly walk a couple

of miles to see that next the farmhouse, merely because the hon-

est man seemed jealous of the honor of his own loch, though

we were speedily convinced it was not that which we had been

recommended to examine. It had no peculiar merit excepting

from its neighborhood to a very high cliff or mountain of pre-

cipitous granite ; otherwise, the sheet of water does not equal

even Cauldshiels Loch. Returned and regmbarked in our

boat, for our guide shook his head at our proposal to climb over
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the peninsula which divides the two bays and the two lakes.

In rowing round the headland, surprised at the infinite number

of sea-fowl, then busy apparently with a shoal of fish ; at the

depth of the bay find that the discharge from this second lake

forms a sort of waterfall or rather rapid ; round this place

were assembled hundreds of trout, and salmon struggling to get

up into the fresh water ; with a net we might have had twenty

salmon at a haul, and a sailor, with no better hook than a

crooked pin, caught a dish of trouts, during our absence.

"Advancing up this huddling and riotous brook, we found

ourselves in a most extraordinary scene : we were surrounded

by hills of the boldest and most precipitous character, and on

the margin of a lake which seemed to have sustained the con-

stant ravages of torrents from these rude neighbors. The
shores consisted of huge layers of naked granite, here and there

intermixed with bogs, and heaps of gravel and sand marking

the course of torrents. Vegetation there was little or none,

and the mountains rose so perpendicularly from the water's

edge, that Borrowdale is a jest to them. We proceeded about

one mile and a half up this deep, dark, and solitary lake, which

is about two miles long, half a mile broad, and, as we learned,

of extreme depth. The vapor which enveloped the mountain

ridges obliged us by assuming a thousand shapes, varying its

veils in all sorts of forms, but sometimes clearing off altogether.

It is true, it made us pay the penalty by some heavy and down-
right showers, from the frequency of which, a Highland boy,

whom we brought from the farm, told us the lake was popularly

called the Water Kettle. The proper name is Loch Corriskin,

from the deep corrie or hollow in the mountains of Cuillin,

which affords the basin for this wonderful sheet of water. It

is as exquisite as a savage scene, as Loch Katrine is as a scene

of stern beauty. After having penetrated so far as distinctly

to observe the termination of the lake, under an immense
mountain which rises abruptly from the head of the waters, we
returned, and often stopped to admire the ravages which storms

must have made in these recesses when all human witnesses

were driven to places of more shelter and security. Stones, or

rather large massive fragments of rock of a composite kind,

perfectly different from the granite barriers of the lake, lay

upon the rocky beach in the strangest and most precarious situ-
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ations, as if abandoned by the torrents which had borne them

down from above ; some lay loose and tottering upon the ledges

of the natural rock, with so little security that the slightest push

moved them, though their weight exceeded many tons. These

detached rocks were chiefly what are called plum-pudding

stones. Those which formed the shore were granite. The
opposite side of the lake seemed quite pathless, as a huge moun-

tain, one of the detached ridges of the Quillen, sinks in a pro-

found and almost perpendicular precipice down to the water.

On the left-hand side, which we traversed, rose a higher and

equally inaccessible mountain, the top of which seemed to con-

tain the crater of an exhausted volcano. I never saw a spot on

which there was less appearance of vegetation of any kind ;

the eye rested on nothing but brown and naked crags,^ and the

rocks on which we walked by the side of the loch were as bare

as the pavement of Cheapside. There are one or two spots of

islets in the loch which seem to bear juniper, or some such low

bushy shrub.

^ " Rarely human eye has known
A scene so stern as that dread lake,

With its dai'k ledge of barren stone.

Seems that primeval earthquake's sway
Hath rent a strange and shatter'd way

Through the rude bosom of the hill,

And that each naked precipice,

Sable ravine, and dark abyss,

Tells of the outrage still.

The wildest glen, but this, can show

Some touch of Nature's genial glow

;

On high Benmore green mosses grow,

And heath-bells bud in deep Glenoroe,

And copse on Cruohan-Ben

;

But here— above, around, below.

On mountain or in glen,

Nor tree, nor shrub, nor plant, nor flower.

Nor aught of vegetative power.

The weary eye may ken
;

For all is rocks at random thrown,

Black waves, bare crags, and banks of stone.

As if were here denied

The summer's sun, the spring's sweet dew.

That clothe with many a varied hue

The bleakest mountain-side."

L(yrd of the Isles, iii. 14.
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" Returned from our extraordinary walk and went on board.

During dinner, our vessel quitted Loch Scavig, and having dou-

bled its southern cape, opened the bay or salt-water Loch of

Sleapin. There went again on shore to visit the late discovered

and much celebrated cavern, called Macallister's cave. It

opens at the end of a deep ravine running upward from the

sea, and the proprietor, Mr. Macallister of Strath Aird, finding

that visitors injured it, by breaking and carrying away the sta-

lactites with which it abounds, has secured this cavern by an

eight or nine feet wall, with a door. Upon inquiring for the

key, we found it was three miles up the loch at the laird's

house. It was now late, and to stay until a messenger had

gone and returned three miles, was not to be thought of, any

more than the alternative of going up the loch and lying there

all night. "We therefore, with regret, resolved to scale the

wall, in which attempt, by the assistance of a rope and some

ancient acquaintance with orchard breaking, we easily succeeded.

The first entrance to this celebrated cave is rude and unpromis-

ing, bat the light of the torches with which we were provided

is soon reflected from roof, floor, and walls, which seem as if

they were sheeted with marble, partly smooth, partly rough

with frost-work and rustic ornaments, and partly wrought into

statuary. The floor forms a steep and difficult ascent, and

might be fancifully compared to a sheet of water, which, while

it rushed whitening and foaming down a declivity, had been

suddenly arrested and consolidated by the spell of an enchanter.

Upon attaining the summit of this ascent, the cave descends with

equal rapidity to the brink of a pool of the most limpid water,

about four or five yards broad. There opens beyond this pool

a portal arch, with beautiful white chasing upon the sides, which

promises a continuation of the cave. One of our sailors swam
across, for there was no other mode of passing, and informed

us (as indeed we partly saw by the light he carried), that the

enchantment of Macallister's cave terminated with this portal,

beyond which there was only a rude ordinary cavern speedily

choked with stones and earth. But the pool, on the brink of

which we stood, surrounded by the most fanciful mouldings in

a substance resembling white marble, and distinguished by the

depth and purity of its waters, might be the bathing grotto of a

Naiad. I think a statuary might catch beautiful hints from
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the fanciful and romantic disposition of the stalactites. There
is scarce a form or group that an active fancy may not trace

among the grotesque ornaments which have heen gradually

moulded in this cavern by the dropping of the calcareous water,

and its hardening into petrifactions ; many of these have been

destroyed by the senseless rage of appropriation among recent

tourists, and the grotto has lost (I am informed), through the

smoke of torches, much of that vivid silver tint which was ori-

ginally one of its chief distinctions. But enough of beauty re-

mains to compensate for all that may be lost. As the easiest

mode of return, I slid down the polished sheet of marble which

forms the rising ascent, and thereby injured my pantaloons in

a way which my jacket is Ul calculated to conceal. Our wear-

ables, after a month's hard service, begin to be frail, and there

are daily demands for repairs. Our eatables also begin to as-

sume a real nautical appearance— no soft bread — milk a rare

commodity— and those gentlemen most in favor with John

Peters, the steward, 'who prefer salt beef to fresh. To make
amends, we never hear of sea-sickness, and the good-humor and

harmony of the party continue uninterrupted. When we left

the cave we carried ofiE two grandsons of Mr. Macallister's, re-

markably fine boys ; and Erskine, who may be called L'ami
des Enfans, treated them most kindly, and showed them all the

curiosities in the vessel, causing even the guns to be fired for

their amusement, besides filling their pockets with almonds and

raisins. So that, with a handsome letter of apology, I hope we
may erase any evil impression Mr. Macallister may adopt from

our storming the exterior defences of his cavern. After having

sent them ashore in safety, stand out of the bay with little or

no wind, for the opposite island of Egg."
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" 26th August, 1814.— At seven this morning were in the

Sound which divides the Isle of Eum from that of Egg. Rum
is rude, barren, and mountainous ; Egg, although hilly and

rocky, and traversed by one remarkable ridge called Scuir-

Egg, has, in point of soil, a much more promising appearance.

Southward of both lies Muick, or Muck, a low and fertile

island, and though the least, yet probably the most valuable of

the three. Caverns being still the order of the day, we man
the boat and row along the shore of Egg, in quest of that

which was the memorable scene of a horrid feudal vengeance.

We had rounded more than half the island, admiring the en-

trance of many a bold natural cave which its rocks exhibit,

but without finding that which we sought, until we procured a

guide. This noted cave has a very narrow entrance, through

which one can hardly creep on knees and hands. It rises steep

and lofty within, and runs into the bowels of the rock to the

depth of 255 measured feet. The height at the entrance may
be about three feet, but rises to eighteen or twenty, and the

breadth may vary in the same proportion. The rude and stony

bottom of this cave is strewed with the bones of men, women,
and children, being the sad relics of the ancient inhabitants of

the island, 200 in number, who were slain on the following

occasion : The Macdonalds of the Isle of Egg, a people de-

pendent on Clanranald, had done some injury to the Laird of

Macleod. The tradition of the isle says, that it was by a per-

sonal attack on the chieftain, in which his back was broken ;

but that of the other isles bears that the injury was offered
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to two or three of the Macleods, who, landing upon Egg and
using some freedom with the young women, were seized by the
islanders, bound hand and foot, and turned adrift in a boat,
which the winds and waves safely conducted to Skye. To
avenge the offence given, Macleod sailed with such a body of
men as rendered resistance hopeless. The natives, fearing his
vengeance, concealed themselves in this cavern, and after strict
search, the Macleods went on board their galleys, after doing
what mischief they could, concluding the inhabitants had left
the isls. But next morning they espied from their vessel a
man upon the island, and, immediately landing again, they
traced his retreat, by means of a light snow on the ground, to
this cavern. Macleod then summoned the subterraneous gar-
rison, and demanded that the individuals who had offended
him should be delivered up. This was peremptorily refused.
The chieftain thereupon caused his people to divert the course

.
of a rill of water, which, falling over the mouth of the cave,

would have prevented his purposed vengeance. He then kindled

at the entrance of the cavern a huge fire, and maintained it

until all within were destroyed by suffocation. The date of

this dreadful deed must have been recent, if one can judge from
the fresh appearance of those relics. I brought off, in spite of

the prejudices of our sailors, a skull, which seems that of a

young woman.
" Before regmbarking, we visit another cave opening to the

sea, but of a character widely different, being a large open

vault as high as that of a cathedral, and running back a great

way into the rock at the same height ; the height and width of

the opening give light to the whole. Here, after 1745, when
the Catholic priests were scarcely tolerated, the priest of Egg
used to perform the Komish service. A huge ledge of rock,

almost halfway up one side of the vault, served for altar and

pulpit ; and the appearance of a priest and Highland congre-

gation in such an extraordinary place of worship might have

engaged the pencil of Salvator. Most of the inhabitants of

Egg are still Catholics, and laugh at their neighbors of Rum,

who, having been converted by the cane of their chieftain, are

called Protestants of the yellow stick. The Presbyterian min-

ister and Catholic priest live upon this little island on very good

terms. The people here were much irritated against the men of
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a revenue vessel who had seized all the stills, etc., in the neigh-

boring Isle of Muck, with so much severity as to take even the

people's bedding. We had been mistaken for some time for this

obnoxious vessel. Got on board about two o'clock, and agreed

to stand over for Coll, and to be ruled by the wind as to what

was next to be done. Bring up my journal.

" 21th August, 1814.— The wind, to which we resigned our-

selves, proves exceedingly tyrannical, and blows squally the

whole night, which, with the swell of the Atlantic, now un-

broken by any islands to windward, proves a means of great

combustion in the cabin. The dishes and glasses in the stew-

ard's cupboards become locomotive— portmanteaus and writ-

ing-desks are more active than necessary— it is scarce possible

to keep one's self within bed, and impossible to stand upright

if you rise. Having crept upon deck about four in the morn-

ing, I find we are beating to windward ofE the Isle of Tyree,

with the determination on the part of Mr. Stevenson that his .

constituents should visit a reef of rocks called Skerry Vhor
where he thought it would be essential to have a lighthouse.

Loud remonstrances on the part of the Commissioners, who
one and all declare they will subscribe to his opinion, whatever

it may be, rather than continue this infernal buffeting. Quiet

perseverance on the part of Mr. S., and great kicking, bouncing,

and squabbling upon that of the Yacht, who seems to like the

idea of Skerry Vhor as little as the Commissioners. At length,

by dint of exertion, come in sight of this long ridge of rocks

(chiefly under water), on which the tide breaks in a most tre-

mendous style. There appear a few low broad rocks at one end

of the reef, which is about a mile in length. These are never

entirely under water, though the surf dashes over them. To
go through aU the forms, Hamilton, Duff, and I resolve to land

upon these bare rocks in company with Mr. Stevenson. Pull

through a very heavy swell with great difficulty, and approach a

tremendous surf dashing over black pointed rocks. Our rowers,

however, get the boat into a quiet creek between two rocks,

where we contrive to land well wetted. I saw nothing remark-
able in my way, excepting several seals, which we might have
shot, but, in the doubtful circumstances of the landing, we did

not care to bring guns. We took possession of the rock in name
of the Commissioners, and generously bestowed our own great
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names on its crags and creeks. The rock was carefully measured

by Mr. S. It will be a most desolate position for a lighthouse

— the Bell Bock and Eddystone a joke to it, for the nearest

land is the wild island of Tyree, at fourteen miles' distance.

So much for the Skerry Vhor.
" Came on board proud of our achievement ; and, to the

great delight of all parties, put the ship before the wind, and

run swimmingly down for lona. See a large square-rigged

vessel, supposed an American. Beach lona about five o'clock.

The inhabitants of the Isle of Columba, understanding their in-

terest as well as if they had been Deal boatmen, charged two

guineas for pilotage, which Captain W. abridged into fifteen

shillings, too much for ten minutes' work. We soon got on

shore, and landed in the bay of Martyrs, beautiful for its white

sandy beach. Here all dead bodies are still landed, and laid

for a time upon a small rocky eminence, called the Sweyne, be-

fore they are interred. lona, the last time I saw it, seemed to

me to contain the most wretched people I had anywhere seen.

But either they have got better since I was here, or my eyes, fa*

miliarized with the wretchedness of Zetland and the Harris, are

less shocked with that of lona. Certainly their houses are bet-

ter than either, and the appearance of the people not worse.

This little fertile isle contains upwards of 400 inhabitants, all

living upon small farms, which they divide and subdivide as

their families increase, so that the country is greatly over-peopled,

and in some danger of a famine in case of a year of scarcity.

Visit the nunnery and Reilig Oran, or burial-place of St. Oran,

but the night coming on we return on board.

" 22ith August, 1814.— Carry our breakfast ashore— take

that repast in the house of Mr. Maclean, the schoolmaster and

cicerone of the island — and resume our investigation of the

ruins of the cathedral and the cemetery. Of these monuments,

more than of any other, it may be said with propriety,—

' You never tread upon them but you set

Your feet upon some ancient history.'

I do not mean to attempt a description of what is so well

known as the ruins of lona. Yet I think it has been as yet

inadequately performed, for the vast number of carved tombs

containing the reliques of the great exceeds credibility. In

general, even in the most noble churches, the number of the
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vulgar dead exceed in all proportion the few of eminence who

are deposited under monuments. lona is in all respects the re-

verse : until lately, the inhabitants of the isle did not presume

to mix their vulgar dust with that of chiefs, reguli, and abbots.

The number, therefore, of carved and inscribed tombstones is

quite marvellous, and I can easily credit the story told by Sa-

cheverell, who assures us that 300 inscriptions had been col-

lected, and were lost in the troubles of the seventeenth century.

Even now, many more might be deciphered than have yet been

made public, but the rustic step of the peasants and of Sassenach

visitants is fast destroying these faint memorials of the valiant

of the Isles. A skilful antiquary remaining here a week, and

having (or assuming) the power of raising the half-sunk monu-

ments, might make a curious collection. We could only gaze

and grieve ; yet had the day not been Sunday, we would have

brought our seamen ashore, and endeavored to have raised some

of these monuments. The celebrated ridges called Jomaire

na'n Righrean, or Graves of the Kings, can now scarce be said

to exist, though their site is still pointed out. Undoubtedly,

the thirst of spoil, and the frequent custom of burying trea-

sures with the ancient princes, occasioned their early violation ;

nor am I any sturdy believer in their being regularly ticketed

off by inscriptions into the tombs of the Kings of Scotland, of

Ireland, of Norway, and so forth. If such inscriptions ever

existed, I should deem them the work of some crafty bishop or

abbot, for the credit of his diocese or convent. Macbeth is said

to have been the last King of Scotland here buried ; sixty

preceded him, all doubtless as powerful in their day, but now
unknown— carent quia vate sacro. A few weeks' labor of

Shakespeare, an obscure player, has done more for the memory
of Macbeth than aU the gifts, wealth, and monuments of this

cemetery of princes have been able to secure to the rest of its

inhabitants. It also occurred to me in lona (as it has on many
similar occasions) that the traditional recollections concerning

the monks themselves are wonderfully faint, contrasted with

the beautiful and interesting monuments of architecture which
they have left behind them. In Scotland particularly, the peo-

ple have frequently traditions wonderfully vivid of the persons

and achievements of ancient warriors, whose towers have long

been levelled with the soU. But of the monks of Melrose, Kelso,
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Aberbrothock, lona, etc., etc., etc., they can tell nothing but that

such a* race existed, and inhabited the stately ruins of these

monasteries. The quiet, slow, and uniform life of those recluse

beings glided on, it may be, like a dark and silent stream, fed

from unknown resources, and vanishing from the eye without

leaving any marked trace of its course. The life of the chief-

tain was a mountain torrent thundering over rock and precipice,

which, less deep and profound in itself, leaves on the minds of

the terrified spectators those deep impressions of awe and won-

der which are most readily handed down to posterity.

" Among the various monuments exhibited at lona is one

where a Maclean lies in the same grave with one of the Macfies

or Macduffies of Colonsay, with whom he had lived in alternate

friendship and enmity during their lives. ' He lies above him
during death,' said one of Maclean's followers, as his chief was

interred, ' as he was above him during life.' There is a very

ancient monument lying among those of the Macleans, but per-

haps more ancient than any of them ; it has a knight riding on

horseback, and behind him a minstrel playing on a harp : this

is conjectured to be Reginald Macdonald of the Isles, but there

seems no reason for disjoining him from his kindred who sleep

in the cathedral. A supposed ancestor of the Stewarts, called

Paul Purser, or Paul the Purse-bearer (treasurer to the King

of Scotland), is said to lie under a stone near the Lords of the

Isles. Most of the monuments engraved by Pennant are still

in the same state of preservation, as are the few ancient crosses

which are left. What a sight lona must have been, when 360

crosses, of the same size and beautiful workmanship, were ranked

upon the little rocky ridge of eminences which form the back-

ground to the cathedral ! Part of the tower of the cathedral

has fallen since I was here. It would require a better archi-

tect than I am, to say anything concerning the antiquity of these

ruins, but I conceive those of the nunnery and of the Heilig nan

Oran, or Oran's chapel, are decidedly the most ancient. Upon

the cathedral and buildings attached to it, there are marks of

repairs at different times, some of them of a late date being

obviously designed not to enlarge the buildings, but to retrench

them. We take a reluctant leave of lona, and go on board.

" The haze and dulness of the atmosphere seem to render it

dubious if we can proceed, as we intended, to Staffa to-day—
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for mist among these islands is rather unpleasant. Erskine

reads prayers on deck to all hands, and introduces a very apt

allusion to our being now in sight of the first Christian Church

from which Revelation was diffused over Scotland and all its

islands. There is a very good form of prayer for the Light-

house Service, composed by the Eev. Mr. Brunton.^ A pleasure

vessel lies under our lee from Belfast, with an Irish party related

to Macneil of Colonsay. The haze is fast degenerating into

downright rain, and that right heavy— verifying the words of

Collins :
—
' And thitheT-where beneath the showery west

The mighty Kings of three fair reahus a^e laid.' ^

After dinner, the weather being somewhat cleared, sailed for

StafEa, and took boat. The surf running heavy up between the

islahd and the adjacent rock, called Booshala, we landed at a

creek near the Cormorant's cave. The mist now returned so

thick as to hide all view of lona, which was our land-mark

;

and although Du£B, Stevenson, and I had been formerly on the

isle, we could not agree upon the proper road to the cave. I

engaged myself, with Dufi and Erskine, in a clamber of great

toil and danger, and which at length brought me to the Can-
non-ball, as they call a round granite stone moved by the sea

up and down in a groove of rock, which it has worn for itself,

with a noise resembling thunder. Here I gave up my research,

and returned to my companions, who had not been more fortu-

nate. As night was now falling, we resolved to go aboard and
postpone the adventure of the enchanted cavern until next day.

The yacht came to an anchor with the purpose of remaining off

the island all night, but the hardness of the ground, and the

weather becoming squally, obliged us to return to our safer

mooring at Y-Columb-Kill.

" 29th August, 1814.— Night squally and rainy— morning
ditto— we weigh, however, and return toward Staffa, and,

very happily, the day clears as we approach the isle. As we
ascertained the situation of the cave, I shall only make this

memorandum, that when the weather will serve, the best land-

ing is to the lee of Booshala, a little conical islet or rock, com-

1 The Rev. Alexander Brunton, D. D., now (1836) ProfessoT of Oriental
Languages in the University of Edinburgh.

^ Ode on the Superstitions of the Highlands.
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posed of basaltic columns placed in an oblique or sloping posi-

tion. In this way, you land at once on the flat causeway,

formed by the heads of truncated pillars, which leads to the

cave. But if the state of tide renders it impossible to land

under Booshala, then take one of the adjacent creeks ; in which

case, keeping to the left hand along the top of the ledge of

rocks which girdles in the isle, you find a dangerous and precip-

itous descent to the causeway aforesaid, from the table. Here

we were under the necessity of towing our Commodore, Hamil-

ton, whose gallant heart never fails 'him, whatever the tender-

ness of his toes may do. He was successftilly lowered by a

rope down the precipice, and proceeding along the flat terrace

or causeway already mentioned, we reached the celebrated

cave. I am not sure whether I was not more affected by this

second, than by the first view of it. The stupendous columnar

side walls— the depth and strength of the ocean with which the

cavern is filled— the variety of tints formed by stalactites

dropping and petrifying between the pillars, and resembling a

sort of chasing of yellow or cream-colored marble filling the in-

terstices of the roof— the corresponding variety below, where

the ocean rolls over a red, and in some places a violet-colored

rock, the basis of the basaltic pillars— the dreadful noise of

those august billows so well corresponding with the grandeur of

the scene— are all circumstances elsewhere unparalleled. We
have now seen in our voyage the three grandest caverns in

Scotland,— Smowe, Macallister's cave, and Staffa ; so that,

like the Troglodytes of yore, we may be supposed to know

something of the matter. It is, however, impossible to compare

scenes of natures so different, nor, were I compelled to assign a

preference to any of the three, could I do it but with reference

to their distinct characters, which might affect different indi-

viduals in different degrees. The characteristic of the Smowe

cave may in this case be called the terrific, for the difficulties

which oppose the stranger are of a nature so uncommonly wild,

as, for the first time at least, convey an impression of terror—
with which the scenes to which he is introduced fully correspond.

On the other hand, the dazzling whiteness of the incrustations

in Macallister's cave, the elegance of the entablature, the beauty

of its limpid pool, arid the graceful dignity of its arch, render

its leading features those of severe and chastened beauty.
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StafBa, the third of these subterraneous wonders, may challenge

sublimity as its principal characteristic. Without the savage

gloom of the Smowe cave, and investigated with more apparent.

ease, though, perhaps, with equal real danger, the stately regu-

larity of its columns forms a contrast to the grotesque imagery

of Macallister's cave, combining at once the sentiments of gran-

deur and beauty. The former is, however, predominant, as it

must necessarily be in any scene of the kind.

" We had scarce left StalEa when the wind and rain returned.

It was Erskine's object and mine to dine at Torloisk on Loch

Tua, the seat of my valued friend, Mrs. Maclean Clephane, and

her accomplished daughters. But in going up Loch Tua be-

tween Ulva and Mull with this purpose,—
' So thick -was the mist on the ocean green,

Nor cape nor headland conld be seen.' ^

It was late before we came to anchor in a small bay presented

by the little island of Gometra, which may be regarded as a

continuation of Ulva. We therefore dine aboard, and after

dinner, Erskine and I take the boat and row across the loch

under a heavy rain. We could not see the house of Torloisk,

so very thick was the haze, and we were a good deal puzzled

how and where to achieve a landing ; at length, espying a cart-

road, we resolved to trust to its guidance, as we knew we must

be near the house. We therefore went ashore with our ser-

vants, a la bonne aventure, under a drizzling rain. This was
soon a matter of little consequence, for the necessity of crossing

a swollen brook wetted me considerably, and Erskine, whose

foot slipped, most completely. In wet and weary plight we
reached the house, after a walk of a mile, in darkness, dirt, and

rain, and it is hardly necessary to say, that the pleasure of see-

ing our friends soon banished aU recollection of our unpleasant

voyage and journey.

" 30th August, 1814.— The rest of our friends come ashore

by invitation, and breakfast with the ladies, whose kindness

would fain have delayed us for a few days, and at last conde-

scended to ask for one day only— but even this could not be,

our time wearing short. Torloisk is finely situated upon the

' " So thick a haze o'erspreads the sky.

They cannot see the Snn on high."

Sonthey's Inchcape Bode.
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coast of Mull, facing StafEa. It is a good comfortable house,

to which Mrs. Clephane has made some additions. The grounds
' around have been dressed, so as to smooth their ruggedness,

without destroying the irregular and wild character peculiar to

the scene and country. In this, much taste has been displayed.

At Torloisk, ,as at Dunvegan, trees grow freely and rapidly

;

and the extensive plantations formed by Mrs. C. serve to show
that nothing but a little expense and patience on the part of the

proprietors, with attention to planting in proper places at first,

and in keeping up fences afterward, are a-wanting to remove
the reproach of nakedness, so often thrown upon the Western
Isles. With planting comes shelter, and the proper allotment

and division of fields. With all this Mrs. Clephane is busied,

and, I trust, successfully ; I am sure, actively and usefully.

Take leave of my fair friends, with regret that I cannot pro-

long my stay for a day or two. When we come on board, we
learn that StafEa-Macdonald is just come to his house of Ulva

:

this is a sort of unpleasant dilemma, for we cannot now go there

without some neglect towards Mrs. Maclean Clephane ; and,

on the other hand, from his habits with all of us, he may be

justly displeased with our quitting his very threshold without

asking for him. However, upon the whole matter, and being

already under weigh, we judged it best to work out of the loch,

and continue our purpose of rounding the northern extremity

of Mull, and then running down the Sound between Mull and

the mainland. We had not long pursued our voyage before

we found it was like to be a very slow one. The wind fell

away entirely, and after repeated tacks we could hardly clear

the extreme north-western point of Mull by six o'clock— which

must have afforded amusement to the ladies whose hospitable

entreaties we had resisted, as we were almost all the while

visible from Torloisk. A fine evening, but scarce a breath of

wind.
" 31st August, 1814.— Went on deck between three and

four in the morning, and found the vessel almost motionless in

a calm sea, scarce three miles advanced on her voyage. We
had, however, rounded the north-western side of Mull, and were

advancing between the north-eastern side and the rocky and

wild shores of Ardnamurchan on the mainland of Scotland.

Astern were visible in bright moonlight the distant mountains
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of Bam ;
yet nearer, the remarkable ridge in the Isle of Egg,

called Scuir-Egg ; and nearest of aU, the low isle of Muick.

After enjoying this prospect for some time, returned to my
berth. Rise before eight— a delightful day, but very calm,

and the little wind there is, decidedly against us. Creeping on

slowly, we observe, upon the shore of Ardnamurchan, a large

old castle called Mingary. It appears to be surrounded with a

very high wall, forming a kind of polygon, in order to adapt

itself to the angles of a precipice overhanging the sea, on which

the castle is founded. Within or beyond the wall, and prob-

ably forming part of an inner court, I observed a steep roof

and windows, probably of the seventeenth century. The whole,

as seen with a spy-glass, seems ruinous. As we proceed, we open

on the left hand Loch Sunart, running deep into the mainland,

crossed by distant ridges of rocks, and terminating apparently

among the high mountains above Strontian. On the right

hand we open the Sound of MuU, and pass the Bloody Bay,

which acquired that name from a desperate battle fought be-

tween an ancient Lord of the Isles and his son. The latter

was assisted by the Macleans of MuU, then in the plenitude of

their power, but was defeated. This was a sea-fight ; galleys

being employed on each side. It has bequeathed a name to a

famous pibroch.

" Proceeding southward, we open the beautiful bay of Tober-

mory, or Mary's "Well. The mouth of this fine natural road-

stead is closed by an isle called Colvay, having two passages, of

which only one, the northerly, is passable for ships. The bay
is surrounded by steep hills, covered with copsewood, through

which several brooks seek the sea in a succession of beautiful

cascades. The village has been established as a fishing station

by the Society for British Fisheries. The houses along the

quay are two and three stories high, and well built ; the feuars

paying to the Society sixpence per foot of their line of front.

On the top of a steep bank, rising above the first town, runs

another line of second-rate cottages, which pay fourpence per

foot ; and behind are huts, much superior to the ordinary sheds

of the country, which pay only twopence per foot. The town
is all built upon a regular plan, laid down by the Society. The
new part is reasonably clean, and the old not unreasonably
dirty. "We landed at an excellent quay, which is not yet fin-
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ished, and found the little place looked thriving and active.

The people were getting in their patches of corn ; and the shrill

voices of the children attending their parents in the field, and
loading the little ponies which are used in transporting the

grain, formed a chorus not disagreea,ble to those whom it re-

minds of similar sounds at home. The praise of comparative
cleanliness does not extend to the lanes around Tobermory, in

one of which I had nearly been effectually bogged. But the

richness of the round steep green knolls, clothed with copse,

and glancing with cascades, and a pleasant peep at a small

fresh-water loch embosomed among them— the view of the

bay, surrounded and guarded by the island of Colvay— the

gliding of two or three vessels in the more distant Sound— and
the row of the gigantic Ardnamurchan mountains closing the

scene to the north, almost justify the eulogium of Sacheverell,

who, in 1688, declared the bay of Tobermory might equal any
prospect in Italy. It is said that Sacheverell made some
money by weighing up the treasures lost in the Florida, a vessel

of the Spanish Armada, which was wrecked in the harbor. He
himself affirms, that though the use of the diving-bells was at

first successful, yet the attempt was afterwards disconcerted by

bad weather.

" Tobermory takes its name from a spring dedicated to the

Virgin, which was graced by a chapel ; but no vestiges remain

of the chapel, and the spring rises in the middle of a swamp,

whose depth and dirt discouraged the nearer approach of Pro-

testant pilgrims. Mr. Stevenson, whose judgment is unques-

tionable, thinks that the village should have been built on the

island called Colvay, and united to the continent by a key, or

causeway, built along the southernmost channel, which is very

shallow. By this means the people would have been much
nearer the fishings, than retired into the depth of the bay.

"About three o'clock we get on board, and a brisk and

favorable breeze arises, which carries us smoothly down the

Sound. We soon pass Arros, with its fragment of a castle,

behind which is the house of Mr. Maxwell (an odd name for

this country), chamberlain to the Duke of Argyle, which re-

minds me of much kindness and hospitality received from him

and Mr. Stewart, the Sheriff-Substitute, when I was formerly in

Mull. On the shore of Morven, on the opposite side, pass the
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ruins of a small fortalice, called Donagail, situated as usual on

a precipice overhanging the sea. The ' woody Morven,' though

the quantity of shaggy diminutive copse, which springs up

where it obtains any shelter, still shows that it must once have

merited the epithet, is now, as visible from the Sound of Mull,

a bare country— of which the hills towards the sea have a

slope much resembling those in Selkirkshire, and accordingly

afBord excellent pasture, and around several farmhouses well-

cultivated and improved fields. I think I observe considerable

improvement in husbandry, even since I was here last: but

there is a difference in coming from Oban and Cape Wrath.—
Open Loch AUiue, a beautiful saltrwater lake, with a narrow

outlet to the Sound. It is surrounded by round hills, sweetly

fringed with green copse below, and one of which exhibits to

the spy-glass ruins of a castle. There is great promise of

beauty in its interior, but we cannot see everything. The land

on -the southern bank of the entrance slopes away into a sort

of promontory, at the extremity of which are the very imper-

fect ruins of the castle of Ardtornish, to which the Lords of

the Isles summoned parliaments, and from whence one of them

dated a treaty with the Crown of England as an independent

Prince. These ruins are seen to most advantage from the south,

where they are brought into a line with one high fragment

towards the west predominating over the rest. The shore of

the promontory on the south side becomes rocky, and when it

slopes round to the west, rises into a very bold and high pre-

cipitous bank, skirting the bay on the western side, partly cliffy,

partly covered with brushwood, with various streams dashing

over it from a great height. Above the old castle of Ardtor-

nish, and about where the promontory joins the land, stands the

present mansion, a neat whitewashed house, with several well-

enclosed and well-cultivated fields surrounding it.

" The high and dignified character assumed by the shores of

Morven, after leaving Ardtornish, continues till we open the

Loch Linnhe, the commencement of the great chain of inland

lakes running up to Fort William, and which it is proposed to

unite with Inverness by means of the Caledonian Canal. The
wisdom of the plan adopted in this national measure seems

very dubious. Had the canal been of more moderate depth,

and the burdens imposed upon passing vessels less expensive,
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there can be no doubt that the coasters, sloops, and barks
would have carried on a great trade by means of it. But the
expense and plague of lochs, etc., may prevent these humble
vessels from taking this abridged voyage, while ships above
twenty or thirty tons will hesitate to engage themselves in the
intricacies of a long lake navigation, exposed, without room
for manoeuvring, to all the sudden squalls of the mountainous
country. Ahead of us, in the mouth of Loch Linnhe, lies the
low and fertile isle of Lismore, formerly the appanage of the
Bishops of the Isles, who, as usual, knew where to choose
church patrimony. The coast of the Mull, on the right hand
of the Sound, has a black, rugged, and unimproved character.

Above ScaUister Bay are symptoms of improvement. Moon-
light has risen upon us as we pass Duart Castle, now an indis-

tinct mass upon its projecting promontory. It was garrisoned
for Government so late as 1780, but is now ruinous. We see,

at about a mile's distance, the fatal shelve on which Duart ex-

posed the daughter of Argyle, on which Miss Baillie's play of

The Family Legend is founded, but now,—
' Without either sign or sound of their shock,

The waves flowed over the Lady's rock. '
^

The placid state of the sea is very different from what I have

seen it, when six stout rowers could scarce give a boat headway
through the conflicting tides. These fits of violence so much
surprised and offended a body of the Camerons, who were

bound upon some expedition to Mull, and had been accustomed
' to the quietness of lake-navigation, that they drew their dirks,

and began to stab the waves— from which popular tale this

run of tide is called the Men ofLochaber. The weather being

delightfully moderate, we agree to hover hereabout all night, or

anchor under the Mull shore, should it be necessary, in order

to see Dunstaffnage to-morrow morning. The isle of Kerrera

is now in sight, forming the bay of Oban. Beyond lie the

varied and magnificent summits of the chain of mountains

bordering Loch Linnhe, as well as those between Loch Awe
and Loch Etive, over which the summit of Ben Cruachan is

proudly prominent. Walk on deck, admiring this romantic

prospect, until ten ; then below, and turn in.

1 Southey's Inchcape Sock.
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^'Ist September, 1814.— Rise betwixt six and seven, and

having discreetly secured our breakfast, take boat for the old

castle of DunstafEnage, situated upon a promontory on the side

of Loch Linnhe and near to Loch Etive. Nothing could ex-

ceed the beauty of the day and of the prospect. We coasted

the low, large, and fertile isle of Lismore, where a Catholic

Bishop, Chisholm, has established a seminary of young men

intended for priests, and what is a better thing, a valuable lime-

work. Report speaks weU of the lime, but indifferently of the

progress of the students. Tacking to the shore of the loch, we

land at DunstafEnage, once, it is said, the seat of the Scottish

monarchy, tiU success over the Picts and Saxons transferred

their throne to Scoone, Dunfermline, and at length to Edin-

burgh. The castle is still the King's (nominally), and the

Duke of Argyle (nominally also) is hereditary keeper. But

the real right of property is in the family of the depute-keejJer,

to which it was assigned as an appanage, the first possessor

being a natural son of an Earl of Argyle. The shell of the

castle, for little more now remains, bears marks of extreme

antiquity. It is square in form, with round towers at three

of the angles, and is situated upon a lofty precipice, carefully

scarped on all sides to render it perpendicular. The entrance

is by a staircase, which conducts you to a wooden landing-

place in front of the portal-door. This landing-place could

formerly be raised at pleasure, being of the nature of a draw-

bridge. When raised, the place was inaccessible. Tou pass

under an ancient arch, with a low vault (being the porter's

lodge) on the right hand, and flanked by loopholes, for firing
*

upon any hostile guest who might force his passage thus far.

This admits you into the inner court, which is about eighty feet

square. It contains two mean-looking buildings, about sixty or

seventy years old ; the ancient castle having been consumed by
fire in 1715. It is said that the nephew of the proprietor was

the incendiary. We went into the apartments, and found they

did not exceed the promise of the exterior ; but they admitted

us to walk upon the battlements of the old castle, which dis-

played a most splendid prospect. Beneath, and far projected

into the loch, were seen the woods and houses of Campbell of

Lochnell. A little summer-house, upon an eminence, belonging

to this wooded bank, resembles an ancient monument. On the
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right, Loch Etive, after pouring its waters like a furious cata-

ract over a strait called ConneU Ferry, comes between the castle

and a round island belonging to its demesne, and nearly insu-

lates the situation. In front is a low rocky eminence on the

opposite side of the arm, through which Loch Etive flows into

Loch Linnhe. Here was situated Beregenium, once, it is said,

a British capital city ; and, as our informant told us, the largest

market town in Scotland. Of this splendor are no remains but

a few trenches and excavations, which the distance did not

allow us to examine. The ancient masonry of Dunstaffnage is

mouldering fast under time and neglect. The foundations are

beginning to decay, and exhibit gaps between the rock and the

wall ; and the battlements are become ruinous. The inner court

is encumbered with ruins. A hundred pounds or two would

put this very ancient fortress in a state of preservation for

ages, but I fear this is not to be expected. The stumps of large

trees, which had once shaded the vicinity of the castle, gave

symptoms of decay in the family of DunstafEnage. We were

told of some ancient spurs and other curiosities preserved in

the castle, but they were locked up. In the vicinity of the

castle is a chapel which had once been elegant, but by the

building up of windows, etc., is now heavy enough. I have

often observed that the means adopted in Scotland for repair-

ing old buildings are generally as destructive of their grace

and beauty, as if that had been the express object. Unfortu-

nately most churches, particularly, have gone through both

stages of destruction, having been first repaired by the building

up of the beautiful shafted windows, and then the roof being

suffered to fall in, they became ruins indeed, but without any

touch of the picturesque farther than their massive walls and

columns may afford. Near the chapel of Dunstaffnage is a

remarkable echo.

" Reembarked, and, rowing about a mile and a half or better

along the shore of the lake, again landed under the ruins of the

old castle of Dunolly. This fortress, which, like that of Dun-

staffnage, forms a marked feature in this exquisite landscape, is

situated on a bold and precipitous promontory overhanging the

,lake. The principal part of the ruins now remaining is a square

tower or keep of the ordinary size, which had been the citadel

of the castle ; but fragments of other buildings, overgrown with
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ivy, show that Dunolly had once been a place of considerable

importance. These had enclosed a courtyard, of which the keep

probably formed one side, the entrance being by a very steep

ascent from the land side, which had formerly been cut across

by a deep moat, and defended doubtless by outworks and a

drawbridge. Beneath the castle stands the modern house of

Dunolly, — a decent mansion, suited to the reduced state of the

MacDougaUs of Lorn, who, from being Barons powerful enough

to give battle to and defeat Robert Bruce, are now declined

into private gentlemen of moderate fortune.

" This very ancient family is descended from Somerled,

Thane, or rather, under that name. King of Argyle and the

Hebrides. He had two sons, to one of whom he left his insu-

lar possessions— and he became founder of the dynasty of

the Lords of the Isles, who maintained a stirring independence

during the Middle Ages. The other was founder of the family

of the MaeDougalls of Lorn. One of them being married to a

niece of the Red Gumming, in revenge of his slaughter at Dum-
fries, took a vigorous part against Robert Bruce in his strug-

gles to maintain the independence of Scotland. At length the

King, turning his whole strength towards MacDougall, encoun-

tered him at a pass near Loch Awe ; but the Highlanders, be-

ing possessed of the strong ground, compelled Bruce to retreat,

and again gave him battle at Dairy, near Tynedrura, where he

had concentrated his forces. Here he was again defeated ; and
the tradition of the MacDougall family bears, that in the con-

flict the Lord of Lorn engaged hand to hand with Bruce, and

was struck down by that monarch. As they grappled together

on the ground, Bruce being uppermost, a vassal of MacDougall,

called MacKeoch, relieved his master by pulling Bruce from

him. In this close struggle the King left his mantle and brooch

in the hands of his enemies, and the latter trophy was long

preserved in the family, until it was lost in an accidental fire.

Barbour tells the same story, but I think with circumstances

somewhat different. When Bruce had gained the throne for

which he fought so long, he displayed his resentment against

the MaeDougalls of Lorn, by depriving them of the greatest

part of their domains, which were bestowed chiefly upon the

Steward of Scotland. Sir Cohn Campbell, the Knight of Loch
Awe, and the Knight of Glenurchy, Sir Dugald Campbell, mar-
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ried daughters of the Steward, and received with them great

portion of the forfeiture of MacDougall. Bruce even compelled
or persuaded the Lord of the Isles to divorce his wife, who was
a daughter of MacDougall, and take in man-iage a relation of

his own. The son of the divorced lady was not permitted to

succeed to the principality of the Isles, on account of his con-

nection with the obnoxious MacDougall. But a large appanage
was allowed him upon the Mainland, where he founded the

family of Glengarry.

" The family of MacDougall suffered farther reduction dur-

ing the great civil war, in which they adhered to the Stewarts,

and in 1715 they forfeited the small estate of DunoUy, which
was then all that remained of what had once been a princi-

pality. The then representative of the family fled to France,

and his son (father of the present proprietor) would have been
without any means of education, but for the spirit of clanship,

which induced one of the name, in the humble situation of

keeper of a public-house at Dumbarton, to take his young chief

to reside with him, and be at the expense of his education and
maintenance until his fifteenth or sixteenth year. He proved

a clever and intelligent man, and made good use of the educa-

tion he received. "When the aSair of 1745 was in agitation, it

was expected by the south-western clans that Charles Edward
would have landed near Oban, instead of which he disembarked

at Loch-nan-augh, in Arisaig. Stuart of Appin sent informa-

tion of his landing to MacDougall, who gave orders to his bro-

ther to hold the clan in readiness to rise, and went himself to

consult with the chamberlain of the Earl of Breadalbane, who
was also in the secret. He found this person indisposed to rise,

alleging that Charles had disappointed them both in the place

of landing, and the support he had promised. MacDougall

then resolved to play cautious, and went to visit the Duke of

Argyle, then residing at Roseneath, probably without any de-

termined purpose as to his future proceedings. While he was

waiting the Duke's leisure, he saw a horseman arrive at full

gallop, and shortly after, the Duke entering the apartment

where MacDougall was, with a map in his hand, requested him,

after friendly salutations, to point out Loch-nan-augh on that

map. MacDougall instantly saw that the secret of Charles's

landing had transpired, and resolved to make a merit of being
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the first who should give details. The persuasions of the Duke

determined him to remain quiet, and the reward was the resto-

ration of the little estate of DunoUy, lost by his father in 1715.

This gentleman lived to a very advanced stage of life, and was

succeeded by Peter MacDougaU, Esq., now of DunoUy. I had

these particulars respecting the restoration of the estate from a

near relation of the family, whom we met at DunstafEnage.

" The modern house of DunoUy is on the neck of land under

the old castle, having on the one hand the lake with its islands

and mountains ; on the other, two romantic eminences tufted

with copsewood, of which the higher is caUed Barmore, and is

now planted. I have seldom seen a more romantic and de-

lightful situation, to which the peculiar state of the family gave

a sort of moral interest. Mrs. MacDougaU, observing stran-

gers surveying the ruins, met us on our return, and most po-

litely insisted upon our accepting fruit and refreshments. This'

was a compliment meant to absolute strangers, but when our

names became known to her, the good lady's entreaties that we
would stay tiU Mr. MacDougaU returned from his ride became

very pressing. She was in deep mourning for the loss of an

eldest son, who had fallen bravely in Spain and under Welling-

ton, a death weU becoming the descendant of so famed a race.

The second son, a lieutenant in the navy, had, upon this family

misfortune, obtained leave to visit his parents for the first time

after many years' service, but had now returned to his ship.

Mrs. M. spoke with melancholy pride of the death of her eldest

son, with hope and animation of the prospects of the survivor.

A third is educated for the law. Declining the hospitality of-

fered us, Mrs. M. had the goodness to walk with us along the

shore towards Oban, as far as the property of DunoUy extends,

and showed us a fine spring, called Tohar nan Gall, or the Well

of the Stranger, where our sailors supplied themselves with ex-

cellent water, which has been rather a scarce article with us, as

it soon becomes past a landsman's use on board ship. On the

seashore, about a quarter of a mile from the castle, is a huge

fragment of the rock called plum-pudding stone, which art or

nature has formed into a gigantic pillar. Here, it is said, Fion

or Fingal tied his dog Bran— here also the celebrated Lord of

the Isles tied up his dogs when he came upon a visit to the Lords

of Lorn. Hence it is called Clach nan Con ; i. e., the Dog's
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Stone. A tree grew once on the top of this bare mass of com-
posite stone, but it was cut down by a curious damsel of the
family, who was desirous to see a treasure said to be deposited
beneath it. Enjoyed a pleasant walk of a mile along the beach
to Oban, a town of some consequence, built in a semicircular
form, around a good harbor formed by the opposite isle of Ker-
rera, on which Mrs. M. pointed out the place where Alexander
n. died, while, at the head of a powerful armament, he medi-
tated the reduction of the Hebrides. The field is still called
Dal-ry— the King's field.

" Having taken leave of Mrs. MacDougall, we soon satisfied
our curiosity concerning Oban, which owed its principal trade
to the industry of two brothers, Messrs. Stevenson, who dealt
in ship-building. One is now dead, the other almost retired
from business, and trade is duU in the place. Heard of an
active and industrious man, who had set up a nursery of young
trees, which ought to succeed, since at present, whoever wants
plants must send to Glasgow ; and how much the plants suffer

during a voyage of such length, any one may conceive. Go
on board after a day delightful for the serenity and clearness

of the weather, as well as for the objects we had visited. I
forgot to say, that through Mr. MacDougall's absence we lost

an opportunity of seeing a bronze figure of one of his ancestors,

called Bacach, or the lame, armed and mounted as for a tour-

nament. The hero flourished in the twelfth century. After

a grand council of war, we determine, as we are so near the

coast of Ulster, that we wiU stand over and view the celebrated

Giant's Causeway ; and Captain Wilson receives directions

accordingly.

" 2d September, 1814. — Another most beautiful day. The
heat, for the first time since we sailed from Leith, is somewhat

incommodious ; so we spread a handsome awning to save our

complexions, God wot, and breakfast beneath it in style. The
breeze is gentle, and quite favorable. It has conducted us

from the extreme cape of MuU, called the Black Head of MuU,
into the Sound of Islay. We view in passing that large and
fertile island, the property of Campbell of Shawfield, who has

introduced an admirable style of farming among his tenants.

Still farther behind us retreats the Island of Jura, with the re-

markable mountains called the Paps of Jura, which form a
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landmark at a great distance. They are very high, but in our

eyes, so much accustomed of late to immense height, do not

excite much surprise. Still farther astern is the small isle of

Scarba, which, as we see it, seems to be a single hill. In the

passage or sound between Scarba and the extremity of Jura,

is a terrible run of tide, which, contending with the sunk rocks

and islets of that foul channel, occasions the succession of whirl-

pools called the Gulf of Corrievreckan. Seen at this distance,

we cannot judge of its terrors. The sight of Corrievreckan

and of the low rocky isle of Colonsay, betwixt which and Islay

we are now passing, strongly recalls to my mind poor John

Leyden and his tale of the Mermaid and MacPhail of Colon-

say.' Probably the name of the hero should have been Mac-

Fie, for to the MacDuffies (by abridgment MacFies) Colonsay

of old pertained. It is said the last of these MacDuffies was

executed as an oppressor by order of the Lord of the Isles, and

lies buried in the adjacent small island of Oransay, where there

is an old chapel with several curious monuments, which, to

avoid losing this favorable breeze, we are compelled to leave

unvisited. Colonsay now belongs to a gentleman named Mac-
Neil. On the right beyond it, opens at a distance the western

coast of MuU, which we already visited in coming from the

northward. We see the promontory of Ross, which is termi-

nated by Y-Columb-kiU, also now visible. The shores of Loch
Tua and Ulva are in the blue distance, with the little archi-

pelago which lies around StafBa. StUl farther, the hiUs of

Rum can just be distinguished from the blue sky. We are

now arrived at the extreme point of Islay, termed, from the

strong tides, the Suns of Islay. We here only feel them as a

large but soft swell of the sea, the weather being delightfully

clear and serene. In the course of the evening we lose sight

of the Hebrides, excepting Islay, having now attained the west-

ern side of that island.

" 3d September, 1814.— In the morning early, we are off

Innistulhan, an islet very like Inchkeith in size and appearance,

and, like Inchkeith, displaying a lighthouse. Messrs. Hamil-
ton, Duff, and Stevenson go ashore to visit the Irish lighthouse

and compare notes. A fishing-boat comes off with four or five

stout lads, without neckerchiefs or hats, and the best of whose
1 See Minstrelsy of the Border, vol. iv. pp. 285-306 (Edin. Ed.).
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joint garments selected would hardly equip an Edinburgh beg-

gar. Buy from this specimen of Paddy in his native land some
fine John Dories for threepence each. The mainland of Ireland
adjoining to this island (being part of the county of Donegal)
resembles Scotland, and, though hilly, seems well cultivated

upon the whole. A brisk breeze directly against us. We beat

to windward by assistance of a strong tide-stream, in order to

weather the head of Innishowen, which covers the entrance of

Lough Foyle, with the purpose of running up the loch to see

Londonderry, so celebrated for its siege in 1689. But short

tacks and long tacks were in vain, and at dinner-time, having
lost our tide, we find ourselves at aU disadvantage both against

wind and sea. Much combustion at our meal, and the manoBU-

vres by which we attempted to eat and drink remind me of the

enchanted drinking-cup in the old ballad,—
' Some shed it on their shoulder,

Some shed it on their thigh

;

And he that did not hit his month
Was sure to hit his eye.' ^

In the evening, backgammon and cards are in great request.

We have had our guns shotted all this day for fear of the Yan-

kees— a privateer having been seen off Tyree Islands, and
taken some vessels — as is reported.— About nine o'clock

weather the Innishowen head, and enter the Lough, and fire a

gun as a signal for a pilot. The people here are great smug-

glers ; and at the report of the gun, we see several lights on

shore disappear.— About the middle of the day, too, our ap-

pearance (much resembling a revenue cutter) occasioned a

smoke being made in the midst of a very rugged cliff on the

shore— a signal probably to any of the smugglers' craft that

might be at sea. Come to anchor in eight fathom water, ex-

pecting our pilot.

" Aith September, 1814.— Waked in the morning with good

hope of hearing service in Derry Cathedral, as we had felt

ourselves under weigh since daylight ; but these expectations

vanished when, going on deck, we found ourselves only half-

way up Lough Foyle, and at least ten miles from Derry. Very

little wind, and that against us ; and the navigation both shoaUy

and intricate. Called a council of war ; and after considering

1 The Boy and the Mantle— Percy's Reliques, vol. iii. p. 10.
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the difficulty of getting up to Derry, and the chance of being

wind-bound when we do get there, we resolve to renounce our

intended visit to that town. We had hardly put the ship

about, when the Irish -2Eolus shifted his trumpet, and opposed

our exit, as he had formerly been unfavorable to our progress

up the lake. At length, we are compelled to betake ourselves

to towing, the wind fading into an absolute calm. This gives

us time enough to admire the northern, or Donegal, side of

Lough Foyle— the other being hidden from us by haze and
distance. Nothing can be more favorable than this specimen

of Ireland.—A beautiful variety of cultivated slopes, inter-

mixed with banks of wood ; rooks skirted with a distant ridge

of heathy hiUs, watered by various brooks ; the glens or banks

being, in general, planted or covered with copse ; and finally,

studded by a succession of villas and gentlemen's seats, good

farmhouses, and neat white-washed cabins. Some of the last

are happily situated upon the verge of the sea, with banks of

copse or a rock or two rising behind them, and the white sand

in front. The land, in general, seems well cultivated and en-

closed— but in some places the enclosures seem too small, and

the ridges too crooked, for proper farming. We pass two gen-

tlemen's seats, called White Castle and Red Castle ; the last a

large good-looking mansion, with trees, and a pretty vale slop-

ing upwards from the sea. As we approach the termination

of the Lough, the ground becomes more rocky and barren, and

the cultivation interrupted by impracticable patches, which

have been necessarily abandoned. Come in view of Green

Castle, a large ruinous castle, said to have belonged to the Mac-
Wmiams. The remains are romantically situated upon a green

bank sloping down to the sea, and are partly covered with ivy.

From their extent, the place must have been a chieftain's resi-

dence of the very first consequence. Part of the ruins appear

to be founded upon a high red rock, which the eye at first

blends with the masonry. To the east of the ruins, upon a

cliff overhanging the sea, are a modern fortification and bar-

rack-yard, and beneath, a large battery for protection of the

shipping which may enter the Lough ; the guns are not yet

mounted. The Custom-house boat boards us and confirms the

account that American cruisers are upon the coast. Drift out

of the Lough, and leave behind us this fine country, all of which
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belongs in property to Lord Donegal ; other possessors only-

having long leases, at sixty years, or so forth. Red Castle,

however, before distinguished as a very good-looking house, is

upon a perpetual lease. We discharge our pilot— the gentle-

men go ashore with him in the boat, in order to put foot on
Irish land. I shall defer that pleasure till I can promise my-
self something to see. When our gentlemen return, we read

prayers on deck. After diimer go ashore at the small fishing-

village of Port Rush, pleasantly situated upon a peninsula,

which forms a little harbor. Here we are received by Dr.

Richardson, the inventor of the fiorin-grass (or of some of its

excellencies). He cultivates this celebrated vegetable on a very

small scale, his whole farm not exceeding four acres. Here I

learn, with inexpressible surprise and distress, the death of one

of the most valued of the few friends whom these memoranda
might interest.^ She was, indeed, a rare example of the

soundest good sense, and the most exquisite purity of moral

feeling, united with the utmost grace and elegance of personal

beauty, and with manners becoming the most dignified rank in

British society. There was a feminine softness in all her deport-

ment, which won universal love, as her firmness of mind and

correctness of principle commanded veneration. To her family

her loss is inexpressibly great. I know not whether it was the

purity of her mind, or the ethereal cast of her features and

form, but I could never associate in my mind her idea and that

of mortality ; so that the shock is the more heavy, as being

totally unexpected. God grant comfort to the afflicted survivor

and his family !

" bth Septeviber, 1814.— Wake, or rather rise at sis, for I

have waked the whole night, or fallen into broken sleeps only

to be hag-ridden by the nightmare. Go ashore with a heavy

heart, to see sights which I had much rather leave alone.

Land under Dunluce, a ruined castle built by the MacGiUigans,

or MacQuillens, but afterwards taken from them by a Macdon-

nell, ancestor of the Earls of Antrim, and destroyed by Sir

John Perrot, Lord-Lieutenant in the reign of Queen Elizabeth.

This Macdonnell came from the Hebrides at the head of a

Scottish colony. The site of the castle much resembles Dun-

nottar, but it is on a smaller scale. The ruins occupy perhaps

1 Harriet, Duchess of Bucclench, died August 24, 1814.



5o6 SIR WALTER SCOTT ^t. 43

more than an acre of ground, being the level top of a high rock

advanced into the sea, by which it is surrounded on three sides,

and divided from the mainland by a deep chasm. The access

was by a narrow bridge, of which there now remains but a

single rib, or ledge, forming a doubtful and a precarious access

to the ruined castle. On the outer side of the bridge are large

remains of outworks, probably for securing cattle, and for do-

mestic offices— and the vestiges of a chapel. Beyond the

bridge are an outer and inner gateway, with their defences.

The large gateway forms one angle of the square enclosure of

the fortress, and at the other landward angle is buUt a large

round tower. There are vestiges of similar towers occupying

the angles of the precipice overhanging the sea. These towers

were connected by a curtain, on which artillery seems to have

been mounted. Within this circuit are the ruins of an estab-

lishment of feudal grandeur on the large scale. The great

haU, forming, it would seem, one side of the inner court, is

sixty paces long, hghted by windows which appear to have been

shafted with stone, but are now ruined. Adjacent are the

great kitchen and ovens, with a variety of other buildings, but

no square tower, or keep. The most remarkable part of Dun-

luce, however, is that the whole mass of plum-pudding rock on

which the fort is bmlt is completely perforated by a cave slop-

ing downwards from the inside of the moat or dry-ditch beneath

the bridge, and opening to the sea on the other side. It might

serve the purpose of a small harbor, especially if they had, as is

believed, a descent to the cave from within the castle. It is

difficult to conceive the use of the aperture to the land, unless

it was in some way enclosed and defended. Above the ruinous

castle is a neat farmhouse. Mrs. More, the good-wife, a Scoto-

Hibernian, received us with kindness and hospitality which did

honor to the nation of her birth, as well as of her origin, in a

house whose cleanliness and neatness might have rivalled Eng-

land. Her churn was put into immediate motion on our behalf,

and we were loaded with aU manner of courtesy, as well as

good things. We heard here of an armed schooner having

been seen off the coast yesterday, which fired on a boat that

went ofB to board her, and would seem therefore to be a privar

teer, or armed smuggler.

" Return on board for breakfast, and then again take boat
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for the Giant's Causeway— having first shotted the guns, and
agreed on a signal, in case this alarming stranger should again
make his appearance. Visit two caves, both worth seeing, but
not equal to those we have seen : one, called Port Coon, opens
in a small cove, or bay— the outer reach opens into an inner

cave, and that again into the sea. The other, called Down
Kerry, is a searcave, like that on the eastern side of Loch
Eribol— a high arch up which the sea rolls :— the weather
being quiet, we sailed in very nearly to the upper end. We
then rowed on to the celebrated Causeway, a platform com-
posed of basaltic pillars, projecting into the sea hke the pier

of a harbor. As I was tired, and had a violent headache, I

did not land, but could easily see that the regularity of the

columns was the same as at StafEa ; but that island contains a

much more extensive and curious specimen of this curious phe-

nomenon.
" Row along the shores of this celebrated point, which are

extremely striking as well as curious. They open into a suc-

cession of little bays, each of which has precipitous banks graced

with long ranges of the basaltic pUlars, sometimes placed above

each other, and divided by masses of interweaving strata, or by

green sloping banks of earth of extreme steepness. These re-

markable ranges of columns are in some places chequered by

horizontal strata of a red rock or earth, of the appearance of

pchre ; so that the green of the grassy banks, the dark-gray or

black appearance of the columns, with those red seams and

other varieties of the interposed strata, have most uncommon

and striking effects. The outline of these cliffs is as singular

as their coloring. In several places the earth has wasted away

from single columns, and left them standing insulated and

erect, like the ruined colonnade of an ancient temple, upon the

verge of the precipice. In other places, the disposition of the

basaltic ranges presents singular appearances, to which the

guides give names agreeable to the images which they are sup-

posed to represent. Each of the little bays or inlets has also

its appropriate name. One is called the Spanish Bay, from

one of the Spanish Armada having been wrecked there. Thus

our voyage has repeatedly traced the memorable remnants of

that celebrated squadron. The general name of the cape adjar

cent to the Causeway is Bengore Head. To those who have
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seen StafEa, the peculiar appearance of the Causeway itself will

lose much of its effect ; but the grandeur of the neighboring

scenery will stiU maintain the reputation of Bengore Head.

The people ascribe all these wonders to Fin MacCoul, whom
they couple with a Scottish giant called Ben-an something or

other. The traveller is plied by guides, who make their profit

by selling pieces of crystal, agate, or chalcedony, found in the

interstices of the rocks. Our party brought off some curious

joints of the columns, and, had I been quite as I am wont to

be, I would have selected four to be capitals of a rustic porch

at Abbotsford. But, alas ! alas ! I am much out of love with

vanity at this moment. From what we hear at the Causeway,

we have every reason to think that the pretended privateer has

been a gentleman's pleasure-vessel. — Continue our voyage

southward, and pass between the Main of Ireland and the Isle

of Rachrin, a rude heathy-looking island, once a place of refuge

to Robert Bruce. This is said, in ancient times, to have been

the abode of banditti, who plundered the neighboring coast.

At present it is under a long lease to a Mr. G-age, who is said

to maintain excellent order among the islanders. Those of

bad character he expels to Ireland, and hence it is a phrase

among the people of Rachrin, when they wish ill to any one,

' May Ireland be his hinder end.' On the Main we see the

village of Ballintryj and a number of people collected, the re-

mains of an Irish fair. Close by is a small island, called Sheep

Island. We now take leave of the Irish coast, having heard

nothing of its popular complaints, excepting that the good lady

at Dunluce made a heavy moan against the tithes, which had
compelled her husband to throw his whole farm into pasture.

Stand over toward Scotland, and see the MuU of Cantyre light.

" &th September, 1814.— Under the lighthouse at the Mull
of Cantyre ; situated on a desolate spot among rocks, like a

Chinese pagoda in Indian drawings. Duff ^ and Stevenson go
ashore at six. Hamilton follows, but is unable to land, the sea

having got up. The boat brings back letters, and I have the

great comfort to learn all are well at Abbotsford. About eight

the tide begins to run very strong, and the wind rising at the

same time, makes us somewhat apprehensive for our boat,

Adam Duff, Esq., afterwards and for many years Sheriff of the county
of Edinburgh, died on 17th May, 1840.— (1845.)
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which had returned to attend D. and S. We observe them set

ofE along the hills on foot, to walk, as we understand, to a bay

called Carskey, five or six miles o£E, but the nearest spot at

which they can hope to reSmbark in this state of the weather.

It now becomes very squally, and one of our jibsails splits.

We are rather awkwardly divided into three parties— the pe-

destrians on shore, with whom we now observe Captain Wilson,

mounted upon a pony— the boat vdth four sailors, which is

stealing along in-shore, unable to row, and scarce venturing to

carry any sail— and we in the yacht, tossing about most ex-

ceedingly. At length we reach Carskey, a quiet-looking bay,

where the boat gets into shore, and fetches ofB our gentlemen.

— After this the coast of Cantyre seems cultivated and arable,

but bleak and unenclosed, like many other parts of Scotland.

We then learn that we have been repeatedly in the route of two

American privateers, who have made many captures in the

Irish Channel, particularly at Innistruhul, at the back of Islay,

and on the Lewis. They are the Peacock, of twenty-two guns,

and 166 men, and a schooner of eighteen guns, called the

Prince of Neuchatel. These news, added to the increasing in-

clemency of the weather, induce us to defer a projected visit

to the coast of Galloway ; and indeed it is time one of us was

home on many accounts. We therefore resolve, after visiting

the lighthouse at Pladda, to proceed for Greenock. About

four drop anchor off Pladda, a small islet lying on the south

side of Arran. Go ashore and visit the establishment. When

we return on board, the wind being unfavorable for the mouth

of Clyde, we resolve to weigh anchor and go into Lamlash Bay.

" 1th September, 1814.— We had ample room to repent last

night's resolution, for the wind, with its usual caprice, changed

so soon as we had weighed anchor, blew very hard, and almost

directly against us, so that we were beating up against it by

short tacks, which made a most disagreeable night ; as, between

the noise of the wind and the sea, the clattering of the ropes

and sails above, and of the movables below, and the eternal

' ready about,' which was repeated every ten minutes when the

vessel was about to tack, with the lurch and clamor which sue-

ceeds, sleep was much out of the question. We are not now in

the least sick, but want of sleep is uncomfortable, and I have

no agreeable reflections to amuse waking hours, excepting the
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hope of again rejoining my family. About six o'clock went on

deck to see Lamlash Bay, which we have at length reached

after a hard struggle. The morning is fine and the wind

abated, so that the coast of Arran looks extremely well. It is

indented with two deep bays. That called Lamlash, being

covered by an island with an entrance at either end, makes a

secure roadstead. The other bay, which takes its name from

Brodick Castle, a seat of the Duke of Hamilton, is open. The
situation of the castle is very fine, among extensive plantations,

laid out with perhaps too much formality, but pleasant to the

eye, as the first tract of plantation we have seen for a long

time. One stripe, however, with singular want of taste, runs

straight up a finely rounded hiU, and turning by an obtuse

angle, cuts down the opposite side with equal lack of remorse.

This vile habit of opposing the line of the plantation to the nat-

ural line and bearing of the ground is one of the grea,test prac-

tical errors of early planters. As to the rest, the fields about

Brodick, and the lowland of Arran in general, seem rich, well

enclosed, and in good cultivation. Behind and around rise an

amphitheatre of mountains, the principal a long ridge with fine

swelling serrated tops, called Goat-FeU. Our wind now alto-

gether dies away, while we want its assistance to get to the

mouth of the Firth of Clyde, now opening between the extrem-

ity of the large and fertile Isle of Bute, and the lesser islands

called the Cumbrays. The fertile coast of Ayrshire trends

away to the south-westward, displaying many villages, and

much appearance of beauty and cultivation. On the north-

eastward arises the bold and magnificent screen formed by the

mountains of Argyleshire and Dumbartonshire, rising above

each other in gigantic succession. About noon a favorable

breath of wind enables us to enter the mouth of the Clyde, pass-

ing between the larger Cumbray and the extremity of Bute.

As we advance beyond the Cumbray, and open the opposite

coast, see Largs, renowned for the final defeat of the Norwe-
gian invaders by Alexander III. [a. d.*1263]. The ground
of battle was a sloping, but rather gentle, ascent from the sea,

above the modern Kirk of Largs. Had Haco gained the vic-

tory, it would have opened aU the south-west of Scotland to his

arms. On Bute, a fine and well-improved island, we open the

Marquis of Bute's house of Mount Stewart, neither apparently
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large nor elegant in architecture, but beautifully situated among
well-grown trees, with an open and straight avenue to the sea-

shore. The whole isle is prettily varied by the rotation of

crops : and the rocky ridges of Goat-Fell and other mountains

in Arran are now seen behind. Bute as a background. These

ridges resemble much the romantic and savage outline of the

mountains of Cullin, in Skye. On the southward of Largs is

Kelburn, the seat of Lord Glasgow, with extensive plantations ;

on the northward Skehnorhe, an ancient seat of the Montgom-
eries. The Firth, closed to appearance by Bute and the Cum-
brays, now resembles a long irregular inland lake, bordered on

the one side by the low and rich coast of Renfrewshire, studded

with villages and seats, and on the other by the Highland

mountains. Our breeze dies totally away, and leaves us to ad-

mire this prospect tiU svmset. I learn incidentally, that, in the

opinion of honest Captain Wilson, I have been myself the cause

of all this contradictory weather. ' It is all,' says the Captain

to Stevenson, ' owing to the cave at the Isle of Egg,' — from

which I had abstracted a skull. Under this odium I may labor

yet longer, for assuredly the weather has been doggedly unfa-

vorable. Night quiet and serene, but dead calm— a fine con-

trast to the pitching, roUing, and walloping of last night.

" Sth September.— Waked very much in the same situation

— a dead calm, but the weather very serene. With much dif-

ficulty, and by the assistance of the tide, we advanced up the

Firth, and, passing the village of Gourock, at length reached

Greenock. Took an early dinner, and embarked in the steam-

boat for Glasgow. We took leave of our little yacht under the

repeated cheers of the sailors, who had been much pleased with

their erratic mode of travelling about, so different from the

tedium of a regular voyage. After we reached Glasgow— a

journey which we performed at the rate of about eight miles

an hour, and with a smoothness of motion which probably re-

sembles flying— we supped together and prepared to separate.

Erskine and I go to-morrow to the Advocate's at KiUermont,

and thence to Edinburgh. So closes my journal. But I must

not omit to say, that among five or six persons, some of whom

were doubtless different in tastes and pursuits, there did not

occur during the close communication of more than six weeks

aboard a small vessel, the slightest difference of opinion. Each
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seemed anxious to submit his own wishes to those of his friends.

The consequence was, that by judicious arrangement all were

gratified in their turn, and frequently he who made some sacri-

fices to the views of his companions was rewarded by some
unexpected gratification calculated particularly for his own
amusement. Thus ends my little excursion, in which, bating

one circumstance, which must have made me miserable for the

time wherever I had learned it, I have enjoyed as much plea^

sure as in any six weeks of my life. We had constant exertion,

a succession of wild and uncommon scenery, good-humor on
board, and objects of animation and interest when we went
ashore—

' Sed fngit interea— fugit iireyocabile tempns.' "
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1814

I QUESTION if any man ever drew his own character more
fully or more pleasingly than Scott has done in the pre-

ceding diary of a six weeks' pleasure voyage. We have

before us, according to the scene and occasion, the poet,

the antiquary, the magistrate, the planter, and the agri-

culturist ; but everywhere the warm yet sagacious philan-

thropist— everywhere the courtesy, based on the unself-

ishness, of the thorough-bred gentleman ;— and surely

never was the tenderness of a manly heart portrayed

more touchingly than in the closing pages. I ought to

mention that Erskine received the news of the Duchess

of Buccleuch's death on the day when the party landed

at Dunstaffnage ; but, knowing how it would affect

Scott, took means to prevent its reaching him until the

expedition should be concluded. He heard the event

casually mentioned by a stranger during dinner at Port

Eush, and was for the moment quite overpowered.

Of the letters which Scott wrote to his friends during

those happy six weeks, I have recovered only one, and
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it is, thanks to the leisure of the yacht, in verse. The
strong and easy heroics of the first section prove, I think,

that Mr. Canning did not err when he told him that if

he chose he might emulate even Dryden's command of

that noble measure; and the dancing anapaests of the

second show that he could with equal facility have ri-

valled the gay graces of Cotton, Anstey, or Moore.
This epistle did not reach the Duke of Buccleuch till his

lovely Duchess was no more; and I shall annex to it

some communications relating to that affliction, which
afford a contrast, not less interesting than melancholy,

to the light-hearted glee reflected in the rhymes from
the region of Magnus Troil.

TO HIS GBACE THE DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH, ETC., ETC., ETC.

Lighthouse Tacht nr tb[e Sound of Lehwick,
Zetland, 8th August, 1814.

Health to the chieftain from his clansman true I

From her true Minstrel, health to fair Buccleuch 1

Health from the isles, where dewy Morning weaves
Her chaplet with the tints that Twilight leaves

;

Where late the sun scarce vanished from the sight,

And his hright pathway graced the short-lived night,

Though darker now as autumn's shades extend,

The north winds whistle and the mists ascend ! —
Health from the land where eddying whirlwinds toss

The storm-rocked cradle of the Cape of Koss

;

On outstretched cords the giddy engine slides.

His own strong arm the hold adventurer guides,

And he that lists such desperate feat to try.

May, like the sea-mew, skim 'twixt surf and sky.
And feel the mid-air gales around him blow.
And see the billows rage five hundred feet below.

Here by each stormy peak and desert shore,

The hardy islesman tugs the daring oar,

Practised alike his venturous course to keep.
Through the white breakers or the pathless deep.
By ceaseless peril and by toil to gain
A wretched pittance from the niggard main.
And when the worn-out drudge old ocean leaves,

What comfort greets him, and what hut receives ?
Lady I the worst your presence ere has cheered
(When want and sorrow fled as you appeared)
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Were to a Zetlander as the high dome
Of proud Drumlanrig to my humble home.
Here rise no groves, and here no gardens blow,
Here even the hardy heath scarce dares to grow

;

But rocks on rocks, in mist and storm arrayed,

Stretch far to sea their giant colonnade.

With many a cavern seam'd, the dreary haunt
Of the dun seal and swarthy cormorant.

Wild round their rifted brows with frequent cry,

As of lament, the gulls and gannets fly,

And from their sable base, with sullen sound.

In sheets of whitening foam the waves rebound.

Tet even these coasts a touch of envy gain

From those whose land has known oppression's chain
;

For here the industrious Dutchman comes once more
To moor his fishing craft by Bressay's shore

;

Greets every former mate and brother tar,

Marvels how Lerwick 'scaped the rage of war,

Tells many a tale of Gallic outrage done.

And ends by blessing God and Wellington.

Here too the Greenland tar, a fiercer guest.

Claims a brief hour of riot, not of rest

;

Proves each wild frolic that in wine has birth.

And wakes the land with brawls and boisterous mirth.

A sadder sight on yon poor vessel's prow
The captive Norse-man sits in silent woe.

And eyes the flags of Britain as they flow.

Hard fate of war, which bade her terrors sway
His destined course, and seize so mean a prey

;

A bark with planks so warp'd and seams so riven.

She scarce might face the gentlest airs of heaven

:

Pensive he sits, and questions oft if none

Can list his speech and understand his moan ;

In vain— no islesman now can use the tongue

Of the bold Norse, from whom their lineage sprung.

Not thus of old the Norse-men hither came,

Won by the love of danger or of fame ;

On every storm-beat cape a shapeless tower

Tells of their wars, their conquests, and their power

;

For ne'er for Grecia's vales, nor Latian land.

Was fiercer strife than for this barren strand

;

A race severe— the isle and ocean lords.

Loved for its own delight the strife of swords ;

With scornful laugh the mortal pang defied,

And blest their gods that they in battle died.

Such were the sires of Zetland's simple race,

And still the eye may faint resemblance trace
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In the blue eye, tall form, proportion fair,

The limbs athletic, and the long light hair—
(Snch was the mien, as Scald and Minstrel sings,

Of fair-haired Harold, first of Norway's Kings) ;

But their high deeds to scale these crags confined,

Their only warfare is with waves and wind.

Why should I tsJk of Mousa's castled coast ?

Why of the horrors of the Sumburgh Rost ?

May not these bald disjointed lines suffice,

Penn'd while my comrades whirl the rattling dice —
While down the cabin skylight lessening shine

The rays, and eve is chased with mirth and wine ?

Imagined, while down Mousa's desert bay
Our well-trimm'd vessel urged her nimble way.

While to the freshening breeze she leaned her side.

And bade her bowsprit kiss the foamy tide ?

Such are the lays that Zetland Isles supply

;

Drenched with the drizzly spray and dropping sky,

Weary and wet, a sea-sick minstrel I. W. ScOTT.

POSTSCRIPTUM.

KiBKWAi,!;, Obenet, August 13, 1814.

In respect that your Grace has commissioned a Eraken,

You will please be informed that they seldom are taken ;

It is January two years, the Zetland folks say.

Since they saw the last Kraken in Scalloway bay

;

He lay in the offing a fortnight or more.

But the devil a Zetlauder put from the shore.

Though bold in the seas of the Korth to assail

The morse and the sea-horse, the grampus and whale.

If your Grace thinks I 'm writing the thing that is not.

You may ask at a namesake of ours, Mr. Scott—
(He 's not from our clan, though his merits deserve it.

But springs, I 'm informed, from the Scotts of Scotstarvet ;)
^

He questioned the folks who beheld it with eyes.

But they differed confoundedly as to its size.

For instance, the modest and diffident swore

That it seemed like the keel of a ship, and no more—
Those of eyesight more clear, or of fancy more high,

Said it rose like an island 'twixt ocean and sky—
But all of the hulk had a steady opinion

^ The Scotts of Scotstarvet, and other families of the name in Fife and
elsewhere, claim no kindred with the great clan of the Border— and their

armorial bearings are different.



1 8 14 THE DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH 517

That 't was sore a live subject of Neptune's dominion—
And I think, my Lord Duke, your Grace hardly would wish,
To cumber your house, such a kettle of fish.

Had your order related to nightcaps or hose.

Or mittens of worsted, there 's plenty of those.

Or would you be pleased but to fancy a whale ?
And direct me to send it— by sea or by mail ?

The season, I 'm told, is nigh over, but stiU

I could get you one fit for the lake at Bowhill.
Indeed, as to whales, there 's no need to be thrifty,

Since one day last fortnight two hundred and fifty.

Pursued by seren Orkneymen's boats and no more.
Betwixt Truffness and Luffness were drawn on the shore 1

You '11 ask if I saw this same wonderf>il sight

;

I own that I did not, but easily might

—

For this mighty shoal of leviathans lay

On our lee-beam a mile, in the loop of the bay,

And the islesmen of Sanda were all at the spoil,

Audiflinching (so term it) the blubber to boil

;

(Ye spirits of lavender, drown the reflection

That awakes at the thoughts of this odorous dissection.)

To see this huge marvel full fain would we go,

But Wilson, the wind, and the current said no.

We have now got to Kirkwall, and needs I must stare

When I think that in verse I have once called itfair ;

'T is a base little borough, both dirty and mean—
There is nothing to hear, and there 's nought to be seen.

Save a church, where, of old times, a prelate harangued,

And a palace that 's built by an earl that was hanged.

Bat farewell to Kirkwall— aboard we are going,

The anchor 's a-peak and the breezes are blowing

;

Our commodore calls all his band to their places.

And 'tis time to release you— good-night to your Graces I

TO HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF BTJCCLEUCH, ETC.

GulSgow, September 8, 1814.

Mt deae Loed Duke, — I take the earliest oppor-

tunity, after landing, to discharge a task so distressing

to me, that I find reluctance and fear even in making

the attempt, and for the first time address so kind and

generous a friend without either comfort and confidence

in myself, or the power of offering a single word of

consolation to his affliction. I learned the late calami-

tous news (which indeed no preparation could have

greatly mitigated) quite unexpectedly, when upon the
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Irish coast; nor could the shock of an earthquake have

affected me in the same proportion. Since that time I

have been detained at sea, thinking of nothing but what

has happened, and of the painful duty I am now to per-

form. If the deepest interest in this inexpressible loss

could qualify me for expressing myself upon a subject

so distressing, I know few whose attachment and respect

for the lamented object of our sorrows can or ought to

exceed my own, for never was more attractive kindness

and condescension displayed by one of her sphere, or

returned with deeper and more heartfelt gratitude by
one in my own. But selfish regret and sorrow, while

they claim a painful and unavailing ascendance, cannot

drown the recollection of the virtues lost to the world,

just when their scene of acting had opened wider, and

to her family when the prospect of their speedy entry

upon life rendered her precept and example peculiarly

important. And such an example! for of all whom I

have ever seen, in whatever rank, she possessed most the

power of rendering virtue lovely— combining purity of

feeling and soundness of judgment with a sweetness and

affability which won the affections of all who had the

happiness of approaching her. And this is the partner

of whom it has been God's pleasure to deprive your

Grace, and the friend for whom I now sorrow, and shall

sorrow while I can remember anything. The recollec-

tion of her excellencies can but add bitterness, at least

in the first pangs of calamity, yet it is impossible to for-

bear the topic; it runs to my pen as to my thoughts, till

I almost call in question, for an instant, the Eternal

Wisdom which has so early summoned her from this

wretched world, where pain and grief and sorrow is our

portion, to join those to whom her virtues, while upon
earth, • gave her so strong a resemblance. "Would to

God I could say, 6e comforted ; but I feel every common
topic of consolation must be, for the time at least, even
an irritation to afBiction. Grieve, then, my dear Lord,
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or I should say my dear and much honored friend, — for

sorrow for the time levels the highest distinctions of

rank; but do not grieve as those who have no hope. I
know the last earthly thoughts of the departed sharer of

your joys and sorrows must have been for your Grace
and the dear pledges she has left to your care. Do not,

for their sake, suffer grief to take that exclusive posses-

sion which disclaims care for the living, and is not only
useless to the dead, but is what their wishes would have
most earnestly deprecated. To time, and to God, whosel
are both time and eternity, belongs the office of future

consolation; it is enough to require from the sufferer'

under such a dispensation to bear his burthen of sorrow

with fortitude, and to resist those feelings which prompt
us to believe that that which is galling and grievous is

therefore altogether beyond our strength to support.

Most bitterly do I regret some levity which I fear must

"

have reached you when your distress was most poignant,

and most dearly have I paid for venturing to anticipate

the time which is not ours, since I received these deplor-

able news at the very moment when I was collecting

some trifles that I thought might give satisfaction to

the person whom I so highly honored, and who, among
her numerous excellencies, never failed to seem pleased

with what she knew was meant to afford her pleasure.

But I must break off, and have perhaps already writ-

ten too much. I learn by a letter from Mrs. Scott, this

day received, that your Grace is at Bowhill— in the

beginning of next week I will be in the vicinity; and

when your Grrace can receive me without additional pain,

I shall have the honor of waiting upon you. I remain,

with the deepest sympathy, my Lord Duke, your Grace's

truly distressed and most grateful servant,

Waltee Scott.

The following letter was addressed to Scott by the

Duke of Buccleuch, before he received that which the
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Poet penned on landing at Glasgow. I present it here,

because it will give a more exact notion of what Scott's

relations with his noble patron really were, than any

other single document which I could produce: and to

set that matter in its just light is essential to the busi-

ness of this narrative. But I am not ashamed to confess

that I embrace with satisfaction the opportunity of thus

offering to the readers of the present time a most instruc-

tive lesson. They will here see what pure and simple

virtues and humble piety may be cultivated as the only

sources of real comfort in this world and consolation in

the prospect of futurity, — among circles which the

giddy and envious mob are apt to regard as intoxicated

with the pomps and vanities of wealth and rank; which

so many of our popular writers represent systematically

as sunk in selfish indulgence— as viewing all below them
with apathy and indifference— and last, not least, as

upholding, when they do uphold, the religious institu-

tions of their country, merely because they have been

taught to believe that their own hereditary privileges and
possessions derive security from the prevalence of Chris-

tian maxims and feelings among the mass of the people.

TO WALTER SCOTT, ESQ., POST OITICE, GBEENOCK.

BowHiLL, September 3, 1814.

Mt dear Sib,— It is not with the view of distressing you
with my griefs, in order to relieve my own feelings, that I ad-

dress you at this moment. But knowing your attachment to

myseK, and more particularly the real affection which you bore

to my poor wife, I thought that a few lines from me would be
acceptable, both to explain the state of my mind at present, and
to mention a few circumstances connected with that melancholy,

event.

I am calm and resigned. The blow was so severe that it

stunned me, and I did not feel that agony of mind which might
have been expected. I now see the full extent of my misfor-

tune ; but that extended view of it has come gradually upon
me. I am fuUy aware how imperative it is upon me to exert
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myself to the utmost on account of my children. I must not
depress their spirits by a display of my own melancholy feel-

ings. I have many new duties to perform, —or rather, per-
haps, I now feel more pressingly the obligation of duties which
the unceasing exertions of my poor wife rendered less neces-
sary, or induced me to attend to with less than sufficient accu-
racy. I have been taught a severe lesson ; it may and ought
to be a useful one. I feel that my lot, though a hard one, is

accompanied by many alleviations denied to others. I have a
numerous family, thank God, in health, and profiting, accord-
ing to their different ages, by the admirable lessons they have
been taught. My daughter, Anne, worthy of so excellent a
mother, exerts herself to the utmost to supply her place, and
has displayed a fortitude and strength, of mind beyond her
years, and (as I had foolishly thought) beyond her powers. I
have most kind friends willing and ready to afford me every
assistance. These are my worldly comforts, and they are nu-

merous and great.

Painful as it may be, I cannot reconcile it to myself to be
totally silent as to the last scene of this cruel tragedy. As she

had lived, so she died,— an example of every noble feeling—
of love, attachment, and the total want of everything selfish.

Endeavoring to the last to conceal her suffering, she evinced a
fortitude, a resignation, a Christian courage, beyond all power
of description. Her last injunction was to attend to her poor

people. It was a dreadful but instructive moment. I have

learned that the most truly heroic spirit may be lodged in the

tenderest and the gentlest breast. Need I tell you that she ex-

pired in the full hope and expectation, nay, in the firmest cer-

tainty, of passing to a better world, through a steady reliance

on her Saviour ? If ever there was a proof of the efficacy of

our religion in moments of the deepest affliction, and in the

hour of death, it was exemplified in her conduct. But I will

no longer dwell upon a subject which must be painful to you.

Knowing her sincere friendship for you, I have thought it would

give you pleasure, though a melancholy one, to hear from me
that her last moments were such as to be envied by every lover

of virtue, piety, and true and genuine religion.

I will endeavor to do in all things what I know she would

wish. I have therefore determined to lay myself open to all
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the comforts my friends can afBord me. I shall be most happy

to cultivate their society as heretofore. I shall love them more

and more, because I know they loved her. Whenever it suits

your convenience I shall be happy to see you here. I feel that

it is particularly my duty not to make my house the house of

mourning to my children ; for I know it was her decided opin-

ion that it is most mischievous to give an early impression of

gloom to the mind.

You will find me tranquil, and capable of going through the

common occupations of society. Adieu for the present. Yours

very sincerely, Buccleuch, etc.

TO HIS GKACE THE DUKE OF" BUCCLEUCH, ETC., ETC., ETC.

Edihbubgh, 11th September, 1814.

My dear Lord Duke, — I received your letter (which

had missed me at Greenock) upon its being returned to

this place, and cannot sufficiently express my gratitude

for the kindness which, at such a moment, could under-

take the task of writing upon such a subject to relieve

the feelings of a friend. Depend upon it, I am so far

worthy of your Grace's kindness, that, among many
proofs of it, this affecting and most distressing one can

never be forgotten. It gives me great though melancholy

satisfaction to find that your Grace has had the manly
and Christian fortitude to adopt that resigned and patient

frame of spirit, which can extract from the most bitter

calamity a wholesome mental medicine. I trust in God,

that, as so many and such high duties are attached to

your station, and as He has blessed you with the disposi-

tion that draws pleasure from the discharge of them,

your Grace will find your first exertions, however pain-

ful, rewarded with strength to persevere, and finally with

that comfort which attends perseverance in that which

is right. The happiness of hundreds depends upon
your Grace almost directly, and the effect of your exam-
ple in the country, and of your constancy in support

of a constitution daily undermined by the wicked and
designing, is almost incalculable. Justly, then, and well,
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Has your Grace resolved to sacrifice all tHat is selfish in
the indulgence of grief, to the duties of your social and
public situation. Long may you have health and strength
to be to your dear and hopeful family an example and
guide in all that becomes their high rank. It is enough
that one light, and alas, what a light that was!— has
been recalled by the Divine Will to another and a better
sphere.

I wrote a hasty and unconnected letter immediately on
landing. I am detained for two days in this place, but
shall wait upon your Grace immediately on my return to

Abbotsford. If my society cannot, in the circumstances,
give much pleasure, it will, I trust, impose no restraint.

Mrs. Scott desires me to offer her deepest sympathy
upon this calamitous occasion. She has much reason,

for she has lost the countenance of a friend such as she

cannot expect the course of human life again to supply.

I am ever, with much and affectionate respect, your
Grace's truly faithful humble servant,

Walter Scott.

TO J. B. S. MOEEITT, ESQ., M. P., WORTHING.

Edinedbgh, September 14, 1814.

Mt dear Moekitt, — "At the end of my tour on the

22d August"!!! Lord help us!— this comes of going

to the Levant and the Hellespont, and your Euxine, and
so forth. A poor devil who goes to Nova Zembla and
Thule is treated as if he had been only walking as far

as Barnard Castle or Cauldshiels Loch.^ I would have

^ Lord Byron writes to Mr. Moore, August 3, 1814 :
" Oh ! I have had

the most amusing letter from Sogg, the Ettriek Minstrel and Shepherd.

I think very highly of him as a poet, hut he and half of these Scotch and

Lake troubadours are spoilt by living in little circles and petty coteries.

London and the world is the only place to take the conceit out of a man—
in the milling phrase. Scott, he says, is gone to the Orkneys in a gale of

wind, during which wind, he affirms, the said Scott, he is sure, is not at his

ease, to say the least of it. Lord ! Lord ! if these home-keeping min-

strels had crossed your Atlantic or my Mediterranean, and tasted a little

open boating in a white squall— or a gale in ' the Gut,' — or the Bay of
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you to know I only returned on the 10th current, and

the most agreeable thing I found was your letter. I am
sure you must know I had need of something pleasant,

for the news of the death of the beautiful, the kind,

the affectionate, and generous Duchess of Buccleuch gave

me a shock, which, to speak God's truth, could not have

been exceeded unless by my own family's sustaining a

similar deprivation. She was indeed a light set upon

a hill, and had all the grace which the most accomplished

manners and the most affable address could give to those

virtues by which she was raised still higher than by rank.

As she always distinguished me by her regard and confi-

dence, and as I had many opportunities of seeing her in

the active discharge of duties in which she rather resem-

bled a descended angel than an earthly being, you will

excuse my saying so much about my own feelings on an

occasion where sorrow has been universal. But I will

drop the subject. The survivor has displayed a strength

and firmness of mind seldom equalled, where the affec-

tion has been so strong and mutual, and amidst the very

high station arid commanding fortune which so often ren-

der self-control more difficult, because so far from being

habitual. I trust, for his own sake, as well as for that

of thousands to whom his life is directly essential, and

hundreds of thousands to whom his example is important,

that God, as He has given him fortitude to bear this inex-

pressible shock, will add strength of constitution to sup-

port him in the struggle. He has written to me on the

occasion in a style becoming a man and a Christian, sub-

missive to the will of God, and willing to avail himself

of the consolations which remain among his family and

Biscay, with no gale at all— how it would enliven and introduce them to

a few of the sensations ! — to say nothing of an illicit amour or two upon
shore, in the way of Essay upon the Passions, beginning with simple adul-
tery, and compounding it as they went along."— Life and Works, vol. iii.

p. 102. Lord Byron, by the way, had written on July the 24th to Mr.
Murray, " Waverley is the best and most interesting novel I have ledde
since— I don't know when," etc.— Ibid. p. 98.
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friends. I am going to see him, and how we shall meet,
God knows; but though "an iron man of iron mould"
upon many of the occasions of life in which I see people
most affected, and a peculiar contemner of the common-
place sorrow which I see paid to the departed, this is a
case in which my stoicism will not serve me. They both
gave me reason to think they loved me, and I returned
their regard with the most sincere attachment— the dis-

tinction of rank being, I think, set apart on all sides.

But God's wiU be done. I will dwell no longer upon
this subject. It is much to learn that Mrs. Morritt is so
much better, and that if I have sustained a severe wound
from a quarter so little expected, I may promise myself
the happiness of your dear wife's recovery.

I will shortly mention the train of our voyage, reserv-

ing particulars till another day. We sailed from Leith,

and skirted the Scottish coast, visiting the BuUer of

Buchan and other remarkable objects— went to Shetland
— thence to Orkney— from thence round Cape Wrath
to the Hebrides, making descents everywhere, where there

was anything to be seen— thence to Lewis and the Long
Island— to Skye— to lona— and so forth, lingering

among the Hebrides as long as we could. Then we stood

over to the coast of Ireland, and visited the Giant's

Causeway and Port Eush, where Dr. Eichardson, the

inventor (discoverer, I would say) of the celebrated

fiorin-grass, resides. By the way, he is a chattering

charlatan, and his fiorin a mere humbug. But if he

were Cicero, and his invention were potatoes, or any-

thing equally useful, I should detest the recollection' of

the place and the man, for it was there I learned the

death of my friend. Adieu, my dear Morritt; kind

compliments to your lady; like poor Tom, "I cannot

daub it farther." When I hear where you are, and what

you are doing, I will write you a more cheerful epistle.

Poor Mackenzie, too, is gone — the brother of our

friend Lady Hood— and another Mackenzie, son to the
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Man of Feeling. So short time have I been absent, and

such has been the harvest of mortality among those whom
I regarded

!

I will attend to your corrections in Waverley. My
principal employment for the autumn will be reducing

the knowledge I have acquired of the localities of the

islands into scenery and stage-room for The Lord of the

Isles, of which renowned romance I think I have re-

peated some portions to you. It was elder born than

Rokeby, though it gave place to it in publishing.

After all, scribbling is an odd propensity. I don't

believe there is any ointment, even that of the Edinburgh

Eeview, which can cure the infected. Once more, yours

entirely, Walter Scott.

Before I pass from the event which made August,

1814, so black a month in Scott's calendar, I may be

excused for once more noticing the kind interest which

the Duchess of Buccleuch had always taken in the for-

tunes of the Ettrick Shepherd, and introducing a most

characteristic epistle which she received from him a few

months before her death. The Duchess— "fearful" (as

she said) "of seeing herself in print"— did not answer

the Shepherd, but forwarded his letter to Scott, begging

him to explain that circumstances did not allow the Duke
to concede what he requested, but to assure him that they

both retained a strong wish to serve him whenever a

suitable opportunity should present itself. Hogg's letter

was as follows :
—

TO HBB GKACB THE DUCHESS OP BUCCLEUCH, DALKEITH PAL-

ACE. FAVORED BY MESSBS. GEIEVB AND SCOTT, HATTERS,

EDINBURGH.^
Ettrickbank, March 17, 1814.

May it please your Grace,— I have often grieved you by

my applications for this and that. I am sensible of this, for I

^ Mi. Grieve was a man of cultivated mind and generons disposition,

and a most kind and zealous friend of the Shepherd.
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have had many instances of your wishes to be of service to me,
could you have known what to do for that purpose. But there

are some eccentric characters in the world, of whom no person
can judge or know what wiU prove beneficial, or what may
prove their bane. I have again and again received of your
Grace's private bounty, and though it made me love and respect

you the more, I was nevertheless grieved at it. It was never

your Grace's money that I wanted, but the honor of your coun-

tenance; indeed my heart could never yield to the hope of

being patronized by any house save that of Buccleuch, whom
I deemed bound to cherish every plant that indicated anything

out of the common way on the Braes of Ettrick and Yar-

row.

I know you will be thinking that this long prelude is to end

with a request. No, Madam ! I have taken the resolution of

never making another request. I will, however, teU you a

story, which is, I believe, founded on a fact :
—

There is a small farm at the head of a water called * *

* * *
,
possessed by a mean fellow named * * * *.

A third of it has been taken o£B and laid into another farm—
the remainder is as yet unappropriated. Now, there is a cer-

tain poor bard, who has two old parents, each of them upwards

of eighty-four years of age ; and that bard has no house nor

home to shelter those poor parents in, or cheer the evening of

their lives. A single line from a certain very great and very

beautiful lady, to a certain Mr. Riddle,' would insure that

small pendicle to the bard at once. But she wUl grant no such

thing ! I appeal to your Grace if she is not a very bad lady

that ? I am your Grace's ever obliged and grateful

James Hogg,

The Ettrick Shbphekd.

Though the Duke of Buccleuch would not dismiss a

poor tenant merely because Hogg called him "a mean

fellow," he had told Scott that if he could find an unap-

propriated "pendicle," such as this letter referred to, he

would most willingly bestow it on the Shepherd. It so

happened, that when Scott paid his first visit at Bowhill

1 Major Eiddell, the Duke's Chamberlain at Branksome Castle.
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after the death of the Duchess, the Ettrick Shepherd

was mentioned: "My friend," said the Duke, "I must

now consider this poor man's case as her legacy;" and

to this feeling Hogg owed, very soon afterwards, his

establishment at Altrive, on his favorite braes of Yar-

row.

As Scott passed through Edinburgh on his return from

his voyage, the negotiation as to The Lord of the Isles,

which had been protracted through several months, was

completed— Constable agreeing to give fifteen hundred

guineas for one half of the copyright, while the other

moiety was retained by the author. The sum mentioned

had been offered by Constable at an early stage of the

affair, but it was not until now accepted, in consequence

of the earnest wish of Scott and Ballantyne to saddle the

publisher of the new poem with part of their old "quii^e

stock,"— which, however. Constable ultimately per-

sisted in refusing. It may easily be believed that John
Ballantyne's management of money matters during

Scott's six weeks' absence had been such as to render it

doubly convenient for the Poet to have this matter set-

tled on his arrival in Edinburgh— and it may also be

supposed that the progress of Waverley during that in-

terval had tended to put the chief parties in good-humor

with each other.

In returning to Waverley, I must observe most dis-

tinctly that nothing can be more unfounded than the

statement which has of late years been frequently re-

peated in memoirs of Scott's life, that the sale of the first

edition of this immortal Tale was slow. It appeared on

the 7th of July, and the whole impression (1000 copies)

had disappeared within five weeks; an occurrence then

unprecedented in the case of an anonymous novel, put

forth at what is called among publishers the dead sea-

son. A second edition, of 2000 copies, was at least pro-

jected by the 24th of the same month ;i— that appeared

1 See letter to Mr. Morritt, arUe, p. 395.
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before the end of August, and it, too, had gone o£E so

rapidly, that when Scott passed through Edinburgh, on
his way from the Hebrides, he found Constable eager to

treat, on the same terms as before, for a third of 1000
copies. This third edition was published in October,
and when a fourth of the like extent was called for in

November, I find Scott writing to John Ballantyne, "I
suppose Constable won't quarrel with a work on which
he has netted .£612 in four months, with a certainty of

making it £1000 before the year is out;" and, in fact,

owing to the diminished expense of advertising, the

profits of this fourth edition were to each party £440.
To avoid recurring to these details, I may as well state

at once, that a fifth edition of 1000 copies appeared in

January, 1815; a sixth of 1500 in June, 1816; a seventh

of 2000 in October, 1817; an eighth of 2000 in April,

1821; that in the collective editions, prior to 1829,

11,000 were disposed of; and that the sale of the current

edition, with notes, begun in 1829, has already reached

40,000 copies. Well might Constable regret that he

had not ventured to ofEer £1000 for the whole copyright

of Waverley!

I must now look back for a moment to the history of

the composition. — The letter of September, 1810, was

not the only piece of discouragement which Scott had

received, during the progress of Waverley, from his first

confidant. James Ballantyne, in his deathbed memo-
randum, says: "When Mr. Scott first questioned me as

to my hopes of him as a novelist, it somehow or other

did chance that they were not very high. He saw this,

and said: 'Well, I don't see why I should not succeed

as well as other people. At all events, faint heart never

won fair lady— 't is only trying. ' When the first vol-

ume was completed, I still could not get myself to think

much of the Waverley-Honor scenes ; and in this I after-

wards found that I sympathized with many. But, to my
utter shame be it spoken, when I reached the exquisite



530 SIR WALTER SCOTT mt. 43

descriptions of scenes and manners at TuUy-Veolan, what

did I do but pronounce them at once to be utterly vulgar

!

— When the success of the work so entirely knocked me
down as a man of taste, all that the good-natured author

said was: 'Well, I really thought you were wrong about

the Scotch. Why, Burns, by his poetry, had already at-

tracted universal attention to everything Scottish, and I

confess I could n't see why I should not be able to keep

the flame alive, merely because I wrote Scotch in prose,

and he in rhyme.' "— It is, I think, very agreeable to

have this manly avowal to compare with the delicate allu-

sion which Scott makes to the affair in his Preface to the

Novel.

The only other friends originally entrusted with his

secret appear to have been Mr. Erskine and Mr. Mor-
ritt. I know not at what stage the former altered the

opinion which he formed on seeing the tiny fragment of

1805. The latter did not, as we have seen, receive the

book until it was completed ; but he anticipated, before

he closed the first volume, the station which public opin-

ion would ultimately assign to Waverley. "How the

story may continue," Mr. Morritt then wrote, "I am not

able to divine; but, as far as I have read, pray let us

thank you for the Castle of TuUy-Veolan, and the de-

lightful drinking-bout at Lucky Mac-Leary's, for the

characters of the Laird of Balmawhapple and the Baron
of Bradwardine; and no less for Davie Gelatly, whom
I take to be a transcript of William Rose's motley fol-

lower, commonly yclept Caliban.^ If the completion be

1 This alludes to some mummery in which David Hinves, of merry
memory, wore a Caliban-like disguise. He lived more tihan forty years in

the service of Mr. W. S. Rose, and died in it last year. Mr. Bose was of

course extremely young when he first picked up Hinves— a bookbinder
by trade, and a preacher among the Methodists. A sermon heard casu-

ally under a tree in the J^'ew Forest had such touches of good feeling and
broad humor, that the young gentleman promoted him to be his valet on
the spot. He was treated latterly more like a friend than a servant by
his master, and by all his master's intimate friends. Scott presented him
•with 3 copy of all his works ; and Coleridge gave him a corrected (or
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equal to what we have just devoured, it deserves a place
among our standard works far better than its modest
appearance and anonymous title-page will at first gain it

in these days of prolific story-teUing. Your manner of
narrating is so different from the slipshod sauntering
verbiage of common novels, and from the stiff, precise,
and prim sententiousness of some of our female moral-
ists, that I think it can't fail to strike anybody who
knows what style means; but, amongst the gentle class,

who swallow every blue-backed book in a circulating

library for the sake of the story, I should fear half the
knowledge of nature it contains, and all the real humor,
may be thrown away. Sir Everard, Mrs. Eachael, and
the Baron are, I think, in the first rank of portraits for

nature and character; and I could depone to their like-

ness in any court of taste. The ballad of St. Swithin,

and scraps of old songs, were measures of danger if you
meant to continue your concealment ; but, in truth, you
wear your disguise something after the manner of Bot-

tom the weaver ; and in spite of you the truth will soon

peep out." And next day he resumes: "We have fin-

ished Waverley, and were I to tell you all my admira-

tion, you would accuse me of complimenting. You have

quite attained the point which your postscript-preface

mentions as your object— the discrimination of Scottish

character, which had hitherto been slurred over with

rather an altered) copy of Christabel, with this inscription on the fly-

leaf :
" Dbak Hinvbs,— Till this book is concluded, and with it ' Gundi-

more, a poem, by the same author,' accept of this corrected copy of Christa-

bel aa a, small token of regard ; yet such a testimonial as I would not pay

to any one I did not esteem, though he were an emperor. Be assured 1

shall send you for your private library every work I have published (if

there be any to be had) and whatever I shall publish. Keep steady to the

FAITH. If the fountain-head be always full, the stream cannot be long

empty. Yours sincerely, S. T. CoiiEbidge."

11th November, 1816— Muddeford.

Mr. Rose imagines that the warning, " keep steady to the faith," was

given in aUnsion to Ugo Fosoolo's " supposed license in religious opin-

ions."— iJAj/mes (Brighton, 1837), p. 92.— (1839.)
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clumsy national daubing." He adds, a week or two

later: "After all, I need not much thank you for your

confidence. How could you have hoped that I should

not discover you? I had heard you tell half the anec-

dotes before— some turns you owe to myself; and no

doubt most of your friends must have the same sort of

thing to say."

Monk Lewis's letter on the subject is so short that I

must give it as it stands :
—

•

TO WALTER SCOTT, ESQ., ABBOTSFOED.

The Albany, August 17, 1814.

Mt deab Scott, — I return some books of yours which you

lent me ' sixty years since '— and I hope they will reach you

safe. I write in great haste ; and yet I must mention, that

hearing Waverley ascribed to you, I bought it, and read it

with all impatience. I am now told it is not yours, but William

Erskine's. If this is so, pray tell him from me that I think it

excellent in every respect, and that I believe every word of it.

Ever yours, M. G. Lewis.

Another friend (and he had, I think, none more dear),

the late Margaret Maclean Clephane of Torloisk, after-

wards Marchioness of Northampton, writes thus from

Kirkness, in Kinross-shire, on the 11th October :
—

" In this place I feel a sort of pleasure, not unaUied to pain,

from the many recollections that every venerable tree, and

every sunny bank, and every honeysuckle bower, occasions

;

and I have found something here that speaks to me in the voice

of a valued friend— Waverley. The question that rises, it is

perhaps improper to give utterance to. If so, let it pass as an

exclamation.— Is it possible that Mr. ErsMne can have written

it ? The poetry, I think, would prove a different descent ia

any court in Christendom. The turn of the phrases in many
places is so pecuharly yours, that I fancy I hear your voice re-

peating them ; and there wants but verse to make all Waverley
an enchanting poem— varying to be sure from grave to gay,

but with so deepening an interest as to leave an impression on
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the mind that few— very few poems— could awaken. But,

why did not the author allow me to be his Gaelic Dragoman ?

Oh ! Mr. , whoever you are, you might have safely trusted

— M. M. C."

There was one person with whom it would, of course,

have been more than vain to affect any concealment.

On the publication of the third edition, I find him writ-

ing thus to his brother Thomas, who had by this time

gone to Canada as paymaster of the 70th regiment :—

Deak Tom,—A novel here called Waverley has had

enormous success. I sent you a copy, and will send you
another, with The Lord of the Isles, which will be out

at Christmas. The success which it has had, with some

other circumstances, has induced people

" To lay the bantling at a certain door,

Where lying store of faults, they 'd fain heap more." ^

You will guess for yourself how far such a report has

credibility; but by no means give the weight of your

opinion to the transatlantic public ; for you must know

there is also a counter-report, that you have written the

said Waverley. Send me a novel intermixing your

exuberant and natural humor with any incidents and

descriptions of scenery you may see— particularly with

characters and traits of manners. I will give it all the

cobbling that is necessary, and, if you do but exert your-

self, I have not the least doubt it will be worth ^500;

and, to encourage you, you may, when you send the

MS., draw on me for £100, at fifty days' sight— so that

your labors will at any rate not be quite thrown away.

You have more fun and descriptive talent than most peo-

ple; and all that you want— i. e., the mere practice of

composition— I can supply, or the devil 's in it. Keep

this matter a dead secret, and look knowing when Wa-

verley is spoken of. If you are not Sir John Falstaff,

1 Garrick's Epilognie to Polly Honeycombe, 1760.



534 SIR WALTER SCOTT ^t. 43

you are as good a man as he, and may therefore face Col-

ville of the Dale. You may believe I don't want to

make you the author of a book you have never seen; but

if people will, upon their own judgment, suppose so, and

also on their own judgment give you j6500 to try your

hand on a novel, I don't see that you are a pin's-point

the worse. Mind that your MS. attends the draft. I

am perfectly serious and confident that in two or three

months you might clear the cobs. I beg my compliments

to the hero who is afraid of Jeffrey's scalping-knife.

In truth, no one of Scott's intimate friends ever had,

or could have had, the slightest doubt as to the par-

entage of Waverley: nor, although he abstained from

communicating the fact formally to most of them, did he

ever affect any real concealment in the case of such per-

sons; nor, when any circumstance arose which rendered

the withholding of direct confidence on the subject in-

compatible with perfect freedom of feeling on both sides,

did he hesitate to make the avowal.

Nor do I believe that the mystification ever answered

much purpose, among literary men of eminence beyond

the circle of his personal acquaintance. But it would be

difficult to suppose that he had ever wished that to be

otherwise; it was sufficient for him to set the mob of

readers at gaze, and above all, to escape the annoyance

of having productions, actually known to be his, made
the daily and hourly topics of discussion in his presence.^

* [
" Except the first opening of the Edinburgh Review, no work that has

appeared in my time made such an instant and universal impression. It is

curious to remember it. The unexpected newness of the thing, the pro-

fusion of original characters, the Scotch language, Scotch scenery, Scotch

men and women, the simplicity of the writing, and the graphic force of

the descriptions, all struck us with an electric shock of delight. I wish I

eould again feel the sensations produced by the first year of these two
Edinburgh works. If the concealment of the authorship of the novels was
intended to make mystery heighten their effect, it completely succeeded.

The speculations and conjectures, and nods and winks, and predictions

and assertions were endless, and occupied every company, and almost
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Mr. Jeffrey had known Scott from his youth -^ and,

in reviewing Waverley, he was at no pains to conceal

his conviction of its authorship. He quarrelled, as

usualj with carelessness of style, and some inartificialities

of plot, but rendered justice to the substantial merits of

the work, in language which I shall not mar by abridg-

ment. The Quarterly was far less favorable in its ver-

dict. Indeed, the articles on Waverley, and afterwards

on Guy Mannering, which appeared in that journal, will

bear the test of ultimate opinion as badly as any critical

pieces which our time has produced. They are written

in a captious, cavilling strain of quibble, which shows as

complete blindness to the essential interest of the narra-

tive, as the critic betrays on the subject of the Scottish

dialogue, which forms its liveliest ornament, when he

pronounces that to be "a dark dialogue of Anglified

Erse." With this remarkable exception, the profes-

sional critics were, on the whole, not slow to confess their

belief, that, under a hackneyed name and trivial form,

there had at last appeared a work of original creative

genius, worthy of being placed by the side of the very

few real masterpieces of prose fiction. Loftier romance

was never blended with easier, quainter humor, by Cer-

vantes himself. In his familiar delineations he had com-

bined the strength of Smollett with the native elegance

and unaffected pathos of Goldsmith ; in his darker scenes

he had revived that real tragedy which appeared to have

every two men who met and spoke in the street. It was proved by i

thousand indications, each refuting the other, and all equally tnle in fact,

that they were written by old Henry Mackenzie, and by George Cranstoun,

and William Erskine, and JefErey, and above all by Thomas Scott. . . .

But ' the great unknown,' as the true author was then called, always took

good care, with all his concealment, to supply evidence amply sufficient

for the protection of his property and his fame ; in so much that the sup-

pression of the name was laughed at as a good joke not merely by his

select friends in his presence, but by himself. The change of line, at his

age, was a striking proof of intellectual power and richness. But the truth

is that these novels were rather the outpourings of old thoughts thin new

inventions."— Lord Cockburn's Memorials of His Time.]
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left our stage with the age of Shakespeare; and elements

of interest so diverse had been blended and interwoven

with that nameless grace, which, more surely perhaps

than even the highest perfection in the command of any

one strain of sentiment, marks the master-mind cast in

Nature's most felicitous mould.

Scott, with the consciousness (avowed long afterwards

in his General Preface) that he should never in all like-

lihood have thought of a Scotch novel had he not read

Maria Edgeworth's exquisite pieces of Irish character,

desired James Ballantyne to send her a copy of Waverley
on its first appearance, inscribed "from the author."

Miss Edgeworth, whom Scott had never then seen,

though some literary correspondence had passed between

them, thanked the nameless novelist, under cover to Bal-

lantyne, with the cordial generosity of kindred genius ;
^

1 [Misa Edgeworth wrote from Edgeworthatown, October 23, 1814, ad-

dresamg her letter to the Author of Waverley (see Life and Letters of
Maria Edgeworth, vol. i. pp. 239-244) :

—
Aut Scotus, aut Diabolus.

We hare this moment finished Waverley. It was read alond to this

large family, and I wish the author could haye witnessed the impression it

made — the strong hold it seized of the feelings both of young and old— the

admiration raised by the beautiful description, of nature— by the new and
bold delineations of character— the perfect manner in which every char-

acter is sustained in every change of situation from first to last, without

effort, without the afFectation of making the persons speak in character—
the ingenuity with which each person introduced in the drama is made
useful and necesaary to the end— the admirable art with which the story

is constructed and with which the author keeps his own secrets till the

proper moment when they should be revealed, whilst in the mean time,

with the skill of Shakespeare, the mind is prepared by unseen degrees for

all the changes of feeling and fortune, so that nothing, however extraor-

dinary, shocks us as improbable ; and the interest is kept up to the last

moment. We were so possessed with the belief that the whole story and
every character in it was real, that we could not endure the occasional ad-

dresses from the author to the reader. They are like Fielding ; but for

that reason we cannot bear them, we cannot bear that an author of

such high powers, of such originsil genius, should for a moment stoop to

imitation. This is the only thing we dislike, these are the only passages
we wish omitted in the whole work ; and let the unqualified manner in

which I say this, and the very vehemence of my expression of this disap-
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and the following answer, not from Scott, but from Bal-
lantyne— (who had kept a copy, now before me)— is
not to be omitted :—
probation, be a sure pledge to the author of the sincerity of aU the admi-
ration I feel for his genius.

I have not yet said half we felt in reading the work. The characters
are not only finely drawn as separate figures, but they are grouped with
great skiU, and contrasted so artfully, and yet so naturally, as to produce
the happiest dramatic effect and at the same time to reUeve the feelings
and attention in the moat agreeable manner. The novelty of the High-
land world which is discovered to our view excites curiosity and interest
powerfully; but though it is aU new to us it does not embarrass or per-
plex, or strain the attention. We never are harassed by doubts of the
probability of any of these modes of Ufe ; though we did not know them,
we are quite certain they did exist exactly as they are represented. We
are sensible that there is a peculiar merit in the work which is in a mea-
sure lost upon us, the dialects of the Highlanders and Lowlanders, etc.
But there is another and a higher merit with which we are as much struck
and as much delighted as any true-bom Scotchman could be : the various
gradations of Scotch feudal character, from the high-born chieftain and
the military baron, to the noble-minded lieutenant Evan Dhu, the robber
Bean Lean, and the savage Galium Beg. The Pre— the Chevalier is

beautifully drawn,—
" A prince : aye, every inch a prince I

*'

His polished manners, his exquisite address, politeness, and generosity, in-

terest the reader irresistibly, and he pleases the more from the contrast

between him and those who surround him. I think he is my favorite char-

acter ; the Baron Bradwardine is my father's. He thinks it required more
genius to invent, and more ability uniformly to sustain, this character than
any one of the masterly characters with which the book abounds. There
is indeed uncommon art in the manner in which his dignity is preserved by
his courage and magnanimity, in spite of all his pedantry and his ridicules.

... I acknowledge that I am not as good a judge as my father and bro-

thers are of his recondite learning and his law Latin, yet 1 feel the humor,
and was touched to the quick by the strokes of generosity, gentleness, and
pathos in this old man, who is, by the bye, all in good time worked up into

a very dignified father-in-law for the hero. . . .

Jinker, in the battle, pleading the cause of the mare he had sold to

Balmawhapple, and which had thrown him for want of the proper bit, is

truly comic ; my father says that this and some other passages respecting

horsemanship could not have been written by any one who was not master

both of the great and little horse.

I tell you without order the great and little strokes of humor and pathos

just as I recollect, or am reminded of them at this moment by my com-

panions. . . . Judging by our own feeling as authors, we guess that he

would rather know our genuine first thoughts, than wait for cool second
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TO MISS EDGEWOBTH, EDGBWOBTHSTOWN", IRELAOT).

Edinbukgh, 11th NoTember, 1814.

Madam,— I am desired by the Author of Waverley to

acknowledge, in his name, the honor you have done him by

thoughts, or hare a regular eulogium or criticism put in the most lucid

manner, and given in the finest sentences that ever were rounded.

Is it possible that I have got thus far without having named Flora or

Vioh Ian Vohr— the last Vich Ian Vohr ! Yet our minds were full of

them the moment before I began this letter ; and could you have seen the

tears forced from us by their fate, you would have been satisfied that the

pathos went to our hearts. Ian Vohr from the first moment he appears,

tUl the last, is an admirably drawn and finely sustained character— new,

perfectly new to the English reader— often entertaining— always heroic

— sometimes sublime. The gray spirit, the Bodach Glas, thrills us with

horror. Us ! What effect must it have upon those under the influence of

the superstitions of the Highlands ? . . .

Flora we could wish was never called Miss Ma<}Ivor, because in this coun-

try there are tribes of vulgar Miss Macs, and this association is unfavorable

to the sublime and beautiful of your Flora— she is a true heroine. . . .

There is one thing more we could wish changed or omitted in Flora's char-

acter. ... In the first visit to her, where she is to sing certain verses, there

is a walk, in which the description of the place is beautiful, but too long,

and we did not like the preparation for a scene— the appearance of Flora

and her harp was too like a common heroine ; she should be far above all

stage effect or novelist's trick.

These are, without reserve, the only faults we found or can find in this

work of genius. We should scarcely have thought them worth mention-
ing, except to give you proof positive that we are not flatterers. Believe

me, I have not, nor can I convey to you the full idea of the pleasure, the
delight we have had in reading Waverley, nor of the feeling of sorrow with
which we came to the end of the history of persons whose real presence

had so filled our minds— we felt that we must return to the flat realities

of life, that our stimulus was gone, and we were little disposed to read the
" Postscript, which should have been a Preface."

" Well, let us hear it," said my father, and Mrs. Edgeworth read on.

Oh ! my dear sir, how much pleasure would my father, my mother, my
whole family as weU as myself have lost, if we had not read to the last

page ! And the pleasure came upon us so unexpectedly— we had been
so completely absorbed that every thought of ourselves, of our own author-
ship, was far, far away.

Thank you for the honor you have done us, and for the pleasure you
have given us, great in proportion to the opinion we had formed of the
work we had just perused— and believe me, every opinion I have in this
letter expressed was formed before any individual in the family had peeped
to the end of the book or knew how much we owed you.

Your obliged and grateful Maria Edgewobth.]
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your most flattering approbation of his work — a distinction

which he receives as one of the highest that could be paid him,

and which he would have been proud to have himseH stated

his sense of, only that being impersonal, he thought it more re-

spectful to require my assistance than to write an anonymous
letter.

There are very few who have had the opportunities that

have been presented to me, of knowing how very elevated is

the admiration entertained by the Author of Waverley for the

genius of Miss Edgeworth. From the intercourse that took

place betwixt us while the work was going through my press,

/ know that the exquisite truth and power of your characters

operated on his mind at once to excite and subdue it. He felt

that the success of his book was to depend upon the characters,

much more than upon the story ; and he entertained so just

and so high an opinion of your eminence in the management

of both, as to have strong apprehensions of any comparison

which might be instituted betwixt his picture and story and

yours ; besides, that there is a richness and naivetS in Irish

character and humor, in which the Scotch are certainly defec-

tive, and which could hardly fail, as he thought, to render his

delineations cold and tame by the contrast. " If I could but

hit Miss Edgeworth's wonderful power of vivifying aU her per-

sons, and making them live as beings in your mind, I should

not be afraid :
" — Often has the Author of Waverley used

such language to me ; and I knew that I gratified him most

when I coiild say,— " Positively this is equal to Miss Edge-

worth." You will thus judge, Madam, how deeply he must

feel such praise as you have bestowed upon his efforts. I be-

lieve he himseH thinks the Baron the best drawn character in

his book— I mean the Bailie— honest Bailie Macwheeble.

He protests it is the most true, though from many causes he

did not expect it to be the most popular. It appears to me,

that amongst so many splendid portraits, all drawn with such

strength and truth, it is more easy to say which is your favor-

ite, than which is best. Mr. Henry Mackenzie agrees with

you in your objection to the resemblance to Fielding. He

says you should never be forced to recollect, maugre all its in-

ternal evidence to the contrary, that such a work is a work of

fiction, and aU its fine creations but of air. The character of
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Rose is less finished than the author had at one period intended

;

but I believe the characters of humor grew upon his liking, to

the prejudice, in some degree, of those of a more 'elevated and

sentimental kind. Yet what can surpass Flora, and her gallant

brother ?

I am not authorized to say— but I will not resist my im-

pulse to say to Miss Edgeworth, that another novel, descriptive

of more ancient manners stiU, may be expected erelong from

the Author of Waverley. But I request her to observe, that I

say this in strict confidence— not certainly meaning to exclude

from the knowledge of what will give them pleasure, her re-

spectable family.

Mr. Scott's poem, The Lord of the Isles, promises fuUy to

equal the most admired of his productions. It is, I think,

equally powerful, and certainly more uniformly polished and
sustained. I have seen three cantos. It will consist of six.

I have the honor to be, Madam, with the utmost admiration

and respect.

Your most obedient and most humble servant,

James BAiiAifmrE.

END OF VOLUME II
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